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Nicola Trenton was thrilled when her distant cougieorge
Westerfield invited her out to New Zealand to shardghe local
Centennial celebrations, but not so thrilled wherbes Westerfield
indicated that he would rather she didn't come.

But she went, nevertheless - and in exploring g@-ago romance,
found her own happy ending.



CHAPTER|

Nicola looked at Humphrey with shining eyes. ' Hinmgy, | want
you to tell me one thing. Did you, years ago, wheras very small,
want to marry Mother ? Or has this been sudden?’

Humphrey's eyes searched hers in what Nicola rezegnas a
diagnostic look. She added softly: ' Because yawkreven when |
was ten | always wished you would. Every time yame home from
Hong Kong on leave, | used to add it to my prayeRease, God, let
him marry Mother."’

Humphrey's eyes widened, looked incredulous.

‘Nicola! True ? Then we need never have --' Hepdp hesitated,
then said firmly, ' | can see the time has comédocompletely
candid. Then we need never have waited.'

Nicola's tawny eyes, usually so full of mischieéne grave. ' Waited
.. . what for, Humphrey?'

'‘For you to grow up. Jean wouldn't risk it.'
‘Wouldn't risk what?'

'‘Wouldn't risk you being emotionally upset. Felattibringing in a
stepfather when you had so adored your own fath@dalo all sorts
of things to you.'

Nicola grew very still, felt the tears pricking heyelids, and blinked
rapidly. Humphrey caught her, turned her face mgshoulder and
smoothed her hair.

'l always felt you would have accepted me, Nic¥lau didn't seem
to have any awkward angles or be likely to haventhe



Nicola had a strong line between her brows. ' Hould Mother have
held out against you so long? | mean she hersstf imcomplicated.
| know there are cases where a step-parent cah apeseily, but it's
quite often not the step's fault in any case. Bithh wou—I just can't
understand it!"

Humphrey looked at her with tolerant, understandouak that the

sort of life he had led had given him and saicerh@ps your mother
never told you of that friend of hers, many yedden who had such
a tragic life. . . Laura Bentley?'

'No. Never heard of her.'

‘Well, she's been gone many years now. Laura rédasomeone
who before the marriage was simply charming to dieldren but

who, inwardly, hated the thought that Laura hadnbksed by

someone else before him. There are people like Tira children

were constant reminders of his predecessor. Thghtielwumanaged to
take it, but the boy was driven from home. He gta bad company.
When he came out of prison— during which time hathmr almost
had a breakdown- she left her husband and mademe har the

children. The boy made good, but it left scars Ibthair lives.

‘Well, it left its mark on Jean too. She wouldimskrit. She felt any
child has a right to a happy childhood— not neadlgsan easy one,
but a happy one. That's why | went overseas, Nidatauldn't stay
near Jean, loving her as | did, wanting to provateher. I've never
loved anyone else. My work among the refugees rniad®r a lot,
not for everything.

‘Jean has been wonderful. She's never considerédumel to her. In
fact, she wouldn't even write to me regularly. Thetbers a year, that's
all. And she has so often said in those letterBimie changes us,
Humphrey. If ever you meet anyone you want to mayou must
remember | consider | have no claim on you." B khew when |



came home for your twenty-first birthday that atlahe could stop
saying no.'

He looked down on Nicola and pinched her chin. h'Dtook like
that, child. The years haven't been wasted. Wavengre to give to
each other now than we would have had we marridetea

Nicola knew that even that couldn't make up to then for the
loneliness he must have known; that it would newake up for the
children he might have had.

She smiled, through her tears, ' | said | had tmyone thing to ask,
Humphrey, but I've got another.’

He grinned. ' Fire away, Nicky. It never is justeoguestion with a
woman. One thing leads to another.’

‘Do you really want to take up a country practieeehin England, or
would you rather carry on with your medical cemtrélong Kong? Is
it because of me that you and Mother are thinkihthat practice in
Suffolk?"

Humphrey swung away from her, went to the windavd stared out
at the traffic below in the London street. He cdmaek to her, his
eyes searching hers. ' Why?'

Nicola lifted her chin. 'Because I've a right talkn Humphrey. You

and Mother have made tremendous sacrifices foAme, to be quite

candid, I've had a longing for some time for tharade to stand on my
own feet. But | felt | couldn't desert Mother. Wdulou go back to

Hong Kong after you're married, if it wasn't foaléng me alone in

England?’

The diagnostic look was back again, it searcheft], Heund . . .
found the knowledge that Nicola could take it.



He smiled. ' Yes. . .your mother would like it tddeel it would be a
great experience for her. She could do voluntarskvothe clinic if
she wanted something to do, but apart from thadikkdo give her the
taste of an altogether different life, completetgef of financial
responsibility. But wouldn't have asked her to &gou here alone.
What were you thinking of doing, Nicola? Taking H#rer secretarial
post somewhere ... up north perhaps, for a change?'

'‘Not north, Humphrey ... in fact about as far scaght's possible to
go, bar Antarctica. I'm going to New Zealand.'

‘To New Zealand?' He was completely surprised. viBut?"
"To visit my New Zealand relations.'

‘You mean the Westerfields? But—but, Nicola, wasnédre bad
blood between that family and this? | mean youndds cousin went
out there and got horribly involved with some o tamily. It caused
a real rift. Listen, Nicola, we'll think of sometiy else—if you don't
want to stay with Genevieve Walkington. You dordvé to go
rushing off to the ends of the earth, dear.’

Nicola shook her head. ' That must have been fergand practically
forgotten years ago. | got this letter yesterdaymighrey. | was
home—as usual—before Mother, and haven't told berlywanted
last night to think it out and then today to shotoiyou. That's why |
asked Mrs Walkington for the day off. | wanted &esyou when
Mother wasn't about. | felt Mother would hedgewilt really give me

a chance to try my wings. Here it is, Humphrey.'

She spread it out on the table and they leanedibtogrether. Nicola
said: ' It's not in the old man's writing —my caousizeorge
umpteen-times-removed. He'd cracked a couple ofl maes in his
hand and had it in plaster. His grandson wroteritim, one Forbes
Westerfield. | didn't know much about that oneséd to write to one



cousin, when | was quite small, before Cousin Neptaled things.
He was Garry Broughton, son of Jenny Westerfietngth George's
daughter. But when that family row took place, @arrmother
wouldn't let him write any more.' The letter said:

Dear Nicola,

You will be surprised to hear from us after allgbeyears, but to tell
the truth, a most important event is to take placen and | would
very much like your branch of the family to be es@nted out here. |
know there was a real shindy when your father sicowas here, but
| have no patience with people who carry on oldifeand | hope you
will do all you can to arrange a visit.

We are having a family centennial celebration. Yway not have

heard of these, but they happen quite frequentlilew Zealand,

where our white civilization is comparatively retdever since there
have been these Centennials. Church Centennialgotmnes,

family ones. Sometimes the Centennial of the lgnofia certain ship

Is marked in this way. In the family ones, all tiescendants gather,
if possible, at the original homestead. At oneyamiscire of miles

from here, last year, a whole family came out féémgland and made
it a great occasion.

I'm hoping you'll do the same. Let bygones be byg@md write a
happier page of family history at Puke-o-Marino. $éev a picture of
you recently in a magazine, with your employer, €vggve Walking-
ton. I'm very fond of her books and was most istedeto know you
were her secretary. That clinched things for us.

One of our neighbours has collected together aolobur family
history, but though she's made a grand job of ggtthe research
done, she says she can't face the task of puttingether and typing
it. | thought with your experience you d be just ¢time for the job.



| realize, of course, that you may not be abledbtge time off—or
even want to—or that you may be involved with angoman or
something, but do, if it is at all possible, givensideration to the
notion.

To be practical, I'd pay your air fare out, if yman spend only a
short time, or your ship fare if you would like treise, and give you
your usual wage from the time you leave Englangbufwould like to
spend, say, six months, you would be most welcéonecould come
before Christmas then, so you could get the adgenid the whole
summer. The celebrations are not till the end obrkary when

things mil be a little slacker as far as the farmrkvgoes. Not that it
Is, usually, but in view of the Centennial, we punho crops this
year—the haymaking will be over—we're just coneimg on the

sheep.

| know there's no chance of getting the book phbtisbefore the
celebrations, in fact | don't want that, becauseould like it to end
with a full account —and photos—of the Re-enactniEmat will
make a full record of one hundred years of farmang family life.
But if you can come before Christmas, it would giee a chance of
getting on with the typing to date if you could eom

I'm sorry I'm not writing this with my own hand tlmay right one is in
plaster—I broke a couple of small bones in it iesek. My grandson,
Forbes Westerfield, is writing it for me. | find hard to express
myself through someone else—I'm not used to digtatbut | hope
I've been cordial enough to tempt you. | will bekimg for an answer
by return airmail with the news that you are atdeaonsidering it.

With warmest regards,
Your affectionate kinsman, George Westerfield,

per Forbes Westerfield.



Nicola had read it aloud, though Humphrey's eyelstbidowed every
word, assessing it.

They both straightened up, looked at each othesamidd.

''d say take it, Nicola. It's the chance of atifee. And most
opportune, with Genevieve and her husband taking tilip to
Canada. And listen, dear, it's not too far from gldfong, New
Zealand. In March, when all is over, you coulddbyross to us. We'd
give you the time of your life. And—I'll be devasitaly frank—it
would give Jean and me the chance to make thatwbtwo that is
very necessary in a marriage. I'll go even furtred say—because |
know now you can take it— that | want to marry dewinot the
mother of one ewe lamb."’

Nicola put her arms round his neck, hugged himhashad always
done. ' It's what | want for both of you. | thinkevcan convince
Mother of that." A dimple cleaved her cheek andchiisf glinted in
the tawny eyes. ' I'll do it well, Humphrey, witbwy backing me up.
I'll pretend to be very anxious lest Mother shduchurt and say how
glad | am that it didn't come six months earlieewh'd have turned
down this wonderful chance because | couldn't hef¢dner alone.'

It went as they had planned. Nicola played heralt Jean rose to
the bait, even said, looking across at him, ' Hur@phyou've done
nothing yet about telling the medical centre you&aving, have
you?'

He shook his head, not looking at Nicola. ' Noelt f'd have to go
back and tie up the ends, Jean. But if you feeligw of Nicola being
away from England, that we could go there indefigitl'd not tell
them yet. Nicola could come across to Hong Kong ws, after these
celebrations. Unless, of course, a romance ofiwarmoay change her
mind.'



Later that evening, when the excitement had diedgdlicola wrote
airmail to George Westerfield, accepting his offdumphrey posted
it on his way back to his temporary flat.

She was no more than mildly surprised to receivaiamail from
Forbes Westerfield the next day. He had his nardeaddress on the
back. It would be about something the old man loagiotten to put in
the other letter, no doubt. She was humming liggntieelly until she
saw it was marked 'Letter Number One'. How oddhe. letter of
yesterday hadn't been numbered! She slit it opefolded the one

page.
Dear Miss TrentorjForbes Westerfield had written]

| am writing this by the same mail as the one frayngrandfather. |
want you to read this one first before you get igmraway into
making plans. He has written you to ask you to cinidew Zealand
for the family Centennial celebrations.

I'm sorry to be so blunt, but only bluntness walive, I'm afraid. Age
must have dulled my grandfather's perceptionstke liHe seems to
have forgotten just how much harm the two womewwf branch of
the family—who came out here generations apart—tdidthis
branch. They left behind them the memory of muguiah and a
certain aftermath of bitterness. My grandfather @yncommanded
me to write that letter. | had argued with him twawail. Possibly you
yourself might be quite harmless, but | feel ibmy stirring up the
mud.

It could be, of course, that you have no intentbooming—in fact, |
hope so—then there will be no hard feelings. ltistja bee
Grandfather has got in his bonnet. But | feel v@rgngly that | don't
want him to suffer disillusionment at this stagés hot at all
necessary to have anyone from the Old Countryiatciebration.



Whatever we have achieved in this hundred yearsligveurselves,
and | think we'll all be happier to leave it thaaw

By posting this at the same time I'm giving youcthence to decline
graciously without my grandfather knowing I've séwmy oar in.
Should you wish to answer this, you could addrdeier care of Mr.
J. Melford, Koromiko Gorge, Whispering Mountain Bpavia
Oxford, North Canterbury, New Zealand. I'll teletin there may be a
letter left there for me. Will simply say it congethe Centennial and
Is something | did not wish to tell my grandfatiyet. But | expect
you'll take the tactful way out and just inform hyurself that it is
not convenient.

Yours sincerely,
Forbes Westerfield.

By posting this at the same tinkée'd not allowed for the vagaries of
postal deliveries. Nicola walked to the window, gea forming in
her mind as she stared out unseeingly . . . Humgpltear loyal
Humphrey, waiting year after year for his Jeannie because of
Jeannie's daughter.

Humphrey with a boyish, eager light in his eye sas she had never
before seen, planning, planning, as he had lakt.npther, looking
ten years younger, looking bride-like, despite foety-two years,
shedding responsibility like a cloak.

Nicola could see some of the lines she had writterGeorge
Westerfield as clearly as if the letter were stillthe table in front of
her instead of winging its way across ocean andimamt to a small
country at the bottom of the world.

I'll be delighted to come, Cousin George, and twpe it may serve
to heal old wounds. It couldn't have come at adodiine. My mother



IS marrying again—a doctor we've known for yearg tno is
stationed at Hong Kong. | would prefer to comellip s there is no
press for time. I'll be delighted to knock the drigtinto shape. I'm not
a writer, but I've naturally acquired a little kneow from
Genevieve, I've typed seven books for her. Anslattonvenient just
now. It so happens that she and her husband amggoi Canada to
visit their daughter for four or five months. | lwrite again as soon
as | can be more definite about plans, but my nmttimnce was
here tonight and it was hard to get on with thigde But | wanted
you to get a quick reply to your amazingly genemiffsr. But please
send no money. My maternal grandmother left mgache last year
and | don't need it. | do hope your hand soon hdalsken bones can
be so painful.

With warmest regards, Cousin Nicola. P.S. | am llogKorward to
meeting Garry. We wrote to each other when we eleitdren, but it
faded out.

N.A.T.

That had been the most tactful way of putting tBait. now! Nicola
wished it could have been recalled. Somehow, sh@dwvoave to
write, changing her mind. But how?

What a horrible person this Forbes Westerfield rbestGarry would
never have grown like that, she was sure. Meanvdfite must say
nothing to Mother. Just let her go on making aresngnts about the
wedding and booking their passages for Hong Katgverything
was so final there could be no backing-out.

Jean Trenton came in, her arms full of packagkse 'been madly
extravagant, pet. Everything | saw in shop windtwvaay looked just
right for a sea-voyage. It's quite crazy, | knoec&use Hong Kong is
just about the cheapest place in the world for phmp but | had to
buy honeymoon stuff.’



Nicola enveloped her mother in a hug. ' Of course lyad to. You
must do Humphrey proud on the way out. Yane going by ship,
aren't you? Air is too quick. A ship is much mooenantic.'

Her mother laughed happily. ' Darling, it's so werfdl to have you

so thrilled for us. | could never have left yoursdan England. In fact
| wasn't even too happy leaving you flatting in don if Humphrey

had taken that practice in Suffolk. But to thinkittlyou too will be

sailing off on new adventures is marvellous. I'madt afraid to plan
in case anything happens to spoil it. Isn't it iglgP To feel things are
too good to be true. Just silly. Centennials dasttfold up, do they?
After all, they take a hundred years to mature.y¥hecertainly

planned in advance.’

Nicola's mouth went dry. She went on setting tHdetaglad her
coppery hair was swinging forward to hide her egpien. The
horrible part was that Genevieve was so impuldnedsgot on to her
shipping agent immediately and had put her tripvéod a month.
She was so kind. She'd said, ' That will mean youget away sooner
and havall summer in New Zealand.'

Well, she'd just have to get a temporary job austtto Humphrey to
persuade her mother that she was perfectly allee@lone. There
was an added complication. Mother might not haveden so much
if Gran had been here, Daddy's mother, but shetakasg a trip to
Australia later on.

There was nothing else for it. She would have tovowe her mother
she would not be lonely. Only they would not go gwaw with quite
such carefree thoughts, and if ever a pair of lpdaserved to have
their minds perfectly at rest, they did.

Something might turn up . . . someone travellingpball and needing
a secretary . . . that would make Mother feel she mot deserting her
one chick. Nicola felt she was mentally keeping firegers crossed



till Humphrey turned the Suffolk practice down abdoked their
passages.

Forbes Westerfield could jolly well wait for histtier. If she wrote
immediately saying she wasn't coming after allntdMother would
wonder why there were no more letters from old @oweorge.
She'd have to play it along for a bit. Nicola didmant to ask her
mother what had happened when Cousin Nesta wertherd. And
really, since getting that letter, she couldn'tphefondering if the
fault had been all Nesta's, though her mother fatime for that
relation of her late husband's. Nicola had neven $eer.

They were deeply prejudiced against this branckheffamily, of
course. It too went back a hundred years—or veaylye

Francis Westerfield had gone out to New Zealaralyamsing man to a
colony less than a score of years old. He had ddambt to settle in
Christchurch but to strike out further north, cingsthe treacherous
Waimakiriri, the Cold Water. And he had worked li&eTrojan to
make some sort of habitation and a living, fit fes bride, a distant
cousin to whom he had become betrothed before dumnigaon the
sailing-ship that had brought him to the Southeemi$phere.

It had taken him three long years. Then Nancy Whsle had set
out, her hope-chest in the hold, her bride-clothdeer trunk.

And, so it was said later, she had been dauntea fine start. It had
been an ill-starred voyage. It had been nearlethireeks before they
even got out of the Channel. The captain and tlesv avere at

loggerheads and often drunk. The seas were so rtheglwomen

passengers had to rely on the men to walk themdrthendecks.

They had an inadequate number of sheep on boarfleso meat
soon ran out. There was much infectious illnessboard, damp,
close quarters, and well-nigh unbearable homessgm@aenong the



passengers to cope with. The noise of the childrenstench down
below and the constant becalming had made the loipg a
nightmare.

But at last they had sailed into the translucentergaof Lyttelton
Harbour—then called Port Cooper—and had droppetd@andhey
had also dropped Nancy's trunk overboard when dimga Its
contents were saturated when recovered.

But the last straw had been that her bridegroonmioatbeen there to
meet her. To Nancy, ignorant of the state of tlaelscand the rivers, it
had been humiliating.

Friends of his, as soon as they had word the shipbeen sighted,
and alarmed by his non-appearance, had met heéakea her to their
home in Christchurch. The next day Francis, heddgioom-to-be,
much less debonair than she had remembered hintuhaet up in
the main street of Christchurch ridingpallock,and making a joke of
it!

He borrowed a horse and dray to take her back tnblavhere they
were to be married. To Nancy, it seemed as if e going into the
wilderness, battling against a hot, dusty nor'wealiethe way. She
was choked with dust, bumped and jolted, scaredaralis.

Then before they even got to Oxford heavy rainirsetnd the dust
turned to mud. The snows, melting under the he#tte@hor'wester,
back in the Alps, had swollen the Waipuku, normallgmall river,
though Francis hadn't considered it dangerous.

But when they were almost at the other side theédhbad slipped and
despite a wild clutch by Francis, Nancy had gorer ¢ve side of the
dray into the muddy waters. Francis had had hemonoo time, but
Nancy was convinced it was an appalling countryimgand
merciless.



She postponed the wedding. Then, finally, she Fodahcis it was no
good and, after waiting months in Christchurch, lgade back to
Hampshire.

Before she had even reached there Francis hadethawn the
rebound, Jane Temple, whose brother worked foramchwho later
owned the Koromiko Gorge Station. True enough Nbw Zealand
Westerfields had never had much luck with Nicokide of the
family.

This time the two letters from Puke-o-Marino horeeaskt reached her
by the same mail. Nicola opened them with trepadatFirst Cousin
George's. His hand was much better and he wrotsdiiimlrhank
heaven for that. He was extremely happy about betirig. Nicola
thought indulgently that it probably tied up with kit of local
competition. It was a matter of pride to be bigwgyioand important
enough to have a family connection out from Englé@ither families
had done it and George Westerfield wasn't goirgdptdess!

Then, shaking, she opened Forbes Westerfieldés lett
There was justification for the shaking, she foudd.was furious.

... You haven t even repliedty letter. As far as you are concerned
it might never have existed. You are simply acogptine lot that
Grandfather offered. This gesture about paying youn fare | can
see through—you have every confidence that itbeilset aside. It's
merely to give Grandfather the impression of indejemce. It
classes you with your father's cousin, believe Yl devious. |
think you over-estimate what the estate can staM@rino
Homestead sounds very grand, no doubt. It's byesnsian English
Manor House, you know. And the cost of bringing gouhere, for
the mere whim of an elderly man, is not worth it.



| can't stop you coming, of course, but if | weva M should certainly
reconsider. | know it must be a tempting offerrngane cooped up in
London year in, year out. | am aware that | asked to turn down
the chance of a lifetime—so this second letteoisfter you the
money for a trip, say to Italy, or Switzerland ctampensate you.

I've not tried to put this tactfully. I'm a blunamand | happen to feel
very strongly about this, and since you haven'neaeswered my
letter | can only conclude that if | went aboutstkactfully you would
ignore this too.

Yours sincerely,
Forbes Westerfield.

Nicola couldn't remember ever feeling so furiodsrly she could

have a half-hour alone with this Forbes Westerfié¢ld wouldn't

have such a high-and- mighty opinion of himself wisbe had done
with him.

So he thought she was an opportunist, did he? Sitahad made a
gesture that she was sure would be brushed aside!

Well, she'd sit down this very moment and tell lshe wouldn't
dream of coming! Nicola picked up her pen, hesitatéthere were
others to consider before herself. Humphrey andhelotvere so
happy, idyllically so. Even if she took a trip sontere else—paying
for herself—they would worry about her. Going owt family

connections, however distant, was rather diffefeorh striking out
on one's own.

Besides ... a little smile began to play round Nisomouth ... it
would be so unsatisfactory to merely write to thisbes and say she
wasn't coming. She would continue to smart undeirtjustice of it.



She'd like to go out there and prove to them altl, especially him,
that this branch of the family was not entirely qmsed of
chicken-hearted women or mischief- makers. She dvgalout under
her own steam and prove to him absolutely gmwas not on the
make . . . perhaps he thought she hoped she mghichuded in
Cousin George's will for a legacy. Well, she'died see that she had
enough money to indulge herself in a little travejl

There was the money Nanna had left her last yearould pay her
return fare, give her a moderate amount of spenchiogey . . . she
would loftily wave away all thought of financiaMmrd for typing the
history, and make Forbes Westerfield eat his words!

She heard her mother coming and hastily thrustldiier into a
drawer.

Humphrey was with her. They came in looking likeadr of kids, an
air of delight about them.

Her mother kissed her. ' Humphrey thinks he cangleayou a berth
quite soon ... on thkowhai Maid. . . and guess what? We're going t
give you the car as a present. Humphrey says yghtdo see all
New Zealand while you're there and the best way.itake your own
car. Humphrey says the scenery is exciting, veneda. . . from
thermal springs and geysers in the North, to gta@ed fiords in the
South. He had a leave there some years ago. Ahd3aiisin George
paying your fare, you'd have a wonderful time.’

“Nicola almost said: ' Oh, I'm paying my own beaalld rather be
independent,’ but bit it back. Better for Moth@esce of mind not to
know she would probably return to London absolusgiynt!

That night when the two of them had gone to visénds, Nicola
settled to two letters. The one to Cousin Georgs tha easier. It
simply said that she was anticipating the forthaagisit with much



pleasure but stressing the fact that she needdénaracial aid. The
other read:

Dear Mr Westerfield,

Since | don't know of any other way to start aelett—this is to tell
you that | have decided not to diminish my Couseor@e's natural
pleasure at having an English representative of fdmaily at his
Centennial celebrations by refusing him after at¢icgp I'm afraid |
have no patience with any Montague-Capulet typeilyafeuds.
They're completely out-dated in my world, evehatstill survive in
a small country like New Zealand.

| must assure you that | have no intention whatevexccepting any
financial assistance from the New Zealand estatgatds my
expenses. I'm looking on it solely as the realmabf a dream of
mine ... to see as much as possible of the worile \Wim young. You
Kiwis do a lot of travelling—ever so many of youneohere, for
instance. Some of us are just as adventurous, iévemave never
been conscious—as you put it—of ' being coopednhupondon.'
There's nothing narrow or confining about Londogliéve me. We
may not have your great open spaces, but it seem®etthat that
doesn't save you from being very narrow and hidedou love

London.

| think, seeing | was thinking about travelling ghyear while my
employer is in Canada, that | might as well inclidiew Zealand in
my itinerary and if, by so doing, | can give alditpleasure to an old
man, and assist him with this typing, then | oughdo it.

I'll probably arrive in New Zealand by the middiENovember, but
intend having some time in the North Island fitsim bringing my
own car. I'll come to Marino Hill before Christmasy | can get well
on with the typing before the celebrations. Thitteve immediately
it's finished. I'll spend no longer on the estatart is absolutely



necessary, and | imagine we need not see too nfuehch other. |
assure you | will make no mischief.

In fairness to myself, though, | ought to infornuybat| had not
ignored your lettem writing direct to Cousin George. It was simply
that | had not received it till the following dayhen | had already
written him accepting his kind invitation. Postilggters at the same
time is no guarantee that they will be delivereel $ame day, | might
point out. Whether you believe my explanation ais)af course, up
to you. Any further correspondence | will addreskely to Cousin
George.

Yours sincerely,
Nicola A. Trenton.

The die was cast.



CHAPTERIII

It was late November and now the miles were namgwietween
Nicola and Puke-o-Marino and the tour of the faattng North
Island was behind her.

Gone was the carefree holiday atmosphere she hadnkop there
and she was trying not to let herself become tquedensive. She
told herself sturdily that she was so fit after #ea-voyage and the
long days since in glorious sunshine, she could &ything.

A reminiscent smile touched her lips. The scenexg heen more
than a dream-come-true. It had surpassed anytiiegsuld have
dreamed up. White-capped mountains rising in tha&reeof the
North Island, incredibly near to the area where dprtngs bubbled
out of the ground. Even one mountain, Ngauruhoe,laa a plume
of smoke above its shining snows, indicating thieamic fires that
smouldered in its core.

The Far North had been a paradise of still sereSitye remembered
the placid waters of the Bay of Islands, where datteoed warriors
had waited in their canoes, ready to sign theegaince to Queen
Victoria. There had been immense caves, theirngmlstarred with
the unearthly blue-green lights of myriads of glaarms, while
their little boat glided over the stream beneatie'®loved it all . . .
the dim green secret bush with its strange birtscélusy ports,
bustling cities, great plains and rolling countxy,her eyes sparsely
settled; long beaches where the rollers of the @asB8ea and the
Pacific Ocean came pounding in.

Instead of coming down to Lyttelton, the port ofriStchurch, in the
all-night steamer and then motoring north to Marthoough Oxford,
she had crossed in thiramoana,which meant The Path of the
Ocean, and was a car ferry that plied between Wttn, the



Capital, and Picton in the Queen Charlotte Soundbeaextreme
north of the South Island.

She had loved it so much she had lingered, to Iseantcredible
beauty of the countless sounds, cut like fret-wot& the land, with
the green bush, which was really forest, sweepavgo the water's
edge.

The drive through the Grove Track, sweet with bgdng and twilit
green with tree-ferns and evergreen native tress,binought her to
Nelson, where a miniature English city was builind the harbour
and where, prowling, just as she had decided haoglignit seemed,
she had come across bougainvillea spilling in ghgweolours over
the fences and had seen lemons growing on treddpaking like

golden Chinese lanterns above the broad sweepsohidiaBay.

Beyond Nelson she had found a little bit of Kenthwihe delicate
green tracery of hop-vines and the rich pattewrdfards. Further on
were fields of tobacco and then, climbing Takakd, Hihe had

watched marble being quarried. Then she had coasted to the

glorious sweep of Golden Bay where in 1642, foulbél Tasman's
crew had been clubbed to death by Maoris.

Nicola had climbed to the Abel Tasman memorial ynthe slender
white column she had found a Maori mother and ber bonny
children.

'Hard to believe now,' said the Maori girhat this beautiful bay, so
peaceful, was once the scene of such violence. Tadhed it
Murderers' Bay then.' She shuddered.

They had spent the rest of the day together, therdgirl inviting
Nicola to share their picnic lunch. They had swogether, explored
the rock pools for strange creatures, gatheredsshel



Then, lying on the hot sand in her swim-suit, with youngest child
astride her, piling up sand between her shouldsadd, Nicola had
said, ' I'm on my way to a " Centennial celebratithm a distant

connection from England. It's in North CanterbUrge homestead is
sometimes called Marino Hill, sometimes Puke-o-MarWhat does
that mean?'

‘The Hill-of-Peace, probably. Marino means calnpeaceful.'

Now, nearing journey's end, Nicola hoped it migkie lup to its
name, that it might really be a place of peace,afatiscord. Nice
i—just as thepakehasand Maoris no longer warred and considere
themselves both New Zealanders—her coming couldhpap the
ancient quarrels. Or if not patch them up, siney tad happened so
long ago, to dispel the distrust, restore the hagmo

She hoped she hadn't missed the turn-off to thniftso It would be
So easy in these long stretches of flat or rolbogntry to miss it. A
small village—township they called them—came intev Nicola
stopped at an old cottage, possibly a relic of @awimg days.

Then she wished she'd gone further, picked a de&raking place.
This was horribly unkempt. Even the windows hadréve-looking
air. And there in the blazing sunshine was hookeage containing a
canary that was lying gasping in its cage, justighth of an inch of
fouled water in its drinking-dish. Oh dear, perh#ps inmates had
forgotten the bird had been left out without shallee temperature
was well into the eighties.

An old crone came to the door, peered at her. tndgconds Nicola
had realized that she would get no directions Heue.she couldn't
leave that poor bird.



She said, as politely as possible, ' Look, | thygu may have
forgotten that you've left your canary in blazingkght . . .it's almost
at its last gasp. May | carry it into the shadeylou ?'

'It's notmycanary! ' She almost spat at Nicola. ' Good ridddo it if
it does die. The sooner it does the better I'lpeased. It'll be one
nuisance less about the place. My neighbour diediags ago. Datft,
she was, about animals. Now I'm saddled with hetalved poodle
and canary.'

Nicola said, ' Couldn't you get someone else te takm ? | mean --'

'It's no business of yours. And I've no dealingthwinyone likely to
want a bird and a dog. Cats now, they're differénti've gotta have
them to keep the mice down. Over-run with micebkdif it weren't
for my Joseph. He keeps himself. Dogs are fecklgsgs. Cost too
much.’

Nicola felt horribly distressed and so helpless Shid, pleadingly,
Please let me carry the bird into the shade? Awel igisome water?'

The old woman reached up, unhooked the cage, andttht at
Nicola. 'There you are! If you're that tenderhedrti® something
about it yourself! It's all yours.' She gave a geckle of laughter,
stooped, unlatched an odd little trapdoor on hdesaribable back
verandah, and out shot the dirtiest, thinnest ppbltola had ever
seen. The woman aimed a blow—a well-directed blowveith her
foot. The poodle yelped agonizingly and rushedhgpath towards
the front gate. ' You can take that too, if yottrat concerned about
animals. And | don't know where the turn-off is.vde heard of
Marino. | never go further than the store.’

Nicola, slightly dazed, with the cage dangling frame finger,
hurried up the path, stopped at the gate and gaizbd poodle, trying
to get through it, with despair. She couldn't letnag miserable scrap



of doghood here. Not with a woman like that, kegptrtooped up in
that horrible dark little hole.

She bent down, scooped him up, hating the wayihgexl, bundled
him into her car, got in herself and sat lookingah of her blankly.
The bird-cage, from which rose a ghastly stenchs o the seat
beside her.

She came to. Her first job was to get this pood bito shade. She
drove down the street and parked under some hugeadl trees that
overhung the fence of the local pound, she diseue8he spied a
horse-trough.

Nicola got out with the cage, shut the door orkipeodle, and threw
a leg over the fence. Not barbed wire, thank gossinthough this
was going to do nothing for her apricot three-pisoé in coolest
linen. Still, she had discarded the tiny jacket eamiles back, so if
the jumper top got dirty, she could conceal it witht.

Anyway she had to do something. For one unworthynerd she
found herself thinking it would be just as wellthiis bird died here
and now, because what on earth was she to do t®itfinen she
shook her head.

‘Nicola Trenton, I'm ashamed of you!" she scoldediaud. ' You're
just as bad as that old hag!"

She opened the cage, took out the drinking-distshes it in the

trough and filled it with water. Then, taking thiedbin her hand, she
gently sprinkled water on it, talking soothinglyitahe while. It was

amazing how quickly it perked up. She held it oter water and it
drank and drank. With one hand Nicola managed &keslthe cage
reasonably free of droppings and seized handfulgasfs to sweep it
out. There wasn't a grain of birdseed left.



She put the bird back on the floor of the cage prebsently it
fluttered up to the perch. Nicola set it on a hatrdg-stump adjacent
to the trough.

Now for her other problem! It was barking its hedflin a frenzied
shrill tone that would drive her mad. She surveyedefully through
the car window and then stiffened into real aldtrwas sitting on her
linen | jacket, scratching madly. Fleas! Nicold & instant | itching
all over her!

She had the door open in a moment and was dragggngpodle out.
Suddenly she made up her mind. She reached intmtiief the little
green Mini, pulled out a towel and sponge-bag.

‘You're about to be bathed,” she informed the pmgodlwith
Evening-in-Paris toilet soap! "

He was thirsty too, lapping up the water as shedstam in the

trough, holding him up on his hind-legs becausentater was deep.
Poor little thing, he was not much more than a pupdjot that she
really liked poodles. Her taste was for somethargé in dogs.

When she and Mother had lived in the country, years they had
had a spaniel and a retriever. Lap-dogs wereiNigola's line.

Oh dear, they did look a mess when they were wak,gkin showing
through. And this one, poor mistreated thing, wasé a good
specimen, anyway. Some ; of his skin seemed rubtieshd his eyes
were swollen as if he'd cried. They were all crdsteo. Nicola
cleaned them gently with her handkerchief and thitemaway. A

wave of pity surged over her.

But it was a real problem. Howould she arrive at the Hill-of-Peace
with a canary and a poodle? It was true that stk adlair for



unorthodox adventure, just as Mother always saud,she hadn't
sought this one, it had been thrust upon her.

Nicola, face grim, scrubbed madly at the poodldn\uiér good towel
and was relieved to see him coming dry and a Hiléy.

Two small boys suddenly spoke behind her, makimgumap.

‘Jeepers! What do you think you're doing?' one dei®d. He had

hair as bright as Nicola's ownyou'll cop it, washing your dog in the
horse-trough! That trough's full of soap-suds. Aasncan't drink

that!'

'It's not my dog,’ said Nicola helplessly.

‘Well, what are you washing him for if he doesrétdmg to you?
That's a whopper! People just don't go round washther people's
dogs.’

'l do,' said Nicola firmly. ' Look, | --'

She was interrupted. By the other boy this tiné&osh, did you ever
see anything like it, Ginger? She's got a canampanstump. Do you
always take your canary for a walk, when you wantwash your
dog?'

'l do not At least, it's not my canary. | --'
'‘Whaddya mean? Whose is it? Then why --'

Nicola said quickly, ' Look, boys, | think I'd bettget away before a
ranger comes. About a mile up the road | calledaofunny old
lady—I wanted to ask my way—her neighbour had diedi left these
two poor things, and she'd left the bird out inltihaling sun and had
this dog shut up in a sort of coalhole or woodbogamething, with
no air, no light. It was filthy. | asked her to domething about them



and she thrust them at me. | had to try to getfritie fleas on the dog
'—she peered at the water to see them floatingalikeum on top—'
so | washed it in here. Could you boys help methdése anywhere,
away from here, where | could park the car and dhis dog
something to eat? I've got some biscuits and sarmbsiin the car.’

Ginger and Darkie entered into the cause wholebéigrt One
scooped most of the froth off the water, the otteried the damp,
squirming dog for her and they all piled into tle# and went down
the road to what Nicola would have called a partt tey called a
domain.

There was nobody else there. The boys pointegicn table set up
under some aspen poplars and Nicola parked thebdside it.

They took the poodle out and enthusiastically fegith sandwiches
and biscuits which it wolfed down.

Nicola said, ' Do you think you could go back tatthittle shop on the
corner and get me some birdseed? It was a gros@ss't it?'

They nodded. ' Sure. We'll get some.’

She took out some money. ' And get yourselves soaweam or
chocolate at the same time. | could use some iaetre I'm slowly
melting. And would they have saveloys? That wowddikthis poodle
going till I get...er...home.

Home! Marino Hill Homestead . . . and she was gomirn up with
livestock!

Ginger and Darkie arrived back full of virtue andthwenough
birdseed to feed the canary for three months. Beéyhe cage up on
the table in the shade and filled the hopper. Tittebiegan to eat.



Nicola went to a nearby tap and washed her hang#&mgvthem on

the car duster. She got her Thermos out of heigimasket and said,
" We'll share the rest oi the sandwiches.' Sherfething but tea
would restore her.

She was rather sorry to part with Ginger and Dar®Riece they had
got over their first shock at her unorthodox bebaxi they
thoroughly approved of her rescue of the pets. Thdg with her to
the corner. Just as Darkie got out he thoughtmietbing. ' Will your
mother mind you bringing these things home ?'

Nicola grinned crookedly. ‘My mother is in Hong Kpr come from
London. I've come out here to visit relatives. THexe beyond
Oxford, up in the hills— Puke-o-Marino. Do you knat®

'‘Not to say know it,' said Darkie, ' but we haohipioneer history the
other day. We're doing a local survey, that's all.'

Ginger lifted a freckled face -towards her, pinkl @arnest.What do
you think they'll say when they cop an eyeful a§ tlot?"

Nicola looked sober. ' | don't know. | only hopeyHike pet dogs.
And birds.'

Ginger evidently believed in no false comfort. ‘tNauch hope. Lots
of farm people don't like pet dogs. Y'hardly seg dogs except
working dogs on the farms here.’

'‘Why, don't New Zealanders like dogs?’

'‘Oh, there's plenty of pet dogs in town. Farmetswg®ried in case
dogs go on the loose and become Kkillers. They gab i
mischief—worry the sheep.'



Nicola looked at the poodle's pink-and-white infeaSiveness and
said, ' | shouldn't think he'd be brave enough. Q& from a lamb
and he'd go for his life.’

Ginger grinned. ' Yeah. Whaddya going to call him?'

'l don't know. What would you suggest?' (Not thianhattered. She
wouldn't be able to keep him. She'd have to takethisome kennels
or something.)

Darkie said, ' | know ... he looks exactly like BtArcy. How about
calling him D'Arcy? Mr D'Arcy's one of our teachers

At the thought of a curly white poodle called aftame of their
teachers, Ginger and Darkie went into fits of guatyghter. Nicola
laughed with them. 'All right, D'Arcy it shall be.’

She said hopefully, ' Would there be anywhere atduere where
they board dogs?'

'‘Crumbs, no. Don't reckon there'd be anywhere neé#nan
Christchurch. You haven't a hope. Well, hooray.'

Nicola blinked. What were they cheering about?hen she realized
it was some quaint form of bidding goodbye. Welhan in Rome, do
as the Romans do . . . ' Hooray,' she said, mdateelyl than she felt,
and drove off. She was going to feel a real Chaalewing at the

homestead cluttered with livestock!

Not a good start. And Forbes Westerfield was piegd enough
already.

Nicola wished she had been driving alone, carefngiout these
two disturbing atoms in her care, so she could lzgeciated this
scenery. The sea must be on her left, but shemasdi now and she



couldn't even glimpse it. To her right, west, tivection in which she
must turn soon, were grape-blue mountains behiadabthills, and
even further in, glimpses of the jagged peaks eAlps.

There was a dry golden light over all, with greabvin fields of
grain, faintly green-tinged, that seemed limitlesshbage-trees that
looked like palms dotted all over the rising growra willows and
poplars to remind her of England.

She saw a signpost marked ' Koromiko Gorge ' amsktlwest down

a long straight road heavily shingled. The rockyaheounded up

against the undercarriage all the time. The cahagan to sing; she
had packed it round firmly on the back seat witgsrand cases.
D'Arcy had gone to sleep on the front passengéer geide exhausted
and replete. He still wasn't exactly fragrant, tening-in-Paris

perfume didn't by any means disguise his doggy ndou

She went through another small township, rathéraggly one, then
another, much prettier, as they got near the fsthnd the road
became intersected with small streams, willow-bedeThere were
Russell lupins outside many of the farmsteads, ngpkiatches of
colour, and tall foxgloves and mint bordered thelds.

The road here had a smoother surface, clay, butotld be a
guagmire after rain, she supposed. The hills crovualeand twice the
road dipped into little valleys where there were modges and
water-splashes ran across the road. Fords theydwalll them, or
watercourses. They'd be low just now, because thentgyside
looked very dry, but after rain, it could make dhy hazardous.

The valley widened out into a river-flat and then daegan to get
uncomfortably hot again. Nicola hoped the canaryldide all right.

She came to a bridge over ariver. It carried asmamWaipuku. That
was the river, then, where poor Nancy Westerfigld been thrown
in. Nicola remembered that in the stories she hetdy that name



meant The Swelling Water. Well, it wasn't swolleswn She glanced
down into the clear shallow water, purling ovemnghg stones and
singing on its way to the sea. But she could imagvhat a torrent it
could become and was thankful for a bridge and mottansport.

She had to rev up to come off the bridge as thd reared up a
cutting quite sharply. Round the next corner sloedgel to stop under
the trees and freshen herself up. Her heart aateteat the thought
of the meeting ahead.

D'Arcy sat up and began to yap, his little pinkgoe giving him an
ingenuous look. 'You poor little shrimp." murmungtola, . . . but
oh, how I do wish you hadn't happened to me!'

She pulled the sun-visor down and studied herselie mirror. Not

as bad as she had expected, after cleaning otd@abe and bathing
a dog. But every vestige of her make-up had disa@okn this heat.
She got to work. Even if she was stickily damp vagprehension of
her reception . . . from that Forbes . . . she mpgear cool, calm,
dignified. Cousin George would greet her with wdrpshe was sure,
but Forbes Westerfield was an unknown and hostigtty.

Suddenly she paused, sniffed. The engine smelletheated. It was
seeping through into the inside of the car. Hoargle; that last pinch
had been a little steep, but nothing to some ofhniieoads she'd
breasted these last few days.

Nicola got out and, keeping her apricot and whitged skirt as far
away from the car as possible, lifted the bonnetakshot. Surely the
cooling system hadn't failed? She'd got the mecheatrthe last petrol
pump to check the oil and water.

Nicola checked the oil. Nothing wrong there. Stankd forward and
dropped the dipstick clean down her front. She daethe long,
black-green smear in sheer exasperation. She hagetta rag to



remove the cap of the radiator, it was so hot.ridusteam gushed out
to speak of and when she looked she couldn't seater at all. But
there must be! She peered closer and this timesdubff a lot of dust
from the mudguard on the plain apricot top. Niocgidted her teeth.
Well, as far as water was concerned she had stapmedood place.
Water was trickling down the steep bank besidectreand running
in a groove it had worn in the side of the roaéspmably right down
to the river.

Nicola got her Thermos under the trickle and waitied filled. She
poured it into the radiator and next moment feltavaplashing her
feet. It had gone right through on to the ground!

She was appalled. So much for sweeping up to tim éntrance in a
natty little car and getting out, the picture cégeince!

She had an inspiration. The way that heavy shihgle flung up
against the bottom of the car must have knockedatiator tap on,
the one you emptied it with. That would be it. Nowere was it?
These tiny engines were so cramped in it was ltaseéd.

She got out the car manual, began to study itywtitrdown and began
to investigate. But she couldn't find it. Why thekens did they put
these things in such inaccessible places? Welld shh&t have to lie
down under the car and see if she could locate it.

She got a rug, spread it out and lay down on i¢ I8k on her back
and pushed her head under the car, right into lolgty grass
and—ouch!—a Californian thistle! What a mess she gaing to
look.

But that looked like the tap. She put a hand upiarmsb doing so
dislodged an enormous lump of black grease thatitw&asolid jelly.
It fell plop on to the centre of her forehead, slmvn her nose and
cheek and cascaded off.



If it hadn't been that there wasn't room Nicola lddwuave drummed
her heels with sheer rage.

Suddenly, because her ear was close to the grebhadieard hooves.
She strained her ears . . . yes, a bit of splashinige rider must be
fording the river, perhaps to cool his mount's faed let it drink.
Thank goodness men were usually mechanically minded

She'd better wriggle out quickly . . . her skirtulebbe away up. But
before she was halfway out the hoof- beats sounuezh nearer . . .
too near. They stopped and an amused voice s@idd, beauty in
distress, | fear! * A charming voice with a fairish lilt in it.

Nicola held her skirts down with one hand, flippioger on to her
tummy and getting up quickly, but not, she realjzedthe least
gracefully. That was beyond accomplishment. Ev&ussian ballet
dancer couldn't have managed it.

She stood up and stared ! Blinked, then continoesdare.

Here was the roughest, most villainous-looking abtar she had
ever seen . . . with a horrible beard, one thatdask and bronze in
patches, giving him a piebald look. He had longkdaarrow slits of
eyes that seemed full of malicious amusement andshe really
couldn't believe it ... he was astride, not a hdrséa black and white
bullock!

Nicola felt she knew now how Nancy Westerfield Iieitl when her
betrothed turned up in the streets of Christchunchinted like this.
Marino ought really to be called
The-Place-Where-Time-Stands-Still.



CHAPTER 11

He wore indescribable trousers, patched and taith,laces latticed
round his calves. One boot sole was torn away fthen upper,
revealing coarse socks; his shirt had once bearlaldue, striped
like a butcher's apron, but had faded to a dirgyghe had a red
spotted handkerchief knotted above a great haiegtctand on his
head a hat that looked as if it had survived a heshdoakings and
was dark with grease about the band. The brim mngavy loops
about his ears. In front of what passed for a saddis hung a swag.

But again this most cultured voice. ' Egad, | spioker than | knew.
Indeed a beauty!" He swept oft the hat, bowed loer the bullock's
neck, said, ' And always did | like that combinatio. . red hair and
tawny eyes!'

Nicola knew a tremor of fear. He was a rough charaao doubt of
that, no matter how soft his speech, and she digeit know where
she was, or who to run to. There wasn't a housamasight.

Brazen it out, my girl . . . don't let him see yeafraid.

'I'm so glad to see you . . . there isn't a bivater in my radiator. Do
you ... do you know anything about cars?' She ldakaubtfully at
the bullock.

He said solemnly, ' | do, I've not always been cediuo this means of
transport. Time was when I'd plenty of money in pocket. I've

come down in the world. I'll have a look. Has iteheusing much
water? Or have you forgotten to check?'

'l had it checked about eighty miles back.'

He swung down. The patient bullock just stood,lead drooping.
The man approached her. A burst of excited yapparge from the



car, and the white poodle hurled himself at thedew, managing to
get his head out.

'‘Mother of mercy!' said the bullock-driver. ' lathmeant to be a dog?'

His own dog, a sheepdog, seated by the bullockandébounced at
the car and was ordered back sharply. He obeyadDBucy would
not be quiet. Finally, in response to a cuff onghe he settled down
on the seat amid a dying succession of resentpsd.ya

'‘Not an obedient dog.' said the bullock-rider.

Nicola felt nettled. She needed help, not stridurngon the way she
had, presumably, reared her dog from this . s. thi well, what did
they call them here? Tramps, no. Hoboes? No, swagipat was it.

She said shortly: * Will you see if you can finé tiadiator tap? | think
it may have got knocked on.’

'How?'

‘These shocking roads. When | left the bitumerrdlael became just
two gravel tracks ... in fact not gravel, but barklaimost.'

'‘Couldn't knock a tap on. It's not even exposecdkasy to turn. You
must have sprung a leak.’

He began fiddling. ' Your by-pass hose has givetihamghost. A very
tiny affair. They do sometimes. Well, it's a gargge It's a new part
and even then a tricky thing to replace. Sometipoesget it on first
pop, other times it can take an hour or two. Homafa you going?'

He wasn't going to offer her a ride on the bullaakely! She'd rather
crawl every inch of the way. Thatould be history repeating itself.
This man was an anachronism.



'To Marino Homestead,' she said.

He stared. ' You're not ... oh, | suppose you rhast. .. this distant
connection the Westerfields are expecting, are'you?

Her tone became a little stiff. 'l am. | wired theesterday that |
hoped to reach them in time for dinner tonight. y@o know these
Westerfields?'

She hadn't been able to keep the surprise outrofdiee. What an

impudent grin he had! Still, it was just as wellHazIn't taken offence.
It would be ghastly if this chap turned nasty. #sahis voice, in such
contrast to his appearance, that was disarming Bwr.it needn't

necessarily mean a thing.

A faint memory of having learned, in history lesspthat in the old

days the no-goods of the families were often sahtmthe Colonies
and paid an allowance to stay there, stirred iroldis mind. Perhaps
they still had remittance men, who drank theirwaface in the first

few days after it arrived and lived on their wits the rest.

‘Sure | know them. Know them well. | often doss dawere—in the
wool-shed. Nothing like sleeping on a fleece. Tipey on a good
meal too. The homestead isn't far round that skeowltithe hill if you
take that track. | take it you wouldn't fancy rigia bullock . . . I'd
lead it, of course . . . would you?'

'‘No, thank you,' said Nicola hastily. ' If you poaut the track I'll take
it and ring a garage from the house.'

He nodded. ' Thought you'd rather do that. Tellwbat, it's getting a
bit late. They'd have to come out from Oxford ameltmight be busy
on a rush job. Farm machinery has to take precedsrer other jobs.
I've got to call in with a message at the next faltta nearer than
Marino. I'll get them to tow the car—with a tractento one of their



sheds. It's at Koromiko Gorge, tell the Westerelthey can get one
of the chaps to take one of the cars and go ovkotomiko Gorge
homestead later for your gear. That's the namieeoplace.’

Well, he'd been very kind. A most unprepossessirgatare of
course, but helpful. Nicola said, ' Just a momenl, you?' and
reached on to the seat for her purse. She toak ootte, slipped it into
his hand. ' I—I know they don't go in for tippingioh in this country,
but | would like to give you something. Would yoedp it, please?’

‘Too right,' he said, with no animosity, Nicola wadieved to note.
‘Thanks very much.' He added: 'What are you gandat with that
animal ?

I'll take him with me."

‘Then you'll have to put him on a lead.' He fished his pocket and
brought out an indescribable assortment of artitlésola gazed at it
in horrid fascination.

He drew out a long piece of what looked like leatimotlace. It must
be one of those things he had twisted round hs leg

She opened the door, said, ' Out you come, D'Amglich was
stupid, seeing D'Arcy didn't know his name was DiAyet.

The swagger burst out laughing. ' D'Arcy . . . Gémd! What's his
second name? Vere de Vere ?'

Nicola reddened and said nothing. Then, with woulde
nonchalance, she said: ' I'll have to take my catoar.'

She'd never seen such a look on a man's face.



He said slowly, ' | may be just the Bushranger,ama'but even |
think that's a bit odd, coming all the way from Emgl with a dog and
acanary'

Nicola lifted her chin. ' | dichot! Until three hours ago I'd never se
eyes on either of these two creatures! | rescuem fnrom a perfectly
horrible old crone who had the dog shut up in aless hole and was
letting the canary die of heat!" Her eyes flashedree recalled it.

‘Aha!" he said admiringly, ' a lass of spirit! Tkiad | like.'
Nicola moved back nervously as he came nearer.

He chuckled. It's all right, | won't hurt you. I'm known for my
gallantry towards women.'

Nicola found her knees were shaking a little. Sfid,4rying to sound
natural, You said the Bushranger? Why? There aren't angeth
days.'

'‘Dead right, it's just a nickname. There was onedl®uts many
years ago, though even then pretty harmless. @igsplike me ... an
old swagger. So they handed the soubriquet on Whened up.’

Nicola suddenly lost her fear of him. ' You knowuyaren't old. Is
there any need, in a country like this, with onehef finest welfare
reputations in the world, for this sort of thing@w look strong.
Couldn't you get yourself taken on as a farm labir

He shook his head. ' Couldn't stand it. I'm onhef' Don't fence me
in " kind. Well, I'd better help you over that fenc

Nicola said hastily, ' | can manage, thank you.'



He surveyed her narrow skirt with doubtful amusentessting the
line of his mouth somewhere in that horrible bealtbu can't, you
know.'

She said: ' | got over one before.' She lifteddhge over, dropped
D'Arcy, still hanging on to his lead, on to the etlside, and, lifting
her skirt up, but not too far, tried to get her ¢agr the barbed wire.
But this fence was higher.

The next moment the Bushranger was behind her addifted her
up, revoltingly close to that sweat-stained slartg had her poised
above the top strand. He held her for a momentahesclose to hers.

‘Even with oil on your face you're still a beautyy lass.’

Everything within Nicola shrank from the closeneSke contracted
physically. He must have felt it.

He said, looking down on her and letting mock seriamlour his
voice, ' It's hurting the feelings of me, you amew. Never let it be
said any woman had aught to fear from the Bushraisyge and all,
wasn't my romantic mother after calling me Garethriiy second
name, and me always thankful, once | was old entaghow what
she'd been at, and she'd not made it Galahad! tBluarsd all, it
means I'm a chivalrous man for all my rough extetiavouldn't kiss
a woman against her will, not I.' He set her dowrilee other side of
the fence, slightly uphill.

Nicola was breathing hard. He leaned forward andhmd her chin.
'‘And yet I'm prophesying, milady, that when youlmeyour sweet
eighties, you'll be telling your grandchildren wiihide that once you
were nearlykissed by the Bushranger. Good day to you.' Heedais
the incredible hat and went back to his bullock.



Nicola's legs would hardly carry her. The track wasy narrow, just
a sheep-track, she guessed, though there were imalann this
paddock. They approached a clump of gorse and P'Aet up a
shrill clamour. There was a movement and whirr ioigs, and a great
heavy bird—a harrier hawk, she thought—with theksabbeak of a
scavenger, rose up from the bushes and made ®fty# gleamed
redly and malevolently as it did so.

Nicola stared into the bushes and saw a young patefied with
fear but apparently not injured.

'‘Be quiet, D'Arcy! she ordered. D'Arcy lay downinging.

To her great relief, the leveret came out of igste, shot to its feet
and was gone through the bushes and up the griken khe far side
like a streak of lightning.

'‘Phew!" said Nicola to herself. ' Praise all theatsathat be! | can
scarcely turn up with an injured hare too!

The fence at the far end of the paddock had wredquhfor a stile in
this country ... a sack, rotted with age, lying rothee top strand of
barbed wire! There was no one to see this timé\isola lifted her
skirt right up after she had deposited her handinalthe cage on the
far side.

She looked nervously at the cattle in this paddesgecially as, with
the curiosity of their kind, they began moving todsher. However,
they were all obviously cows.

Thank goodness she had been driving in flattiesolild have been
the last straw to have minced across in stilettoshadn't been that
she had wanted to arrive at Marino the picturdedance, she'd have
been in trews and a shirt, much more suitabledfonsunting fences!



A stream cut across this paddock and the bankswatehurned up
by the hooves of the cattle. Nicola chose the marsb and firmest
part to cross, but owing to her encumbrances, edpe®'Arcy
whom she dared not freedom his lead, she fluffegumep and came
down short and groaned as her feet sank into bdgsha felt the
indescribable gooeyness of mud and cow manurelsptist up her
nylons. And it was going to difficult to get heeteout of it. She was
sinking deeper every moment.

All she could hope was that that detestable Fovtdesterfield didn't
appear till she got out of this.

'Will you stop prancing about, D'Arcy!" she bellowediat, losing
all patience. She leaned forward, swung her bagbaxdage on to
the bank, yanked D'Arcy up and threw him on tatting in some way
managing to retain hold of the lead.

'I might just as well never have washed you!" shé through gritted
teeth as she drew one foot out with a horrible sgckoise, lunged
towards the firmer ground, realized her left sh@es going to stay in
the bog, tried to step back, lost her balance tlaadiext moment was
sitting fairly and squarely in the mire. She Idst tead!

But D'Arcy was a gentleman. He didn't run away.hdded himself
back from the bank in a commendable, if mistakeeaiof assisting
his deliverer and landed squarely on her chest lees was
endeavouring to rise. The feel of the mire anddtemch of it was
indescribable.

Somehow Nicola got herself out of it. She was beywerbal
expression, beyond seeing the funny side of itrdkaas nothing she
could do. If she recrossed the stream and madwdeback to the
car where at least she had a change of clothing,vwabuld get
muddier than ever in the process, and ten to oeeBilshranger
would have rounded up the men of Koromiko Gorgenbw and



there would be nowhere to change in any case. M&senothing for
it but to go on and present herself at the homdstedike this. . . .

Nicola wasn't in any mood to appreciate the beafithe scene that
gradually unfolded before her ... the bluish tirmiethe mountains
above glorious trees that were a mixture of nagive English trees,
the birdsong that sounded from every gully, bell®ichiming,tuis
running through the whole range of their notes froniming to
guttural croakings and chucklings, finishing wittharp-like twang
that, given other circumstances, would have enelamer and
brought her to a listening stop.

But she plodded grimly on. She must be nearindhthraestead, for
here, now, were smaller paddocks, some with gmegigat split-rail

fences from pioneer days, some even loose-stons, wabssy and
crumbling, tributes to the back-breaking work omoming them

from pastures.

She saw a tumble-down cow byre, long unused, bilt a&/concrete
path leading from it and beyond another fence, gmfigent stand of
trees that somehow suggested it might hide a house.

There was a gate through the wall and she founsehlan an oak

wood, with last year's leaves dry and rustling urftky feet and a
track leading towards another gate. She looked awmdrsaw pigs

rooting. Well, what matter? She wasn't exactlyragrant as a breath
of spring now. A bit more litter on her shoes watianatter.

They took no notice of her, for which she was thahkiShe had no
desire to be treed by a resentful boar though tivesdd be domestic
animals, not the wild pigs that New Zealanders echlCaptain
Cookers. But she thought fatalistically that ifréngvas an aggressive



boar among these, it would no doubt make straighther. She
wouldn't be surprised by anything that befell loelaty.

Beyond the next gate the path became broadergie widened, and
there, beyond and slightly above, on the slopeh wirly summer
flowers crowding about it, stood the homestead uwkePo-Marino,
the Hill of Peace.

It looked peaceful too, in the late afternoon syimtli one green hill
among the African-looking tawny-gold of the othesdock-covered
hills.

Nicola would have been able to enjoy its beauttheofull had she
come to it as she had intended . . . cool, unmifilmmaculate.

Not like this.
One path led to the front of the house. One tdtuk.
It was certainly the back door for Nicola. . . .

The path ahead of her led past a trim, white-pdibtelding with the
air of a dairy about it, and suddenly the door @akeaind out walked a
woman with her back towards Nicola. She was mowawgards the
house.

She was short and squat and even her back loolesshymomising.

She had straight black hair screwed tightly intoua, she wore the
blue-and-white spotted print frock of a former gettien, and flat

black shoes. Definitely a no-nonsense person. BNedbleart sank.

D'Arcy gave tongue and saved Nicola the necessitysying a
feeble ' Excuse me.'

The woman swung round, surprised black brows agclapes round
as boot-buttons, staring.



She dropped the basket of carrots she was cargmagkept on
staring, first at Nicola's face, then at her muthksiped oil-smeared
suit, her indescribable feet, at the caked curlshef poodle, the
swinging birdcage.

Then her face crumpled up into laughter. ' LandesBlshe gasped,
'‘what an apparition! Where in the world have yomedfrom and
what have you been doing ? Have you lost your way ?

What an apparition!

In all her thoughts, her apprehensive thoughtsjembin the ship,
about her probable reception at Marino Hill, Nicbkdn't dreamed
this would be her greeting.

She gulped, found her voice, said, ' I've come filgzndon. I'm
Nicola Trenton.'

The woman took a firm hold of a rustic arch thgpsarted a briar
rose. ' You're . .. you're Nicola Trenton? ThatattNesta Moore's
niece . . . Nesta Moore's niece and looking tha?'

Nicola gulped again.That Nesta Moore. Meaning they still
remembered Nesta as the mischief-maker. The onsevkt@y in
New Zealand had meant only trouble.

She said firmly, 'I'm not her niece. Only a vergtdnt cousin. My
mother and grandmother haven't seen her for years.'

The curranty eyes narrowed. ' You mean there wak ddaod
between you, just as there was here?'

‘Well, yes, if you could call it that. They avoidéer. One isn't
responsible for one's relations.’



‘True enough. Well, mebbe you'll not be so badateehn the house
after all. It was Nesta's finicky ways | couldrtarsd." A grim smile
softened the sallow features. ' But you, now, yan'tdlook
particularly finicky!"

At this understatement some of Nicola's tensioftsHer and she
grinned back.

The woman said: ' But how in the world did you gmirself in a state
like that? And why the livestock?'

Nicola decided she'd better keep it brief. ' I'ma@f | rush in where
angels wouldn't even venture. | stopped at a cettagay back
beyond Amberley and found this bird dying in tha sund this dog
cooped up in an airless hole—and you know whatehgeratures
have been —and the old woman who was looking #ften said if |
was concerned about them I'd better take themol&lltesitated. This
woman would think her daft to let herself be buetbmwith them. ' |
know it's dreadful to impose them on you, but Ildalt see anything
else to do. But as soon as | get the chance Ilayen to Christchurch
and see if | can board them out or give them awagomething.
[—TI'll tiy to stop them being a bother for a daytwo. | have an idea
Christchurch isn't too far. In fact I'd go tomorroenly my car has
broken down.

‘That's why I'm in this state. All the water went of the radiator just
after | crossed the river and | got oily trying ftod out what was
wrong . . . from underneath the engine. And a raahof chap who
rescued me said he'd get the people at Koromikg&tartow my car
there and he advised me to take a short cut oegratidocks. It was
so awkward trying to leap the brook—I mean thekrewith the dog
and the cage, | fell in. Then | had to cross tHewaod where the pigs
are. | --' Her voice trailed off.



The woman picked up her basket of carrots and eshadbut,
surprisingly, for the dog's lead. ' Well, come away!'ll soon sort
you out. It'll be like when Gariy and "Forbes wewung and fair
little devils they were at that. And you needn'triyoabout yon
animals. The dog can't do any harm, that size,Mnd/Nesterfield
has a fine aviary. It's his hobby. The bird'll doef I'm Jassy
Sherbourne. I've been housekeeper here since awvsatool.'

Nicola felt unmeasurably relieved. This Jassy sekatde to take
apparitions in her stride.

Jassy continued: 'The family are all out just naiMicola knew
terrific relief. She wouldn't mind meeting George$terfield, but to
face the overbearing Forbes Westerfield like tohisthe first time
would be beyond bearing.)

Jassy said, ' You can get into a bath and tidy efprb they come
home. They're hardly ever here now, always busyh veibme
shemozzle about the Centennial. If they aren't daiw@hristchurch
trying to identify some bit of rubbish that's bdgimg about here for
goodness knows how long, at the museum, they'rengpaver
records at Mary McGillivray's. It's all very finbut someone's got to
carry on the day-to-day work without any glamouoatit.’

'l expect it's made an awful lot of work for yosdid Nicola with
genuine sympathy. ' You must let me help you. Imi know much
about New Zealand, but housework is much the saiyeleere.'

Jassy gave her a sidelong lookVon't you be wanting to spend all
your time writing up this history old George isksgen on?'

‘Not all. A few hours a day should do it. It's motush job evidently,
because Cousin George doesn't want it finished afiter the
celebrations. He seems to think that would rouradfit



Jassy said drily, ' It's more than that he wantsnded off. His
grandson's love-affair is what he wants straigldem&. You know
what these pioneer families are . . . or mebbewon't. They like
farmers coming on in every generation. And youngsotihese days
are so daft they hardly know how to conduct theinaffairs. | could
clock them both—»but I'd like to clock Felicity therdest. These
broken engagements are no use. Especially whee tinas are so
well suited. They're both stubborn, silly young [fodNeither will
give an inch. But old George is sure it will be magh and that it
would be a fitting ending for his book if Koromik&orge and Marino
homesteads were united in marriage once more. Bhteeshouse.'

They had rounded a shrubbery and there it lay sosate of them,
beautiful in architecture, with its steep roof wilormer windows
embedded, with its long colonial verandah, the fakhioned iron
lacework curving from each verandah post, terraftederbeds
ablaze with all the flowers of summer.

They turned away to the back of the house. No yifididm machinery
lay about on this property. Its white picket feneesre gleamingly
painted—no doubt in honour of the coming festigtieand
hollyhocks and roses clung lovingly to the walls.

Nicola felt a little more hopeful. Jassy lookedngrbut seemed as if
she might prove an ally. She had unbent toward®l&licecause
she'd turned up a wreck. Maybe she didn't carpddiection. Nicola
grinned to herself ... so much for wanting to l@olol and elegant!

Jassy opened a laundry door. ' There's both baitlstamwer off here,
and you needn't be worrying about the mud. It'stwha men use
when they come in black with dust from the heattsrjust a rough
place. I'll bring you clean towels and somethinghange into. I'l
guarantee when you fell in the bog, the mud werduhh to your
skin?'



'It did,' said Nicola ruefullyl hate to ask you for clothing, but till my
car gets here | can do nothing else. What abosijthodle? '

'I'll tie him to the back verandah post. Don't woyour head about
him. I've some dog-tucker in the big safe. I'll twtp for him. And I'll
hang the bird up out of draughts and sun aliker gung.'

Nicola began to run the shower and strip off. Sebtiver first, then
soak in the bath. She pulled a face ... no doulstigtresent a queer
picture to Forbes and Cousin George when they deomee, tricked
out in Jassy's prim garments. Would it be blue tegoprint? she
wondered.

The door opened a few inches and Jassy tosseconpde of towels
and said through the crack, ' I've put you somegthion top of the
washing-machine. And a couple of safety-pins. Iddbe bra will

swim on you.'

Nicola decided Jassy must have had North of Engkmzkstors.
They often used ' doubt' for ' think '. She fouredself laughing.
Jassy's last remark was probably the understatevhéime year. She
thought of Jassy's impressive bosom and decidedbriasr must be
more like reinforced camisoles.

The hot water was glorious. No wonder it was shat tleanliness
was next to godliness. Nothing luxurious about traghroom, sure
enough. The tin roof was unlined and the raftenewaebit cobwebby.
She hoped no spiders fell on her.

It restored your ego to feel so clean. She finishpdvith another
shower, cold this time.

Well, now for the camisole, the blue spotted ptimé, lisle stockings!
She wondered if Jassy would be offended if she 'didse the



stockings but went barelegged. She had scrubbegdlastic weave
shoes. They would be damp but clean.

She came into the laundry and, amazed, inspectedldthing. A

lovely green linen skirt, with drawn thread- worktarsecting it, a
cool-looking white and green striped blouse, a yilslip with a

pleated nylon edge, panties to match, a modern T Jassy
evidently knew enough about modern girls to redlwssy didn't wear
singlets in summer. The things looked as if theghrhbe just one size
too big for her—but they couldn't possibly have gamn Jassy.
Curiouser and curiouser! And there were nylons.

The skirt had an elastic grip in the back, so ptkep. She used a
safety pin for the bra and the girdle was a rollsmfitted perfectly.

Well, whoever these things belonged to, she wastyigrateful to

her. It might be Forbes's sister. With her makesop she went in

search of Jassy, assisted by the sound of herngingn a not

untuneful voice, 'Home, home on the range', whicks Wuite a

change from her previous effort, ' Take it to tleed.in prayer .

Nicola said, ' Well, Miss Sherbourne, you wereaiaty an answer to
my prayer. | can't tell you how | felt at the thd@f having to face
the family in the state | was in. | felt | was ggito be like a very
naughty small boy, fished out of a frog pond angming weed and
slime on the drawing-room carpet!

Jassy said: 'Old George is going to approve of yHaudislikes the
modern way of calling it the lounge. It's alwaysebecalled the
drawing-room here. But don't be calling me Miss r8barne. It
makes me feel strange. Nobody ever does. Evenitlhe makes it
Jassy. Every new vicar tries to call me Miss Shembe, but it never
lasts. Well, Isobel's things didn't serve you bad.'

'Is Isobel Forbes's sister or --'



'‘No, his mother. She's often here, but lives inNbeth Island. Young
George—Forbes's father—is a bank manager in Hamilghe
always travels by air, so usually leaves a fewgsinere. She comes
to help me in the preserving season. She's kedidwee very well,
considering she's past fifty.’

Forbes's mother! She hoped he wouldn't mind herrimgeahis
mother's clothes. She wondered if Garry's mothed—®€orge's
daughter—came often. They seemed clannish. It veais/G mother
who had stopped him writing to Nicola all thosengeago.

Jassy had a cup of tea ready in the big kitchernréimathe full width

of the house and part partitions in two places, intak like three

rooms. There was the cooking part, huge it wasgthimg part and
the far end were fashioned for comfort and relaxatiThere was a
dartboard on the wall, fishing rods and guns ongh hack, well

above the reach of children; a bridle hanging, @eack, a huge
open fireplace, a radio, a television set and beakszens, if not
hundreds of books. Nicola looked at them appraahti Shabby,

well-read volumes cheek by jowl with bright new dumckets,

evidences of minds that were not static. It hadhpoas chairs and
two couches, covered with bright loose-covers.

She and Jassy sat down at the kitchen table, wieare were piled
ready for podding and an enormous pot of soup wasering on the
stove.

'When you've had a drink you can help me shelptees,' said Jassy.

Nicola smiled at her. 'Oh, good. | was terrifiecbeing treated like a
guest.’'

Again she saw the sallow face mellow with a smi¥&e were afraid
of that, too. There's too much to be done for ubdowaiting on
people hand and foot, but | knew, as soon as lysavin the state you



were in and heard about the dog and bird, | wasdééieved. I've no
patience wi' lilies of the field. But that kind dbget involved with
suffering animals. You'll do us.'

‘All of you?' asked Nicola, hopefully but doubtfull
‘Most of us,' answered Jassy, handing her a bavhépods.

Nicola felt her colour and her apprehension risee Boked directly
at Jassy. "You mean I'm not likely to meet up \mtinch of a welcome
from Forbes Westerfield?'

Jassy shot her a shrewd glance, but said : ' @ne'thno need to
worry about that one. He's a bit dour and prejutime the subject of
folk coming here from the English branch, but hgdt over it when
he realizes you aren't of the kind of your cousestd.’

'‘But why shouldhe be the one to be so incensed? He'd harc
remember her.'

'Only just. But he's so devoted to his mother.'

Nicola stopped podding peas. ' Devoted to his mi@thsut why
should that make him resent my coming?'

Jassy nodded sagely. ' It's as | said. | saideémtivhen they were
discussing your coming that it wasn't to say yoevkmuch about it.
There'd be no aftermath in England like there ware.hThat Nesta
wouldn't let on how much trouble she had causeads&ishe'd just
say she didn't care for us. She was a madam, tiwatlad you not
know that Nesta made trouble—big trouble—betweembé&sis
mother and father? His mother left his father arhtwaway for a
year, taking Forbes and Sarah with her? Forbesonigseight or so,
but he's never forgotten waking up and hearingrfuther sobbing in
the dark. Not to fash yourself about it, girl. H'$ong time since, and



as there was no truth in the stories at all, it @laared up long ago as
far as Isobel and George were concerned.'

Nicola felt completely dismayed . . . and herewhs, going to meet
Forbes for the first time, arrayed in his mothelidhes!

Well, it couldn't be helped. She had scrubbed tnezly suit with the
nailbrush and it was hanging dripping wet on the.lit wasn't likely
that these men at Koromiko Gorge would bring heesaver before
the evening meal. In fact she'd probably have kosasneone to go
across for them after dinner.

Jassy asked her to stand the pan of soup in sdchgvater and when
it had set, to skim the grease off the top. ' Melahe€ll think it too hot

for soup, but men are such creatures of habit. Forbes doesn't
count it a dinner without soup. And we'd run outisually do the
stock and skim it the day before.'

Nicola said: ' Will you want me to put the greas®ia small pan to
render down for cooking fat?'

Jassy looked at her with approval. "Your mothewught you up on
the " waste not, want not" system, then?'

Nicola said, simply, 'Yes. We had to count the pesinDad died
when | was quite young. Mother wanted me to grownupe country
and she didn't want to go out to work till | wasled. Said a child
needed someone at home when she came in from s8taivas a
wonderful manager. Now that she's married againhsisa't got to
pinch and scrape. Grandma—her mother—Ileft us acjegach last
year. That's how we got the car. And of course digean awfully
good job. Have you read any of Genevieve Walkingtbnoks? You
have. Well, she's just as nice as her books—shexmderful person.'



There was the sound of people arriving. D'Arcy gpta shrill
yapping. Heavens, they'd wonder where on earth ¢mise from.
Nicola lost her reassurance and began to tremble.

But Jassy bustled out and began explanations. &emild hear her. '
Poor child . . . car broke down over the riverthg cutting. Someone
came along and told her to take the short cut.f8he the creek.

What a mess! But | fitted her out with Isobel'sntfs. No, | don't

know who rescued her. One of the chaps from furbined suppose.
He said he'd have it towed to Melford's. One of gan ring up later
and go across for her things. She rescued thossabmithat poodle
there and that canary, from being ill-treated. 8dastiff about

bringing them here, too, poor lamb. None of you'say a word about
that poodle . . . she's nothing in the world likattNesta. . . .

Then Cousin George was in the room, beaming. Sowmehe hadn't
expected him to be bearded, but it suited him—agaait, silvery
beard. He caught her in an embrace, then held fiend looked

searchingly at her just as two other people entdredoom behind
him.

Cousin George Westerfield drew in his breath. ' ¥othe living
image of Jocelyn!" he said.

Nicola creased her brows. ' Jocelyn? You mean raypdynother?
Father's mother? Yes, | know, but --'

He smiled. ' | don't suppose you've heard hermedieo as Jocelyn for
years. But | think of her as that, naturally. Sreswounger than you
now when | last saw her. Just twenty. It was 1918as a wounded
Kiwi Digger convalescing at Brockenhurst. She wagaged to your
grandfather—my cousin. How this make the yearshatk!

Nicola suddenly felt her eyes misting over. Shenttagalized there
was any link like that. It brought Gran near.



Cousin George swung round. ' And here's Garryour pen-friend
of years ago, and Letitia Romans whose peopleguve near. She's
been helping us with costumes, digging out allssoftthings."

Nicola liked Letty at sight, and, despite a lifthtial embarrassment
at meeting Garry and remembering how his mothempla@n end to
their correspondence, found him exactly as sheitmadjined him
from the early snaps they had exchanged, tall any pleasant, with
no constraint in his manner at all. As far as he s@ncerned there
might never have been any ill-feeling. If it hadm&en that she had
still to meet the formidable Forbes, Nicola's ¢pimight have risen.

Dinner was delicious . . . lamb that melted in youwouth, young
green peas, new potatoes, small and waxy, roasbt€aand a
delectable Spanish cream with early peaches, sschieese, coffee.

Jassy had remarked as she served it, ' I'll kedpeB® dinner hot for
him. He'll be some time cleaning up when he do¢sge

Nicola guessed he was probably on dirty tractorkwdust as they
were finishing their dessert, she heard water nmrand footsteps,
and guessed he was tubbing and changing.

She felt tenseness, like a hard ball, gather imhdriff. She wanted
to appear at ease, not as if she were waiting fad—#inching
from—nhis appraisal. She wanted to treat him a®ihér he was
merely one among many other connections, as thedrstant of all.

So when she heard the creak of a door and footapgg®aching she
plunged into nervous speech, saying the first thiveg occurred to
her, in order not to have it appear that his arnvattered in the least.
"1 didn't tell you who came to my rescue, Couseofge. Honestly, |
thought I'd slipped back in time, like on a telemsplay. It never
dawned on me that in these days, in a Welfare Statemight still
have swaggers. And such a swagger 1'



George's handsome old face looked puzzled. ' We kawy few

these days. Hitch-hikers, yes. Are you sure he Wase? The folk
who hump their swags these days are far more lilelye students
hitch-hiking home."

Nicola laughed. ' Oh no, this was the genuine wari& disgrace to
his education, really. He had the most charmingejawvith a faint lilt
of Irish. In fact if he hadn't been so revoltingighy he might have
been quite an attractive character, if you like $bet of antiquated
gallantry he kept trotting out. But he was inddsabie ... his boots
were gaping wide, his face was covered with dustyvhas rank with
sweat . . . and above all things he was ridingllmtki And he had a
really sinisterlook! To say nothing of the oddest beard I've esgs=m
.. piebald I It was dark and curly and absolugghger in spots. Just
like one of those alley cats you see ... a mixtofeblack and
marmalade.

You'll know who it was. He said he often bedded ddwere ... the
Bushranger! But how on earth in these times of geades and low
unemployment figures, a man in New Zealand candsétdte, | just
wouldn't --' Nicola stopped dead.

Cousin George was gaping at her. Jassy's face e@pdn and sort
of frozen. Letty and Garry wore expressions of clate shock
beginning to crumble into delighted laughter.

Then a voice, a suave voi@gucated, charming, yes . . . but only to
familiar, spoke from the doorway, ' Sure, and it's hurtivegyfeelings
of me, you are. Cousin Nicola . . . though whehihk of it and all,
you did sayonenice thing about me . . . and | have removedweas
and filth!

Nicola swung round, almost capsizing her chairtotiad wildly at
Garry, who steadied her, and she beheld a bowgugdi



It straightened up. It wore a piebald bedfdrbes Westerfield.



CHAPTER IV

Nicola felt as if her blush rose right from her 408 hen they all
shrieked with laughter.

She knew she had to subdue the fury that was segiags the
embarrassment, but her laughter, as she joinedidmot reach her
eyes.

Forbes Westerfield stood there, grinning in a wiémattwas
unbearable, immaculate in an open-necked silk ahiit light fawn
trousers, a green spotted cravat tied beneathttbeiaus beard, a
freshly tubbed look about him, narrow dark eyed die strongly
suspected had a green glint to them, brows thatodthderself were
positively Satanic, arched sardonically.

As the mirth died down and Nicola's colour subsjd#e said, rather
caustically, ' Whatwere you doing in that preposterous get-uf
anyway? And how could a greenhorn like myself ekp@cecognize
one of her relatives, however distant, disguisiesl that? '

The narrow eyes met hers mockingly. ' Don't restyaurself so, my
dear cousin. You've dropped the adjectives. Onegthid like to
know, though. Have | kept the sinister look? Or Wes just a bit of
local colour?'

Nicola could not help it. ' It wasn't imaginatiddousin Forbes. You
now look sinister but clean. | expect you can'tph#l It's the
eyebrows. You'd be a godsend to any company daaogtF . . for
Mephistopheles.'

Old George had tears rolling down his rosy chekkswiped them
away. ' Forbes, you've met your match at last., @'l do us. We
like them with a sense of humour. And we like ttraight-hitters too.
It's the sly, sugary-sweet ones we don't like here.



An odd silence fell on them. Nicola recognized dlescription.

Cousin Nesta. Mother had said of her so often' Always the pill
under the sugar-coating, the jibe under the congslirh

Nicola recovered. She managed an ordinary toneut' d@®uld
someone please explain why?'

Old George said, chuckling, ' In the old days th&es a character
who used to travel these roads from Christchurditetison and down
to the West Coast. He often dossed down at Pukewanbl He was
called the Bushranger, because at the time wherBtingess and
Kelly gang were roaming the roads and attacking emddering

miners carrying gold, he was once arrested on siespiForbes is
taking that part—among other parts—for the Centertde's getting

in as much practice as possible bullock-riding, &day was his
biggest ordeal. He was timing a stretch of the raad must have
made it quicker than he'd thought, if he came om &0 hour or so
ago. How did it go, Forbes ?'

'‘Reasonably well. My shorter trips have toughenedum. | can sit
fairly comfortably now, but oh, boy, has that bakayot a backbone!
| got slowed up on the first part. People kept giop me. And a
bus-load of tourists, American and Australian mgsileld me up
taking photos. | didn't want to rebuff them'—Nicotased her brows
at this evidence of consideration—' but | was dgtadtrike off west
on to the back roads."

Nicola said, ' | remember my mother telling me alibe early days.
Dad and Gran had told her. Francis Westerfieldetrap on a
bullock—very tardily—didn't he? To meet his Nandyat's what
gave me such a turn. Though | realized Francis avtnardly be
dressed like that.'



Forbes Westerfield's eyes met hers. ' Hardly. Angbu're thinking
that was enough to put a bride off— well, mightmind you she
wasn't coming out, as some adventurous spiritstdicharry a man
she didn't know. She was coming out to someone whleenhad
known— and presumably loved—in the Homeland. A lgaman of
his day, cultured, studious . . . but she couldke it.’

The derision in his voice was astonishingly persddat why? What
could it matter now, a hundred years on?

Nicola's chin came up a little. This wa®er Sorebear they were
talking about! ' | admire her," she said.

She saw the jaw under the beard tighten. 'AdmirégghtVbne ask
why? It seems odd, to say the least.’

'l think it took courage. It's better to admit astake one had made
than to condemn two people to years of unhappisst all, she
had to face the scene with Francis, then, moslylilea even worse
scene with her parents when she returned home.'

Forbes Westerfield's voice was sardonic. ' But gtedidn'tfind the
courage to face her parents, still unwed, did sbie® arrived home
married. Not half as uncomfortable as having te & home in the
shadow of your parents' displeasure. Not only that,she married
money and became the mistress of a consideralate est

Nicola wouldn't let the heat of what she was fegloneep into her
tone. She said calmly: ' You're speaking of my ddth
great-grandmother. She is remembered yet as a wahgerson,
quite a legend. I don't think you know enough allmrtmarriage to
judge her like that. | know a lot of our family tosy, and it was
regarded, | know, as a real love-match.'



Forbes merely looked amused. ' Oh, the Victoriaasewvizards at
keeping up a good facade. I've got the impresgianlife had to be
lived on Nancy's terms. She made her husband gitkaisea, didn't
she? | wonder if he was ever really happy. If meneaver, forgive
women who dictate and rule their lives. I'm of th@nion that she
was an imperious, spoiled beauty.'

Jassy got up. ' Well, | think you're downright ddfbrbes Gareth
Westerfield. And if you don't start eating, yoummwler will be
completely dried up, and serve you right. Herels \goup.'

Forbes grinned and picked up his spoon.

Cousin George got up. ' Well, | was never oneikand to watch the
lions feed. We'll take our coffee down the Far Elagsy.' He paused.
' Forbes, I've had an idea. It flashed into my nthr@l moment | saw
Nicola. I'll ring Felicity and tell her we're letiy her off Nancy's part.
She's not keen, and here's Nicola, red hair andradl | wager she'll
not shrink at the thought of a ducking!'

His vivid blue eyes came up to meet Nicola's. Whahe, winsome
old man he was. She couldn't have said no to Wiell, all right, as
long as the Waipuku isn't in flood.'

He tucked a hand into Nicola's arm. ' You'll do aued I'll make yon
Forbes not put too much energy into tipping youtio& dray.'

As Forbes Westerfield's laughing slits of eyes matola's she
realized how much he would enjoy that part of tleedRactment.

She found herself seated by Garry. ' How come yoathaven't
grown a beard? | remember now seeing a short emisedn about



some Centennial celebrations in New Zealand anelaadbgrowing
contest among all the young men.'

Garry grinned. ' Oh, there's to be a short tabltaihe end—of the
nineteen-sixties. I'm to be a modern sheep-fariimerwith a firm of

stock and station agents in Christchurch and thgyutting on a
display of modern farm machinery. I'm to demonstiaitSaved me
the scruffy discomfort of growing a beard, the gastages are
horrible. Besides, I'm here just spasmodically.right for the locals,
but | can't go round town looking like a bushranger

'‘But I'm sure you'd never sport a beard like Foghé&urs would be
consistent in colour and much more civilized-logkin

'‘Hear! Hear!" said Forbes, dropping into a chasidethem. ' Garry's
would be golden and silky. | was most disconcevibén my beard
came on patchy. | really did feel like . . . whadsnt you said ? ... a
mongrel tomcat.'

Goaded, Nicola said, ' | did not! | said an alley.c

Forbes stroked his beard and said, ' A nice disbn¢ He got up and
strolled to a mirror and studied himself. ' But yeuwead right about
the sinister look, Nicola Trenton. "A fellow by thand of nature
marked, quoted and signed to do a deed of sharhat"sTme.'

Nicola ignored him.

They had just finished their coffee when the phiareg and Forbes
was called to it. Nicola felt relaxed immediateiyd found herself
able to carry on conversation that wasn't stilieere she didn't
watch every word. That was how antagonism and gissgal
affected you, made you stiff and unnatural.



Forbes returned, seized the coffee-pot and pounedelf some
more.

Garry said: 'Who was that on the phone?’

Forbes didn't seem to resent the curiosity. ' @iciy. She's much
relieved she doesn't have to take Nancy's part.'

Nicola was sure the ensuing silence was an awkwaed Still more
sure when, the next moment, everyone rushed irtectp with every
remark about the weather.

She pondered it and when the spate of small tadk diown she

leaned forward and said to Forbes, ' Are you sheersally doesn't

want to take part? | remember once at a club, aamonho had done
a certain job for years and always grizzled abowguddenly got

relieved of it. She was madder than ever. Sheddldoing it but had

wanted everyone to think her a martyr. Oh, deaor't mean this

Felicity is like that, but just that some peoplelio be persuaded into
things.'

Forbes said promptly, ' Oh, nothing like that abiwg. Felicity has
very good reasons for wanting to keep more in dekground.’

Nicola looked up and surprised a twinkle in CouSaorge's eye.

But she hoped there were not too many cross-curreritis family.
She'd be for ever putting her foot in it.

She said to her elderly cousin: ' I'd like to haveok outside. | was in
no state to appreciate its beauty when | arriveduM/you like to

point out the local landmarks? | was most intrigbgdhe sound of
the Whispering Mountain.'

‘Someone mention that to you on the way?' askedi@@&ieorge.



Forbes looked sharply at Nicola, even anxiouslyc@ifrse ... he had
mentioned it in his letter, the one his grandfattiein't know he'd
written.

She hesitated, then on a burst of inspiration,, $arding to Forbes, '
You mentioned it, didn't you? Said you'd get thegbe at Koromiko
Gorge Homestead along Whispering Mountain Roaddk ygp my

car.'

‘Yes, | mentioned it to you.' His tone was shdsy the way, they've
arranged for a mechanic to come out from Marino nihvip
tomorrow to tow your car in and fix another by-phsse on. We can
go across soon and pick up your gear. No doubtylde€ to thank
the Melfords for all they've done.’

It had the effect of making Nicola feel a nuisartske said quietly, '
Yes, | would. Would you like us to go now?"

Garry got in quickly. ' First of all I'd like to ka you for a dander
outside, Nicky.Nicky. That's what he had called her in those lette
long ago.

'Oh, good show," said Forbes in a tone that madel&lfeel he was
glad not to have to take her. ' Then you'll takedwer to Koromiko
afterwards, | suppose.'

Garry sounded brusque, unlike himself. * No, €dve that to you. |
was there on business today, about their lambse @nenough.'

It sounded as if he too wanted to throw Felicitg &worbes together.

Nicola turned to Cousin George. ' Aren't you conongside with us?
| expect you know more of the history of Puke-o-Marthan
anyone.'



The older man rose with alacrity. ' You can keepryseat, Garry. It's
not every day | get preferred to the younger gdrmeral'll be very
pleased to show my young kinswoman round.’

Nicola looked back as they went out of the door 8las sure the
look in Forbes's eye was a derisive one. No doelhbught she was
making up to the older man. Well, he could thiniSihie wasn't going
to let his attitude force her into being distanthaCousin George,
who was a darling.

It was amazing how much heat still rose from thehed here wasn't
a breath of wind.

‘Not the night to hear the whispering,' said Co@aorge, pointing to
a bush-clad mountain that rose beyond the river.

‘Then it really does whisper?'

'Yes. Some people find it eerie, but | love it. &\personality to the
place. It's only when the wind is north-west, whiciCanterbury is
practically all spring, summer and autumn. Busit't the sound of
the wind in the pylons, because it dates back @éeFuropean times.
The Maoris named it.'

'Is there some legend connected with it?'

‘Yes, but Forbes could tell it to you in full mubktter than | could.
His best friend, Hal Macpherson, is a Maori fromdfei and Forbes
is well up in such things.'

'‘Hal Macpherson . . . that doesn't sound Maori.'

'Oh, his great-grandfather waspakeha—white man. His name is
really Henare, though, not Hal, but as that's treoMform of our
Henry, the diminutives are the same. He went toalchith Forbes.



Forbes's father was stationed at Kaiapoi onceehind him to tell
you the legend. It could go in the book.’

Nicola's delight in the surroundings of Marino H@tead more than
satisfied old George. Beyond the grape-blue monstand foothills
that clustered about the estate, the sunset dabbesky above the
more distant Alps with tongues of flame that seetodak leaping up
from some inferno far below their western slopes.

Over to the east, twilight was creeping up withpgbeirshadows and
misty blues. On the homestead lawn the vivid gretod out,
contrasting with the shadows of the trees. Aspeaplgos crowded
together in one corner, quivering with dryad lagghSilver birches
gleamed whitely among darker-foliaged shrubs, tensof roses
filled the air. Everywhere were little stone tabdesl seats, evidences
of the loving labours of the pioneers and those Wwhd followed
them. Most enchanting of all was the sound of mgnwater
mingling with the bird- song.

‘The evening chorus of the birds," said George esdatly, as he
puffed at his pipe.

He put a hand under her elbow, turned her away fiteenhouse,
walked her along a path beaten white and smooth many feet,
through many years, between great hydrangeas,assgpnt as the
pauashells on the New Zealand beaches.

Beside a seat under a great Norfolk pine, Cousorg@zestopped, ' Sit
down for a moment, Nicola." He put one foot up ba seat, and
looked down at her from his great height. ' Nicglai've heard the
name Felicity?"

'Yes, Cousin George. You'll mean Felicity Melfoldét me see . . .
she's a daughter of the people who own Koromika@y&ar



'Yes, the two estates are almost like one. Hava li@enigh on a
hundred years. A pity, just when we're celebratogfirst century,
that there's—well, disharmony. Felicity was engagedy grandson.
They quarrelled and broke it off. And, quite frankhlthough they're
breaking their hearts for each other, they're gcsim mulishly, and
neither will make the first move. It was mainly owbe fact that
Felicity doesn't want to continue in the same rut—she puts
it—she's always been in.'

Nicola said slowly, ' Cousin George, are you surat tthey're

breaking their hearts over each other? | mean pertiey just found
out they weren't suited. Sometimes families thinknatch ideal

merely because all the other members of the faandyhappy about
it. Perhaps they just drifted into this becauseg there encouraged.
Much better a broken engagement than a broken agarti

'‘No, it wasn't that. There was never anyone elseitber of them.
Under all their quarrelling as kids there was alsvagmething more.
They're both tempestuous, but now they're so clangtia each other,
so damned polite. | know what it is—neither of thet risk losing
control in case their real feelings get the beiteghem. I'd like to see
them really go for each other, a slap-up row.' Hec&led. ' Maybe
when Felicity sees you—a lovely redhead—right oa $pot, she
might get a little anxious, not so sure of herselay it up, would
you? Give herself something to be anxious about?'

Nicola felt instant alarm. She hadn't come out herinker with the
tinder-dry emotions of these Wester- fields. 'Narfe&Cousin George!
| couldn't. You know the mischief my father's coudiesta made
here? | know it's still remembered. | don't wanyare to class me
with her. | absolutely refuse. They detest Nancys¥&idield because
she couldn't stomach the life here. They hate N#=stause she made
such mischief between Forbes's father and motherelven got the
same initial, and I'm of the same branch. | caneabee | thought |
could help you with this family history. And parthecause | thought



it would be rather nice if someone from our sideldalispel the idea

that we're fickle creatures. So—no plotting, yod ahatchmaker.

Even if a little jealousymight bring your grandson and Felicity
together, you can use someone ats¢me'

He chuckled and changed the subject. ' Tell me, l®wour
grandfather, my cousin Vincent Trenton? He musier seventy.'

Nicola blinked. ' You didn't know? He died five yeaago, quite
suddenly. A thrombosis. We were glad it was thay.wde had
suffered so much when lie was younger—you knownfias war
wounds, but for many years, apart from his wooeen the'd been so
fit. He used to say he owed it all to my grandmathsuppose he did.
She's a wonderful person. Still carries on herqamti business.
Granddad said be would probably have wallowed liRpsty but for
her, when first he had to adjust to life with oag &nd couldn't carry
on with the job he'd been trained for, but thatrdepion and misery
just couldn't thrive where she was.'

‘That's me. She was gallant about it from the .skéet people lived
not far from Brockenhurst, as you'll know, and whknwas

convalescing there myself after | got my packegythisited me
constantly. It was tough luck when Vincent coppetine day before
Armistice was Signed.'

Nicola nodded. ' My mother says she didn't know twdiee'd have
done without Gran when my own father died. All Gsaooncern was
for Mother, not for herself, thougthehad lost a son just as Mothel
had lost a husband. Father was Gran's only child.’

They heard someone calling. Forbes. ' Grandfattitezre are you?'

They turned back. Forbes said as he came towaeds ti'll take you
to Koromiko now, Nicola. You'll want to unpack.’



Nicola saw Cousin George grin to himself as sheigfot Forbes's
Humber. She wished there had been no situationtHiseForbes and
Felicity evidently preserved a sort of polite nality for the sake of
their families. She had an idea that Garry hadsexfuto take her
because he too wanted Felicity and Forbes to make +

Little was said till they neared the other homesitdarbes took his
pipe out and said, with no trace of feeling intoise, ' Since you and
Grandfather were out so long, | presume he told gbaut the

situation re Felicity, to make things less embanirag?’

Nicola kept her tone level too. ' He did. But iteda't concern me in
the least. I'll be here a few short months —jush#riude in my life,
soon over, soon forgotten.'

"Your Cousin Nesta found six weeks long enougt#armpurpose.’

Nicola turned on him. ' | have no purpose. As &l kenow I've never
made mischief in my life. | find your prejudiceslidulous. It seems
strange to me that man should think this way. But since Cousir
George told me what he did, | realize you're propadsentful of a
stranger being brought into the family circle whileere's discord
over this broken engagement. I've told Cousin Gedtd have
nothing to do with it. Though it was only grandfatly concern that
made him propose it.'

'‘Propose what?' He barked it out.

Nicola said coolly, ' Well, I'd made up my mindtédl you—in case,
without my aid, which | refused, Cousin George driany
manoeuvring. He suggested that it might be a gbiodgj if | tried to
make Felicity jealous! But | wilhotbe used like that. It would only
make you, for instance, put me down as anotheresirakhe grass
like my Cousin Nesta, whom I've never met and whoynmother



and grandmother most cordially detest. | can judtipe how that lip
of yours would curl if | tried any such thing.’

To her amazement he burst out laughing. ' Imagiran@ilad trying
on anything like that. The cunning old fox! | wonldhave thought
strategy in his line. Of course he might have sbimgtthere, just the
same. Why don't you play ball? If you managed td&kena match
instead of almost busting one up like Nesta, | migbk on you in a
way free from all prejudice. One would cancel thizeo.’

Nicola said through her teeth, ' Cousin Forbespltdind that funny.
In fact, it's offensive. Nothing could appeal to ihess.' Then she
added, ' And | don't cat®wyou look upon me!'

‘Well, I'd have thought it sporting. But never minour family
heartaches aren't your concern. | can see that.'

He drove up at the side of the homestead and thuinab on the horn
till a door was flung open and out came three peefilucy Melford,
Jack Melford, and their daughter, Felicity.

She was tall, with nut-brown hair and almond-shaghetk eyes and
winged eyebrows. Nothing more natural or friendbyld have been
imagined. Nicola, braced for stiffness, relaxed.

‘Hullo, Aunt Lucy, Uncle Jack,' said Forbes. ' lulFliss, here's
Nicola who arrived at the homestead in the sorpiokle you're

always getting into. You'll find her a kindred spiiWe do. No stiff

and starchy English connection here. Not conteti getting axle
grease all over her, she sat down in the cow-btgmgecross with a
birdcage and a poodle she had acquired on the wayd-eespite all
that, charmed the heart out of our Jassy! Thatls stie's wearing
Mother's duds. Isn't she something?' And he sureléecola

admiringly and audaciously.



Nicola, startled by this commendation, lifted hge®to his to find
them full of devilry. Quite right, thererasa greenish tinge to those
mocking dark eyes. She realized something witheatgsinking of
the heart . . . this man had a contrary streaknm H she had agreed
to Cousin George's proposal, he would have beehisga As she
had not, he vowed she was not a sport.

He was going to use her to bring Felicity to haghinst her will!



CHAPTER YV

Well, at least Felicity seemed uncomplicated. She most friendly

towards Nicola. Perhaps Cousin George had imagirsaut—
wished—her to be heartbroken over Forbes. It wadeav that

Forbes still had strong feelings, since he apprdusdyrandfather's
scheme, but from Felicity's natural but careless\mea towards

Forbes, Nicola was sure the broken engagementdadtthething but

relief to her. As well it might with a man like him

After a few moments, Felicity separated Nicola frtbra others and
whisked her upstairs to see the view and explaeadbt of the fine
old homestead.

Felicity's room, with a corner window in the towlgked north-west
to Mount Gray.

Nicola stood, enraptured. The sky had lost itsyfierts, the clouds
were mother-of-pearl now, curtained in grey ancerader. Beneath
them dreamed just such another old garden as Mafin® heady
perfume of night-scented stock came up to them.

'‘How this place would grow on one,' said Nicolaandy. ' One
would never want to leave it.'

'‘Places aren't enough,’ said Felicity, in a stratggr voice. ' People
matter more, and doing things. Not going on indame old rut year
after year. I've been here all my life. Next yesdter all this nonsense
about the Centenary is over, I'm off. I'm goingaotonducted tour of
England. | wanted to go on my own, but Mother ardhEr were
worried, poor pets, so | agreed to this. I'm logkiorward to it. Will
you be back in England then, Nicola?'

‘Not right away. My mother has remarried and sltetdmmphrey are
in Hong Kong. They want me to visit them thereddew weeks. But



you could look up my grandmother while you're imbon. She has
an antique shop.'

''d love to. We have about five weeks' free timeBiritain. And,

unlike the Westerfields, we have no relations bidokne. I'm glad
you're taking the part of Nancy, Nicola. It's munbre fitting that a
Westerfield descendant should take it. They tholigéds marrying
into the family, of course. They'll have told ydat? . . . Yes, well,
I'm not now. Not for me these pigheaded Westerdiéld

Nicola knew a faint depression. They were all \r@sgory-conscious.
No one liked the memory of Nancy. Felicity was giate shot of the
obligation of taking that part, though it could beher case, that she
felt it was embarrassing when Forbes was takingp#reof Francis.
But evidently old George was so keen on the whbiegt being
authentic that he wouldn't leave Nancy out of #&.4¢emed to be the
only one who bore no resentment.

He had been quite fond of his Cousin Vincent, evilye and
Vincent's bride-to-be. But then those days—World rWane
days—had been too concerned with big things for mom for
pettiness.

'Oh, there's Forbes calling,' said Felicity. ' Hglsmpatient beggar at
best.' She went out to the landing, called oveb#raster, ' Don't rush
us, Forbes. We're getting to know each other. Motiiee him some
coffee to keep him quiet!

Nicola heard her laugh and add: ' And even if yaufalling for her
yourself, Forbes, you'll have lots of time.'

Nicola wondered how Forbes would take that! It seeas if Felicity

could give as well as she could take. Yet old Gedrgd said they
were being too damned polite with each other—cémdt to lose

their tempers; it didn't sound like that to her.



She contented herself with asking as Felicity came the room, '
Why do they call Cousin George Old George?'

‘To distinguish him from Young George, Forbes'tdat Our family
and theirs are far too fond of retaining family remWhat mix-ups
there've been! I'm all in favour of introducing neames. Or at least
to skip a generation with them.’

Later, downstairs, Nicola said to Forbes, ' | thivikshould be on our
way. That poodle's not at all settled and | dom@ihishim disturbing
the others.'

Forbes shook his head sadly. 'l don't know whatifdanas come to.
Imagine a white poodle running round there!" Heglead heartily. '
Apart from the sheepdogs, we've always had builetes:. They're
good for pig-hunting.’

Nicola said, a little stiffly, ' I've never had aqalle myself, if you
want to know. We had a spaniel and a retrieveryButdon't specify
that it must be a certain breed before you resoumnanal '

Forbes, playing a part, she knew, gave a playap sin the knee.
'‘Know what, Felicity? She's just like you. Risesitty bait! It's going
to make the next few months interesting.'

Felicity yawned. ' | used to bite, | know. But tetely, it doesn't seem
worth it. But it will be good for you, Forbes, hagiNicola at Marino.
She won't let you have it all your own way.'

Nicola got up from beside Forbes on the couch.ll,\\Wew I'd like to
get unpacked and settle down. Tomorrow I'd likexplore Marino.
Garry will take me over it. | can't believe I'vallg met him. We used
to write each other the longest epistles imaginaliten we were
children. It was marvellous, feeling he wasn'trarsger. And he's just
as | imagined him, tall, broad, fair and handsoriécola gave a



dreamy smile. There! That would spike Forbes's gliasv Felicity
Melford need have no pangs, imagining Nicola ando&® going
round Marino tomorrow.

She added: ' And the following day | hope to getdo starting the
history. I've got my portable typewriter with me.'

the way home Forbes looked at Nicola speculativéliellowed a bit
over there, didn't you?'

Nicola returned his look just as searchingly. Haret was cool. ' |
wasn't on the defensive with those people aswdinyou. You make
my hackles rise.’

Forbes grinned. ' | don't mean that, and well yoowk it. You
couldn't resist, after all, making Felicity a ktlealous.’

Nicola looked puzzled. ' | did nothing of the kinavas just myself. If
| seemed warmer in my manner to you, it was just gjood manners
demand it.’

'Oh, I see . .. you'll be polite enough in comphuaicontinue to bawl
me out in private.'

Nicola let her tone be as dry as hiswouldn't have thought bawling
out was in my line. Sounds crude.’

His tone was drawlingly offensive. ' Perhaps we N@a&landersre
crude. No, you won't bawl me out, dear Nicola. Yojuist be
witheringly sarcastic. It doesn't let your digndpwn as much as
good old honest shouting match. But it's everybihasty.'

She looked at him and sighed. ' Look, | don't hagpecare what you
think. I don't have to. | don't even have to sag weuch of you. If we
are thrown together it won't be of my seeking, pjeshember that,



Forbes Westerfield. Garry is much more in my lihkke pleasant
people.’

He glanced up from the empty road to regard hdr nétrrowed eyes
in which she glimpsed real hostility. ' Just wieyour game, Miss
Nicola Trenton?'

She met his gaze levellyYou have the quaintest ideas. But I'm nc
even interested in finding out what they are. | ivba used by either
you or Cousin George. Garry happens to be theltloe. Therefore
I'll probably spend more time with him than withuyd'm playing no
game, either yours or your grandfather's. If | I&arry's company
and he likes mine it's no business of yours. FarstoGeorge's sake
I'm hoping for harmony while I'm here. Ah, we'reckaGood. Now,
can we behave like two civilized beings in frontloé others?

'What else?' His tone was light but his expresgimammer than ever.
He opened the car door for her, picked up her casgsvalked out of
the garage with her.

As they drew level with the bathroom off the badkgh, he put them
down, swung open the bathroom door, peered in afteching on
the light, then shut the door again.

Nicola, sheer curiosity in her voice, said, ' Whadre you looking
for?"

For a moment she thought he was not going to ankerrthen he
said, almost grumpily, ' A spider. He fell in mythaBut it wasn't too
hot and | dried him out on blotting-paper. He'sntled up again. |
wanted to make sure he hadn't fallen back agdmeh &t the startled
look on her face he said: ' Well, yflou can rescue poodles anc
canaries, | suppose | can rescue a spider!" Andékemoment they
were both laughing helplessly.



Oddly enough, instead of relieving Nicola's feeing made her
crosser than ever. She would rather he was conlisteasty—also
that it didn't remind her, suddenly, even poignardf her father. She
could hear him now, saying to hdrknow we have to kill flies and
other carriers of germs, but | agree with Cowpeemvhe says:

'l would not enter on my list of friends

(Though graced with polish'd manners and fine sense
Yet wanting sensibility) the man

Who needlessly sets foot upon a worm.'

She gave an impatient wriggle of her shoulders,isbarg the
memory.

She felt tension tighten within her as Forbes ogeihe door into
what they all called the Far End. Back in the bosdtie family the
situation between herself and this darkly antagmnman could be
unpredictable. When they were alone together tlueydctake the
gloves off and develop no inhibitions. She did mant to hurt
Cousin George, to have him feel she had broughttgramd discord
into Marino as had Nesta and Nancy. Though, taabed Nancy, it
had been heartbreak she had brought, not enmitgoldNiwas
determined to be fair to Nancy, her own forebear.

As she stepped in a white streak hurled itself ext in ecstatic
welcome—D'Arcy, once more tubbed and fluffy.

'OK, I'm so glad he's getting over his timidityfied Nicola,
forgetting tension. ' | so hate to see any animaige. But who
bathed him ?'

Letty Romans said: ' Garry and | did. I'm usedathing bigger dogs.
We couldn't seem to get hold of this one.'



There was a pile of used towels on the hearthrddaside Letitia on
the couch, a heap of period clothing, shawls anthets, chip straw
hats, feather boas and bustles, long skirts bramied tucked,
fragile-looking silk bodices all beads and bows.

'‘Oh, how enchanting!" said Nicola, as any girl nhigkvhat fun this is
going to be." She picked up a watered silk skid gcket in a
ravishing shade of green, held it at arms' lerthyém against herl'd
love to wear clothes like these. | know they'd Ibetty awkward
getting up to the top deck of a London bus, buy theally had
something, didn't they? So feminine!'

Cousin George's blue eyes twinkled. ' They were alskward for
falling off drays into flooded rivers.'

The tawny eyes looked into his and widened. ' l—y@an—no, no,
they couldn't be the same clothes, could they?dmidancy would
have taken them back to England.'

‘They're the very ones she was wearing. It was seimihe river
floods not with winter rains but with snow melting the hot
nor'westers. She said the dust of the appallinds@ad the ducking
had ruined them. But it wasn't so—the material lagged nearly a
hundred years.'

No, it hadn't ruined the moir6 silk. It had onlyned the romance of a
hundred years ago . . . and clouded one a hunéad Jater. Aware
of what she was thinking, Nicola blinked, then laed inwardly.
What was she thinking? She'd meant: 'And snarled up a fam
reunion a hundred years later.' No romance athagitNot for Nicola
Trenton.

Cousin George said:Letitia has been fossicking to some purpos
We feel it will give the scene an authentic toucyou actually wear
the travelling clothes your ancestress did.’



Nicola measured the waist against her own, anxjouiEhe hips will
be all right, but the skirt-band will have to be tait. | refuse to
tight-lace!"

Letitia said: 'That won't be hard. I'm used to.this

I've produced so many amateur shows in this disarad been
wardrobe mistress for all of them that | think itllworesent no
problems as long as we unpick very carefully. Thetemal won't
stand much strain. I'll let a gusset in and thegba®n the bodice will
hide it. Good job you're taking the part—Felicitpud never have
got into it.'

Nicola saw Forbes's mouth tighten. So he doe<sti#f, she thought.
But no wonder they had quarrelled. It would be gasguarrel with
this man.

She said quickly: ' It's a pity, though. She'd himaiked wonderful in
this.'

Letty shook her head. ' In the style, yes. Butthetcolour. With your
red hair it's perfect. Felicity is the rose-redeyp

That was true. Nicola suddenly realized how mucpplex this
Centenary would be if Forbes and Felicity came tlogre again.
Perhaps Forbes had no idea that Felicity was pigroigo overseas.
Well, she could hardly say it to him directly, lbere was another
way, the indirect.

So she said to Garry: ' Did you know Felicity iftofEngland as soon
as the celebrations are over? On a conductedItougoing to give
her my grandmother's address. Gran should be hgaia ay then.
She's always flitting off to sales in America oe ontinent, and this
year she's going to Australia too. Some old Colastisf she wants
for her Colonial room. | hope | get home beforentieo, though |



may not. I'm off to visit my mother and stepfathreHong Kong after
this. But I'd love to show Felicity my best-love@umts around
London. She's a lovely girl, isn't she?'

What a silence descended upon them! As if she lzatéra gaffe. But
how? She hadn't said it to Forbes. This familyaiely had awkward
angles. How ridiculous this was, when Forbes arittifeseemed
quite capable of meeting and behaving naturallyt, Yeesumably,
one ought not to talk about her.

Garry's voice held that same dry note that Forlsesl when Felicity
was mentioned. ' A very lovely girl,' he agreedc®more everyone
rushed into speech. Cousin George won the comestriving to

continue and told Nicola that the canary was sefthicely in the

aviary.

'| daren't risk the others pecking it to deathl's® hung it in its cage
on a hook in the centre of the big canary houseimdday or two
they'll never notice it if | let it out.'

'It's this one that worries me, Cousin George,'ssti@, ' he's so highly
strung, a real yapper. | wonder if | ought to hlira in my bedroom
tonight so that he'll have company. I'd hate hinkéep everyone
awake.'

'‘No," said Forbes decidedly (he would). ' You'dyoldse sleep
yourself. We'll put him in the laundry on a sheeapske'll be jake.'

Probably didn't like dogs inside at all . . . Lepigked up a big chip
straw hat with a brown velvet ribbon falling frotmaind a cluster of
cherries. She went over to a mirror, tied the endgsbow under her
chin. She had sherry-coloured eyes beneath a fohg®lden hair
that fell to her shoulders. It was entrancing. esrivhistled.



‘Nicola is right. Those styles really did somethinga girl. What a

pity you're fair, Letty.Youcould have been Jane—that is her hat, is
it?'

‘Yes . . . but Jane is the part Felicity oughtaket She's got Jane's
dark hair. It would look marvellous on her. | wondé we can
persuade her.’

'You never know,' said Forbes. ' Now that Nicola haived on the
scene to take Nancy's part, Felicity might.'

Nicola stifled an impatient sigh. He was determiteg@ush her into
trying to spark off jealousy in his former fiancé&ell, she wasn't
playing ball. She'd attach herself to Garry. Theticity wouldn't
connect her with Forbed beg your pardon, Forbes, what did yo
say?'

‘That Felicity, of course, is much prettier thamelaOr, more
correctly, prettier than Jane herself thought shs.w

Nicola wrinkled her brow. ' But how would you knewa hundred
years on—how Jane regarded herself?'

‘By her diary. Jane was an inveterate diary-keeples.poured out all
her bitterness of heart in them. It went deep Wehthat she was only
ever Francis Westerfield's second-best. It's dilendiaries.’

Nicola said slowly: 'What an unwise thing to doafies are all very
fine, but it's not wise to put things like thatarthem. Perhaps she
looked for slights. Perhaps some of those thing®e weitten in the
heat of the moment and once she'd poured it oustthg would be
gone. But to anyone else reading it, it would sé&shly poignant.
And if ever her husband had come across them ihinigve made
the gap wider.'



Forbes shook his head and said slowly as if hdyrdwited the
thought of it, ' | think she desperately needed satety-valve of
writing out her pain. | doubt if Francis ever kneie probably
thought her an admirable helpmeet. He was a btdta man. You
see, she made sure he never saw them. She founerfectp
hiding-place. In the drawing-room was a china c@stowith glass
doors and china handles with roses on them. iif'shstre. But some
years ago, we found dry rot in the bottom and ribpe the boards.
One was loose. Jane had secreted all her diaees.th was quite
full. She had a lot of heartache to pour out, yee. dn those days
women were very loyal. They didn't talk to othermaen about their
husbands' failings. They were women of couragéitdide.’

Nicola swallowed. Suddenly it became important Her that Jane
Westerfield, nee Temple, had known some measurégast, of
happiness.

'‘But surely hetater diaries would reveal more happiness. | mean, |
one stays all the time in the very depths of unireggs. She would
mellow, the sting would grow less. Francis woulaneoto love her,
wouldn't he? | mean, how could they help being hdmre, fn these
lovely surroundings, their children by their siddflink it may have
been all in her imagination in those early yeale 8ay never have
realized that even if he did marry her on the reldpumen are
creatures of habit and he was bound to grow to fmre Wasn't that
revealed in her later diaries?'

‘There are no later ones. Or if there are, thegser been found.
We've all hunted at some time or another for angigilace. The fact
remains that Jane Temple, orphaned when quite yamjcoming
through great hardships on sea and land, as amarigever found
what she craved . . . love.’

Something in his voice caused constriction in Nitolthroat. A
hundred years since, yet the unsatisfied longirfgdaae Temple



could bring tears to her eyes. But perhaps whenesitethe letters for
herself—as she would have to do for the history—esfied not pity

in her heart for Jane, but scorn of the way Jamkedmnen way to
self-pity.

She was vividly conscious of the magnitude of thgktshe was
facing. Even Cousin George would want the booktemito please
him. And certainly Forbes would have a say in itsttang say. He'd
want none of Nancy Westerfield's failings glossegrp none of
Jane's virtues under-emphasized For one revealorgemt Nicola
felt she hated that paragon, Jane Temple, didBmstter that she
should have taken her bitterness to the grave,ranatied.



CHAPTER VI

Nicola had thought she would not sleep, but, exieausot only by
the adventures of the day but by trying to adaptséie to
personalities, she went forty fathoms deep.

But she woke at two in the morning from a nightmiarevhich the
formidable Jane was pursuing her up the Whispéviogntain with a
pack of wolves, while she clambered sobbingly wigmall, pathetic
poodle, yapping madly, in her arms, hampered bgng,| clinging
green moire skirt . . . Nancy's!

It was a relief to wake. The next moment relietifess she realized,
with mortification, that the yapping was real. Dir He only
stopped now and again to howl and whimper. A pbomesick,
bewildered poodle, longing for the touch of a hérat he knew. But
to all the others, especially one Forbes, he wdéldhothing but a
dratted nuisance that was keeping the entire hawsaé&e.

Well, no matter how much he objected to dogs in hbase and
particularly in bedrooms, she'd just have to gomawwd get him.

She shut the door so the light would not distusd dkhers on that
landing, found a brunch coat to put over her flimgyhtgown, and
then took a few exasperating moments to find hehto

Fortunately, during that time, D'Arcy's yappingsddmowlings had
died down forlornly, into silence. But no doubtcstart up again any
moment. Why, oh, why has D'Arcy had to happen t@ he

In the best detective fiction style, treading oa tlutside of each step
In case it creaked, Nicola made her way downst&@te hoped
D'Arcy wouldn't start up in a shrill burst of exament when he saw
her. If he did, and Forbes heard, he'd go for tielbéing so foolish as
to disturb the dog again. Nicola crept down a pgssaading to the



laundry and paused in a horrible embarrassmentndécision.
Perhaps she ought not to disturb him. But it wdaddjust like the
thing if he started up again the moment she gok lpstairs. Oh,
blast it!

At that moment a voice came out of a door beside' Ného's there?'
it asked, and a light came on.

'Only me," whispered Nicola, idiotically, then adde Nicola." It
would have to be Forbes's voice, of course.

'‘Come in," he invited—or rather commanded, despgevhispering
tones. 'What's the matter? Can't you sleep?’

She pushed the door wide and gazed in surpriséaere, on his side,
Forbes lay, and, tucked into the angle at the luddkis knees, a
curled-up bit of canine absurdity, fluffy and curlfwo little
pink-rimmed eyes regarded her angelically.

‘That poodle!" said Nicola, and didn't know wheyegd from there.
Then she said, most forlornly, ' Forbes, I'm sofie been nothing
but a nuisance and a complication. | ought nevéiaiee come. This
must be the last straw, having an animal you aéwe'h like parked on
your bed so that the rest of us can get some sldegard him and
came to get him.’

He grinned at her quite disarmingly. 'Oh, don't rypr
Stranger-from-over-the-sea. I've often done thishwsheepdog
puppies. Poor little scrap! | got up to him threeds. Gave him a
hotwater bottle once, thinking, even if it is a wamight, it might be a
comfort to him, but he's got ideas of his own. $bGreat Dane ideas
in a lap-dog container. He dragged it to the fat einthe laundry. He
wanted company, that's all.’



‘Three times!' said Nicola ruefully. 'l wondertitiisturbed the others.
| was sleeping like the dead, except that | wasngaa horrible
nightmare.'

Forbes put out a hand and began fondling D'Arcgts.eThere was
real amusement in the narrow dark eyes, not tlimsar gleam of the
earlier evening. ' Were you being pursued by ailbigribearded
bushranger trying to snatch a kiss?'

Nicola was annoyed to find her colour rising. Hadiqulous! He'd
think her stupid and prudish. So to dispel thatldheted out, 'No, |
was being chased up the Whispering Mountain by. JAfite wolves.
And D'Arcy was in my arms, yapping.'

The eyes opened widely and held hers, searchifigign he said,
quite nicely, ' I'm sorry, Nicola. It must have got your mind. You'll

think us odd bods to be so concerned about songethat happened
a hundred years ago. | can see it preyed on yauws.mMnd don't run

away with the idea that Jane was unhappy all tme.tiGranddad
remembers her, you know. Jane lived till she wastgifour, and

died in 1928. He said she was gallant and gayhdl last, a very
happy woman with her grandchildren. Which, in a wanade us
sadder still, to think she never really felt lov&de think she must
have found happiness in little things since thethiggs—the biggest
thing there is—failed her.’

Nicola suddenly saw his face through a blur. Sb&éd away hastily,
stared fixedly at D'Arcy, smugly comfortable.

The surprising Forbes put out his hand and took.HBon't try to
hide your emotion, Nicola. | like you better for Maybe we've
become too obsessed with the past this last yevarAnd | must
confess | didn't relish the idea of someone corfliogn your side of
the family. | thought it might just revive for myather some of the



very real anguish she suffered over that other wermgur
cousin—who came out here.'

Nicola said, brushing away her tears with the baicker hand, ' |
didn't know—about your mother—till Jassy told mé&nkew Nancy
Westerfield had come out here to be married anddotiuface the
conditions and went back, but all | knew about Besas that she
didn't get on with her New Zealand relations. Wiyex wrote |

thought it was just stupid prejudice. | didn't realit might stir up
things best forgotten. I'm sorry. I'll make somewse—not now but
later—so no one thinks I'm going off in a huff o@cause | don't like
my New Zealand relations—and when I've got theohystone, I'll

get away. My grandmother is coming to Sydney. | peetend she's
not well and wants me. Then your mother need neseme. | could
go just the week before the Re-enactment.'

Forbes said slowly, ' That's a very handsome of&opla. You're

evidently a cat of a different colour from Nesta, Nwon't allow you

to do that. For one thing, it's Granddad's big d#s/s set on having
you play Nancy's part. It makes it authentic fonhkithe copper hair,
the relationship. Let your hair grow. You'll ne¢ahi curls over your
shoulders, if those portraits Letty has dug uprigie.' He grinned. ' |
don't suppose you'll find it half as uncomfortalsle my beard.
Honestly, | don't know what to do with the darnleith¢y when | come
to bed. It sort of pushes against the top covers.ttied tucking it

down, but it won't stay that way. It's such a nidlowis jutting sort of
beard.' He glanced at her sideways, wickedly. §8y nothing of it

being such a piebald one.’

Nicola found herself giggling with him,

‘That's better,' said this astonishingly kind Ferbé.ook, sit down in
that basket chair and have some of this coffeeuldn't get off to
sleep the second time | got up to D'Arcy, so | lmeéwnyself some.
Something to be said for sleeping downstairs. litgatthat Thermos



jug. Mind having it out of my cup? I'll have somélwyou, but I'll
drink it out of the jug. We don't want to risk wagieveryone, going
back into the kitchen. There's just two biscuits. IB'Arcy ate the
rest.’

Nicola hoped no one came to investigate. It wooddkIdecidedly odd

if she were caught drinking coffee in his bedroonthie ' wee sma's,’
but he didn't seem to think anything of it . . l.ialthe family, she

supposed . . . and she wouldn't risk introducindp@massment by
saying so. After all, they were related, no malttew distantly. But

Nicola felt wildly unreal. Certainly when first shed beheld that
wild, bushranging figure, she'd never dreamed dbe'dere at three,
drinking coffee with him in this matey fashion.

As she put her cup down, Forbes said, ' | wontiregou back, | dare
not risk disturbing this atom. No—no, for heavesd&e, don't think
about removing him. He'd probably howl the housemavanting to
get back to his snug nest here. Goodnight, coakep tight.'Nicola
crept up as silently as she had down, and slid lo&d, warmed,
comforted, fed, to sleep dreamlessly till glorialng sunlight flooded
her bedroom window.

She came down to breakfast bright-eyed and reaéyptre. How
different one could feel in two sets of twenty-fdwours. Last night
she could have run away. She hoped that this rteratisin between
her and Forbes might last, that it might be not msruce, till

something else upset him. But she had a firm caiovichey had laid
a few ghosts.

They were having breakfast in the kitchen end. €éstboked up in as
friendly a fashion as last night. '‘Oh, good morniNgola, pity you
woke early after such a broken night. We'd dectddelt you sleep on
and give you breakfast in bed.’



Nicola looked at him in surprise. ' You had a muaotre disturbed
night than 1. | heard only D'Arcy's last yappingsesid coped with
the lot. By the way, where is that animal this mog?"'

Jassy grinned, ' You may well ask!" She lifted aneo of the
tablecloth. ' There!'

D'Arcy was sitting on Forbes's farm boots. His dyeld no
recognition of Nicola. ' There's gratitude for yoghe said, sitting
down. 'l rescue him and he doesn't even acknowleuge

Old George, beaming patriarchally at the head sftable, said, '
Well, he doesn't look like a man's dog, but he rbest

Forbes's face assumed an expression of horrorll’' rilgke me a
laughing-stock. If you think I'm going to turn up the sale-yards
with a thing like this at my heels, you're mistakBesides, Border
Bill will make mincemeat of him.’

Nicola said: ' He's my responsibility. I'll takereaof him. He's too
timid to be disobedient.' She said to Jassy, ' Wbl have any
objection to him being in the house with me whileelp you with the
chores, Jassy?'

'‘No, he seems to be past the slipper-chewing stdgje.better here
than getting into trouble outside.’

Cousin George said: ' Jassy, you could cope witnteshtoday, I'm
sure. | would like to start showing Nicola roune tbroperty today,
then get on to the Family Chronicle later in thg.da

Forbes said: ' How'll you take her, Granddad? Shakrness up
Ginger Moll to the jogger-cart?'

Nicola said quickly, * How do you usually go ?'



'Oh, on horseback, but --'
‘Well, have you got a spare mount?'

They all stared. All spoke at once, said the sdmmgt' But you come
from London!'

'I've always ridden. We lived in the country whewds small, right
next to the local riding-school, though Gran bouglta pony of my
own. And | spent many holidays back in the coumtity the people
who owned that riding-school. | used to spend nafsiny time
giving lessons. And '—she couldn't resist it—'atleppens quite a
few London people hire hacks and ride.’

'Sorry,' said Forbes. ' Serves us right. We ofersgpercilious about
how little people overseas know about New Zealdrelidently cuts
both ways.'

Cousin George said, 'This is splendid, lass. Wid# over the place
this morning, and if you're going over to Koromitos afternoon,
Garry, to look at those fat lambs they've got, gould take Nicola
with you. She and | could go over the Chroniclagbt’

Nicola was conscious of faint surprise. Under thaard Cousin
George appeared to have a most determined chifd Bae an idea
that—even against her will— he'd try to wangle h@o Forbes's
company as much as possible. But now he was pawengff with
Garry. She saw Forbes give a quick glance at hértlaought he
looked surprised too.

Nicola felt she ought to be glad Cousin Georgediaen up the idea.
She didn't want to become embroiled in things deRarMarino.

You never knew what it would lead to. For the fitishe she felt
sympathetically towards Nesta Moore. Could it be lshd got drawn



in willy-nilly? Though Gran had always said thatesthought her
husband's cousin was pure poison.

When breakfast was over and Nicola had dried tBkedi she went
out into the yard to see how her suit was drying.sAe passed the
farm office she heard Forbes on the phone.

‘Tell your mother she may have company for aftemtea, Fliss.
Garry's asked Nicola to ride over with him. How taken we've been
in her, wondering how a London girl would fit infais setting. She's
a crack rider. Bet she looks something in jodhpBise and Garry
have been recalling the things they used to woitesich other. | was
going to ride her up Waipuku Gorge this afterndmut, Garry got in
first. She's keen on birds, too. We're going te ta&r bird-watching.
Anyway, I've got the chance of taking her up ourggdater, so I've
horned in and I'm coming with them this afterno8a.is Letty. She's
sewing flat out this morning. You ought to seedké&up she's rigged
for Garry. He looks really something in it. Shetsafly persuaded
him into a pioneer part as well—someone's kid l@ofince he hasn't
got a beard. A young farm cadet, coming out frongl&nd. Then
switching him to a young sailor, a dashing unifoNrcola was quite
fascinated with it all last night. Letty's marvel® Well, | must be
off. Not often we get the chance of toting somedike Nicola
around. See you later, Fliss.'

Nicola hurried on. She was conscious of indignatis if all the

men at Marino were falling over themselves for Nat®o favours!
Suddenly she giggled, unpegging her skirt. Feliagiguld be only
amused. Any girl would see through Forbes's attertgpimake her
jealous.

And she was sure he was wasting his time. Felitétgt probably
realized she'd made a mistake and had no intentiomaking it up.
Something akin to pity for Forbes stirred Nicoladomoment. It was



not easy for a man to accept that the girl he lavedonger loved
him. '

It might be kind to play up to him a little. TherFelicity did care, it
might bring her to her senses. If she didn't, whah? Well, Forbes
would just have to accept it. Nicola found her mitvaelling on that
possibility and switched her thoughts away.

She heard Forbes calling her and went inside. He lewaghing. '
Nicola, will you hold this animal till | go out andet the horses
saddled up? I'd better keep him out of trouble \Bitinder Bill till he
gets used to having a poodle round the place.'

D'Arcy had been prancing round full of joy, butrted into specimen
of woeful doghood as soon as the door was firmiyt sletween him
and his hero.

'Really,’ said Nicola, thoroughly exasperateghu're nothing but a
nuisance. Come upstairs with me while | make my'bed

She carried him up, howling all the way. ' You'ustja slobbery,
sentimental thing." Then relenting, remembering twhe'd been
through, she began fondling him. D'Arcy submittedthwan
ungrateful resignation.

Nicola put him down on the padded window-seat efdormer and
turned to her bed. There was a white flash and &yAvas gone
through the open window!

Nicola gave a dismayed yelp, yanked the catchflofig it wide and
leaned out in terror . . . D'Arcy was skidding dothe roof. She saw
Forbes crossing a courtyard far below. She shotRedbes! Forbes!
Look out for D'Arcy!



She saw D'Arcy glissading towards the spouting e tbp roof,
noticed another lower roof below, but even so, bedoubtedly fall
from that too, and crash on to the concrete. Henath turned over.

Neatly, as he reached the edge, before the spardirid trip him, the
poodle leapt daintily into the air and landed os taour feet on the
lower roof and continued to slide and slither. $balized Forbes
could hear but not see him.

'‘Right in the middle, Forbes!" she screamed. SheFsabes lift his
arms in what he must know was a hopeless gestursam D'Arcy
launch himself into space towards his hero, a fi@mwh the edge.

He landed clean on Forbes's chest. Forbes's lielggash under him
and he fell back on the pavement with D'Arcy on. tdpe poodle
bounded off him and began frantically licking hagé. Nicola saw an
arm come up, attempt to push the dog off and waitetbnger but
rushed for the stairs, passing Jassy, carryinglihke a streak of
lightning.

'For land's sakes!" said Jassy bewilderedly, toGa&ldrge,' what in the
world's come over that girl ? You'd think the Otlatk himself was
after her.'

She and Cousin George took after them.

Forbes was sitting up and, to Nicola's relief, lang. D'Arcy,
seemingly proud of his efforts at reuniting himselith this
demi-god, was prancing round him, yapping shrilgth Forbes
trying to push him off and quieten him down.

‘This dog,' said Forbes to Nicola, ' isn't a pocatiaall. He isn't a
lap-dog. He's a whirlwind in concentrated form. Pali ever hear of
a dog daft enough to hurl himself out of an upstaimdow? The
crazy, mixed-up animal | Here, grab him quick I'*



Round the corner by the stables and across théyeotihad come a
blue streak. Border Bill!

They were all too late. Border Bill's head was dphis teeth bared.
He was going to scuttle this upstart of a thing!aNrhe was six
inches away from D'Arcy, the poodle leapt nimbly doe side.

Border Bill's rush carried him on madly. Forbes bad hand on the
ground and was starting to turn over to get up v@naler Bill's head

caught him in the midriff area and turned him coetglly on his back,
the dog somersaulting over him.

Nicola was appalled. She flung herself on the gdooeside Forbes,
but realized even as she did it that Border Bilswa his feet again
and there was going to be trouble. She decidedatio B'Arcy, but

missed by quite a lot, and the next moment D'Ay hurled himself
at Border Bill who'd not really got himself intoetltorrect attacking
position.

Border Bill got such a shock that he actually ratied a couple of
feet, and D'Arcy, growling in miniature fashion]léaved him, the
two of them nose-to-nose, with D'Arcy looking asnaeing as a
poodle could.

Border Bill, looking surprised, sat back on his hehes. Then the
next moment they started leaping round each ota#érpf doggy
delight, tails waving.

‘Starve the lizards!" said Forbes elegantly, ggttonhis feet, Nicola
assisting and asking anxiously if he'd hit his headhe paving.

'No, but Border Bill knocked all the wind out of rhe

They both swung round to find George and Jassyldssdpwith
merriment, on the back verandabh.



George was wiping tears away. He said, betweernsgagmd Jassy
actually said, before you came, Nicola, " I hope'shot one of these
stiff and starchy Englishwomen!" Jassy's got therdest ideas of
anyone who lives beyond the shores of New ZeaRuatreally, you
can even outdo Felicity. | thought there'd neveatather girl to rival
her for adventure, but in just tvdays you've rescued a dog and
canary, wrecked your car, had an encounter witlBtighranger, and
now just about knocked out Forbes, our tough hotbre

'l did not,' said Nicola. ' It was the dogs.'

Old George pinched her chin. ' You're going to adek to the joy of
life, | can see that,' he said.

' wouldn't call it joy, exactly,’ said Forbes, hibg his tender middle.
' Bill's got a head like a prize ram.' He addadlgll, | don't think we
need worry any more about this scrap. He can fighbwn battles
but probably won't need to. If he's going to bespath Bill, Bill will
keep the other dogs off him. Nicola, you can comd kelp me
saddle up.’

It was a glorious morning, with already a dry héat was gilding the
paddocks and beating down comfortably on their atke air was
full of fragrance . . . the fleeces of the lambd &meir mothers were
dazzlingly white, and the happy blend of birdsond eunning waters
added beauty of sound to the beauty of eye befi@m,tto the green,
dark and mysterious, of the forest- covered hifis,tawny-brown of
the tussocky ones, the blue of the far ones andrtben of Marino
Hill itself.

Further west still the shimmer of snow on the hgghmeaks melted
into a sky where a great bar of cloud was pushetikepa ruched
theatre curtain leaving a patch of sky, perfeddac, and green rather
than blue, above them.



‘That's the nor'west arch,' said Forbes, pointiltg.left its rain on the
West Coast—that's what we call the narrow provinetveen the
Tasman Sea and the mountains, and it's blowinglth&ls up from
the tops. It will be a good day for the whisperi@pme on round
back of the stables. You get it faintly even frdmare. Further in, it's
inescapable. Here you have to listen hard.’

'‘Cousin George said you knew the Maori legend abihat
Whispering Mountain. What is it?

'Oh, just that once in a blue moon, the whispewigd catches the
song of theux and throws it against the gorge walls. And fordhe
who hears it, it means that the dream of one'd kkeares true within
the twelve-month. Seemingly, centuries ago, somschef was
made between a Maori maiden and her lover. Sheowaer way to
throw herself over the cliffs of the gorge when denly the wind
tossed theui's song back at her, echoing. She knew then that |
lover must be true, that what she had heard was.fdhat she must
ask him for the truth. She did, and it's still séhét there was no
happiness like Parehuia's.'

Nicola felt deeply moved. To break the spell shid saHas anyone
round here . . . anyone you know . . . ever hdsedtho?'

Forbes hesitated.

Nicola wondered at that. He wasn't the hesitatind.kBut then men

hated to be thought sentimental. Then he said gloWdranddad says
that all his life he's wanted to hear it but nelvas. Mother did once.
Sheer coincidence, of course, but it did happenhthiadearest dream
came true within the year—what a year. Her greaegtiish and her
deepest happiness.’

.Nicola found herself flinching from the knowledg®at that must
have been the year Nesta had made the trouble.Hdrbes said in a



queer voice, ' | heard it myself this spring. lip&enber. Atui singing
In the koivhaitrees in the pass. And the echo suddenly flung be
over the water from the Sounding CIiff.'

He didn't look at her. He was turning over a steita his foot.

She knew why his voice sounded strange. How irbmichear it the
year he and Felicity had broken their engagemeatmaich for
legends!

It gave her the courage to say something, howé¥anbes, | heard
you on the phone. | didn't deliberately listenthis really the way to
move her? | mean, dragging in Garry like that? Amywould see
through it. Making out all the chaps round here faneing me

irresistible. | find it rather ridiculous. It's nast if | were a dazzling
blonde, or something. I'm not the tyddeydon't go round falling in
bogs or rescuing dogs and birds.’

He looked up at her quickly, put up a hand to shadeyes against
the sun. Not dazzling? You've picked the wrong adjectiveréh my
dear cousin. Your hair is like a newly-minted penhwouldn't be
surprised at anyone falling for you. In fact, foetfirst time | can
dimly understand what it must have meant to Fratedigse Nancy, if
she looked like you.'

Nicola shook her head. ' It's wishful thinking. Yaant Felicity to
think I'm a danger. If you must use someone whyLetily? | thought
last night she and Garry were attracted. He se¢mieel getting quite
a kick out of her arraying him in those pioneetios.'

'Oh, we can't use Letty. She's on the brink ofrfglin love with the
chap she's been getting all the gen from, at theeeom.' He suddenly
seized Nicola's arm.You've not said anything to Garry about whe
I've asked you to do, have you?'



Nicola said: It was Cousin George who asked me in the firstela

‘Yes . .. but | thought it sheer inspiration. A stalling? Have you
told Garry?'

'‘Definitely not. | wouldn't dream of it. And mightpoint out to you,
Cousin Forbes Westerfield, that you have a grip lilon and that
redheads bruise easily.'

He laughed and let go. ' Sorry, I've been het-uputaithe whole
situation. Damnable that it should have happenst pgfore the
centenary. But I'd be embarrassed if Garry sawutittany plotting.'

'‘Well, you could give up the idea. Though Garrgstsime as such a
decent, uncomplicated sort of chap, he might ndtao

‘Then you don't know him, but how could you? Youeen here only
five minutes. When Garry is roused we all go fovero But listen,
Nicola, there's a lot at stake. Are you going taydball? Doesn't the
happiness of two people mean anything to you ?'

Nicola looked him straight in the eye. ' Forbeg you sure it's the
happiness ofwo people?'

A line appeared, drawing down the arched brow§cdDrse it's two.
What --?'

She caught her lower lip between her teeth. ' I—iell, | didn't
think Felicity looked as if she were exactly pinengay. | mean—oh,
this is so hard to say—but what if she simply ddesant to make it
up? That she found the courage to end it and wilike that.'

He turned away, hunching a shoulder against thgesign, then
back. ' It wasn't like that. It was a bitter, rigicus quarrel. | know her



so well. She's breaking her heart every momeritefitme under that
flippant facade. It would take just something dittb splinter it.’

Nicola looked sideways, unobserved, at that darkappy face as he
continued to shuffle the stone in the dust. Sheemgudher mind.

‘All right, Forbes. But don't be too outrageous.rBare subtle. Get
her wondering. | mean, if you keep on insisting Barry is falling
for me, she's likely to see through it and be ndetermined than ever
not to take notice. | know my own sex. It will pedily be enough if
she thinksyou are falling for me. Make her think me a potentic
danger. If you thrust it under her eyes,.-she#l wat you're up to.
And you're here all the time, Garry isn't.’

'‘Oh he's here nearly every weekend. He's got anfl@hristchurch
and likes Jassy's cooking better than his ownfdikslive in Nelson

Province, too far for him to go every weekend, socbmes here.
Well, thanks, Nicola. | appreciate your willingnasselp.'

As they saddled up Nicola told herself it was adytiing she and
Forbes had become allies, even in such a doubtfel@rise. Better
than the enmity she had dreaded. Of course heusaaging her . . .
but it really did seem as if, under his need of, herhelp restore
Felicity to him, he thought she was a pretty gqoatts Perhaps if she
helped the two of them to make it up, it would carthe harm Nesta
had done, all those years ago. Perhaps if it brol@ppiness to her
son, Isobel Westerfield would think more kindly thfe English

branch.

It was for so short a time. A few months. Then $tiepla, would be
back in London, with this behind her like a faintlgmembered
dream. How strange, then, that at the thought siesvka sudden
lowering of the spirits.

Why? New Zealand was nothing to heondonwas home.



CHAPTER VII

Despite everything Nicola's spirits rose as the tduhem left on the
horses. There was something about riding that kept&above worry
level ... the movement under you, the feeling & Korizon being
pushed further away, the sheer physical exercise.

Good to feel the hair lifting back from one's fogad, one's ears;
good to breathe air that knew only mountains, glaimd sea. A sense
of exhilaration arose within her. She wanted toghlawat herself.
Marvellous boost to any girl's ego to have threa ateendant on her!

Forbes was laughing too. 'Poor Jassy! | wonder &lo&il console
D'Arcy. Nicola, how in the world did he come to laguch a
ridiculous name?"'

She told them. Then became absorbed in listenitigetthree of them
pointing out landmarks and boundaries.

'‘We're having a breathing-space in which we're eotrating on the
preliminary Centennial arrangements before we pungto

haymaking and shearing,’ said Cousin George. ' W to take
advantage of every moment. We're skipping our hglithis year.
We always try to squeeze a week in, in Januargoctap to the
Sounds, or to Kaikoura for some fishing, but weded to be home.
Today's excursions will help you get your beariniys;ola, and
tonight we'll get out the papers.'

They slowed their mounts to a walk as they came gate between
the huge grazing paddocks. In front of thertr'ttaugd sloped gently
down to the river.

Nicola thought of something. ' The celebrationsribelves, Cousin
George—will there be a terrific crowd attending®ean apart from
family?'



'Yes, a huge crowd. All the district, plus umptesghtseers from
Christchurch, | daresay.’

'‘How are you going to cater for them?"'

'Oh, the whole district will pitch in. There'll #heep galore killed
and cooked on every farm, plus hens and geesaugtels. We've a
huge deep-freeze—so have the others—already pagitedork and
venison. There's plenty of deer and wild pigs tohae for the
hunting. Jassy's venison steaks and pies are alediciForbes's
mother and sister will be here to help Jassy wighitouse guests anc
I've got a chap coming to cook for the not-so-closlatives and
friends who'll be bunking down in the shearing ¢era: They'll bring
their own bedrolls. He cooks for the shearing gahgn they're here.'

Forbes said quietly, ' I'm not sure if Mother arade® can make it,
after all. There's a chance they'll be in Austratithat time.'

George sounded quite incredulous. ' But they wdutiinthat to me.
Not Isobel and Sarah. They've known for ages.'

Nicola hadn't thought that dark skin of Forbes'sl@¢so betray the
blood rising under it. He said, ' Well, this is sthing that just
cropped up. | can't quite explain it, Grandfatlaag anyway, I've an
idea | can change their minds for them now.'

Old George looked at his grandson with perplexithat's certainly a
cryptic speech for you, lad. What's up? Somethingng up north?'

'Let's leave it at that, Granddad. Do you mind? wauy, if the worst
came to the worst, I'm sure Aunt Lucy and Feligityuld take their
place.’

George looked sideways at his grandson. ' All rigbtbes, I'll leave
it, meanwhile. By the time you get to my age, yeu®arned to be



patient, to live and let live. But I'll be very digpointed if Isobel and
Sarah are not here.’

Nicola knew without being told that Isobel had ded not to come
when she had learned that a kinswoman of Nesta'€@aing. There
must still be a sting in remembering that painfiditvand all its

repercussions. It was a bitter thought, thoughetheas a faint
recompense . . . Forbes had said he might be aldbange their
minds now. Did that mean he was going to write and tell thteat

she, Nicola, was not Nesta's type?

The track through the next gate didn't lead themrdto the river as
she had thought, but took them into bush, windiogvd through
glorious native trees, beech, which they cati®dhai and had tiny
beech-shaped leaves; cabbage-trees$i-kouka; ngaioswith leaf
spreads almost like fans and tree fuchsias withldlnssoms, called
kotukutukus.Tree-ferns, which wer@ongas pronouncedpungas,
made delicate lace-work leaning out over the bamniksand bellbirds
called, fan tails flirted in front of them, dartiaginsects, friendly and
inquisitive.

The narrowing track meant they couldn't ride alirelésrbes was
slightly behind Nicola, his horse's head nodding dipping just past
her shoulder. The other two were in front, Garryhia lead.

Nicola turned. ' Forbes,' she said in an undertodigl your mother
decide on the Australian trip as an excuse wheimmsasl a relative of
Nesta's was coming for the celebrations?’

The narrowed eyes met hers. She could see tleed#cks of green.
She thought his answer was nicely reluctant.

'Yes, I'm afraid so, but --'

'Yes, Forbes?'



He hesitated again.
'‘But what --?' She badly wanted to hear the ansovtrat.

He shook his head. 'l'd rather not finish that secé, Cousin Nicola.
You aren't the age of Grandfather, so you won'etlas patience.' He
smiled a smile of such unexpected sweetness thaimibst took

Nicola's breath away. ' But you could start leagnihat gentle art,
couldn't you? I will finish it some time... When I'more sure --' he
broke off again and once more she had the tamiglesire to know
exactly what he'd started to say.

When he didn't continue and she was aware thatwleeg catching
the others up and this moment might not come af@int, seemed to
her that in a situation like this she could put Fmt in it times
without number or warning, she said quickly, ' Fesrj would like to
know one thing, please. I'm not just being inguisit Would your
mother be happy to see this affair of—of Feliciagtghed up? '

He didn't seem offended. ' Yes, everyone wouldbeMother most
of all. Felicity's mother is my mother's best fdehat's how Jack
and Lucy Melford met. She's convinced that the rager would be
ideal in every way. But why do you want to knowpsoticularly?*

Nicola came straight out with it. ' Then if anytgih did furthered
that—I mean brought about that reconciliation, there might
perhaps look more kindly upon me, do you thinkfiffht not exactly
wipe out the way our branch of the family has iafiyours, but it
would perhaps compensate a little. That's somettahiike. If you
feel | can really help, Forbes, by making Feliatyare that there are
other fish in the sea . . . making her jealous ghda want to make it
up . ..thenit's a deal.



Forbes came up level, leaned forward, caught dirildée close to the
bit and brought her mare to a dead stop. Theirkmee touching,
his fitting neatly at the back of hers. She cogldl its warmth.

Nicola slackened the reins, let her hands fallébosn the pommel
of the saddle. Forbes put one of his over both, lserded into her
eyes and said, ' You're a good sport, Nicola. Thank. . . and on
with the masquerade.'

They both looked forward over their mounts' earse dther two had
halted at the water's edge and their horses wean&imly, blowing
delicately on the surface of the water first.

Garry and Cousin George both swung round a Iitkaeir saddles to
see why the other two had stopped.

They wore slightly surprised and definitely amusegressions.
Cousin George's expression was caused, no doulhebfact that
he'd deduced she had decided to play ball. Butshiould Garry be
amused? If, like the rest of the family, he desmething more than
that Felicity and Forbes should make it up, he oungh to look like
that.

Nicola said hastily, ' We're holding them up. Yead, Forbes.’

As she followed him downhill, she looked down om hands. How
strange! She was still conscious of the touch sfiand. That brief
contact that had been merely an expression otggiati

Merely.Now why had that word sprung into her mind? Beeamsat
more would she-eould she—Ilook for other than gratitude?

Suddenly Nicola's vision dazzled. The sun and taeemnand the trees
were quite oddly glittering and waving. Waving hefdéhe impact of
it. Impact? Whatmpact?



Her heart framed the answer, the answer she avdnt to recognize
because there was no future to a realization hia¢ fThe impact of
knowing she had fallen in love. In love with ForlWssterfield who
hadn't wanted her to come to New Zealand, but wiag wow
prepared to use her, even to be friendly with Rerbes, who loved
Felicity Melford!



CHAPTER VIII

Nicola was glad they were joining the others, gfa wouldn't need
to continue talking to Forbes, needn't dread s meeting. Given
time, she'd crush this thing under, be able to mtgasing remarks
with light, meaningless repartee. At the moment &lethat the
self-revelation she had just experienced was ingaion her face for
all to read.

They walked the horses through the ford, came emther side and
turned along a fairly wide track into Waipuku Gortgelf.

This was country that could easily cast a spelr@re . . . enough
native trees to give one a sense of adventure géniénglish ones to
stop one feeling homesick. Pity there hadn't beegligh trees here
all those years ago to tell Nancy Westerfield thatcould put roots
down into strange soil, that oaks ammlvhais,European and Maori,
could live happily together.

Blackberries were in bloom, promising purple-rosyitflater, elder
bushes were clotted with cream blossom, poplakesliks paler green
spears from the native bush and forest.

Cousin George was in his element, pointing out [drelmarks.

Nicola edged up to him, leaving Garry and Forbekirte They

turned a bend on the hill, high above the water,raowl the Swelling
Water became Leaping Water and further up the re@sened even
louder as the gorge narrowed and the waters tthremigh.

'We go through the bush here and up that gullyn tfteund the
shoulder of the next hill and come back to the gprhggh above it,
Nicola," said Cousin George. 'That's Puketui Pothie—Hill of the
Tui—where Parehuia heard th@'s song echoing back and turne
again, turned back to happiness.'



Nicola felt strangely moved. Perhaps one was sugderore
receptive when experiencing for the first time stimmgy that could
be—must be—love. All at once she felt as if shevka# the people
who had ever lived on these hills and in thesegm®rg . right through
the ages, back through unhistoried years, befoza 8arehuia went
despairingly up the gorge, right to pre-Maori tinvéisen the small
Morioris roamed the land ... she felt at one witittee women who
had lived here, loved, hated, feared, rejoicedll.the women who
had hidden their true feelings.

They came through the dim greenness of the encltgandécented
bush to a sunny shoulder and looked down into &mohtat the
Waipuku had carved into sides so straight that islsénctively
shuddered, picturing what a leap it would have bdédre water
boiled out of the gorge here, over rocks that heehitumbled down
through thousands of years, in floods long unrenexeth There was
no blue water here, only foam siphoning out andvéosd in mad
leaps. Impossible to believe that below the honaestat the ford
where Nancy had received her ducking, it widenddrda a purling,
gentle river, shallow and sunlit. But of courskeent back and twisted
in its course for many miles before looping backwvater the lands
nearer the coast.

Nicola came out of her trance to say simply: 'dmglad she didn't do
it, so glad thatui sang.’

Old George's eyes were soft as they rested upoithen he gestured
towards a great silver-white cliff, pocked with @slwhere birds
nested, reared up. ' Yonder's the Sounding Cléf'sLlisten. Nice if

on your first time here, theai sang.’

They fell silent. Even the lark in the sky aboverpmeted to earth as
if it too listened, willing thetui to sing. The whispering wind was
coming down the mountain.



Nicola's pulses feathered with magic as she heaslaag and a
chuckling. It started, stopped, started again, fathe bird was
diffident as yet. Her eyes sought Forbes's. He eddsimiling. Then
a sound rose, very like the bell-bird's song buhet, stronger,
chiming over the gorge and ending in that harshlget twanging
note. What was it like? Like fingers brushing oadyre.

But, though they listened intently, the Soundingf@idn't echo it
back.

'Thetui is on the wrong side of the gorge,' said Gaityneeds to be
on this side. Never mind, very few people ever darht. But you
might just be lucky while you're here, Nicky. Youddtter haunt this
spot.’

Cousin George said, 'Aye, there's plenty of timed A&vho knows? If
you do hear it, lass, it might mean you might fyadir happiness here
.. . within the year."'

Nicola spoke quickly. ' Oh, no, Cousin George, tbatildn't be.’

(They mustn't even guess what had just happenkeertpShe added,
rather unevenly, "You see, though | think thigigely country . . . my
heart is in England.’

The horses suddenly became restless, shook trels heoved on.

Back at the homestead Forbes helped Nicola to distmti gave him

the opportunity to say to her in a low voicljcola, you promised to
help. Don't, whatever happens, say to Felicity yioat happiness lies
in England, will you? | want Felicity to think yoa' fancy-free ... to
think, given the chance, you might stay. It coulgam so much to us.'

Nicola blinked, a crease appearing between hentédnows. Then it
smoothed out. Oh . . . Forbes thought she had nsbé&ntvas in love
with someone in England. She'd meant England ikedtf her heart.



Well, it would serve. No danger then of him guegdinat she had
fallen in love with a man who hadn't wanted hereh&ut was now
prepared to use her to heal the breach betweenrehimsd the
woman he loved.

She managed a light laugtfm not used to intrigue, Cousin Forbes
You'll have to teach me. I'll have to watch my toag

They went in to dinner, Forbes receiving a framtelcome from a
little white poodle. D'Arcy ignored Nicola. He havitched his
allegiance.

That night Cousin George brought out the old dgariEhey were

huge affairs, most of them with tarnished metasotathat looked as
though they had been broken open, probably wheh fiound. So

Jane hadn't thought even their ingenious hidingeplaecurity

enough. She had locked them too. She must haveddeel solace of
their pages desperately.

George said: 'Mary McGillivray has done a wondejdial of picking
out the bits to use. Rather regretfully we hacetdle emotional side
go, because it didn't have a happy ending—no usgibg out all
that heartache for everyone to read. You'll findrjWéanotes most
useful, but | felt you'd get the atmosphere morthentically if you
read the diaries first. They'll make Jane Templaealive for you in
a way nothing else could, not even her photo.' ldead towards the
big oval photographs of Francis and Jane that #drike fireplace. '
Where'll you have them, Nicola? On the big tablen#y of room to
spread them out if you want to copy out bits as gouYou might
want different extracts from Mary's.’

Forbes said suddenly: ' She'd be much better tottekm upstairs to
her own room.'



George looked surprised. 'Why, lad?"

Forbes hesitated, then said firmly: * Well, we#inwto talk and it will
disturb the thread of her study. After all, Nicaokused to just
copying someone else's tales, not weaving oneraiae. And she'll
want to make at good job of it.'

Nicola felt uncomfortable. He certainly had awkwadgles, this
man. Even though he was prepared to use her farvinsends, he
seemed unable to help resenting her. He need matdéer she was
here for a job of work. She hoped nervously thatatld please him
when it was finished.

Hp, didn't wait to hear what she would prefer. heked up the old

diaries, motioned her to precede him. It was a tifestaircase,

reminder of another generation, lovingly polishibe, reddish-brown
of the wood smooth as glass from all the hands hidt travelled

down it. Nicola wished she didn't love the homedtea She mustn't
become too attached to it. It was just as if hen owots were here
too. There must be something in clan loyalty.

The old rosewood writing-table was in the windowgKing out to
Waipuku Gorge. Beyond the trees rose the Alpst maws silver-lit
against the flaming sunset sky. Forbes put thaediatown on the
table, dusting it first with his handkerchief, alshdovingly.

He pulled out a cane-seated chair for her and salds, | suppose, is
the very desk she wrote them at.’

A certain poignancy touched Nicola. She said, gentlForbes,
perhaps the beauty of her surroundings compendaed little.
Sunsets like these . . .



He shrugged. ' | don't think she'd have made maiyes at sunset.
More likely during the day when he was away outhi@ paddocks.
She wouldn't want him to know. Poor Jane 1'

He added, with a note of real regret in his voic®jty Felicity
wouldn't have taken this on, but she's no flairifat all, she's not
introspective enough, and not interested in histiirgeems odd for
your side of the family to be doing it." He lookaidher sideways. ' |
trust you'll do Jane justice.’

Nicola's lips tightened. ' My sense of fair playlwisist that 1 do . . .
even if | may have inner reservations that Janesiplys
over-dramatized herself. After all, Jane's beeong kime dead, and
the churchyards are full of folk with endless v$stand no faults. It's
the living we find fault with. She may not have bdke pathetic and
saintly character you imagine her to be.’

Immediately she wished it unsaid. But Forbes dide&#m to have
taken offence. He looked down on her patientlycam understand
you thinking that—hoping it. But Jane wasn't thatywYou'll find
out as you go. She was a tomboy, full of pranksagé laughing at
herself . . . it's there for you to read. In anottey and age, she would
have been an author. But under it all is the uydeglloneliness, the
sense of always being second-best. | don't thinknearest and
dearest would have guessed. Though I'd like to Bhak&en Francis.
He ought to have known.’

And he went away.

The first diary wasn't a locked one. It hadn't regktd be. Nor was the
second. The first had been started on board thiagahip that had
brought Jane and Henry Temple to New Zealand. ©hditons on

board had been frightful . . . the cramped and ngenial conditions
of the cuddy, the dampness of the sleeping quartieesconstant
becalming. Yet Jane had obviously enjoyed the advenThere was



first a hint of heartbreak as they mourned the igarthey lost with
typhoid and evidence of a real bond between thagaister and her
brother.

‘Henry could have wished to come out unhampered bigter,' she
wrote, 'but though Aunt Eliza would have taken ime would have
nothing of it. We stick together, he says. How hdpe we get settled
with someone who will give us our own quarters.'

She wrote of families with children desperately ifll the stuffy
quarters, of helping with them, of reading the ottialdren stories,
setting them simple lessons, to organize their irwe of the beauty
of sunsets and sunrises over the limitless leagiiescean, of
rainbows shining through tropical squalls of rafithe stars and the
moon that were, she said, the only familiar thingsa new,
sometimes bleak world.

She had recorded irresistibly funny word-sketchiesame of the
rather pompous individuals on board, who'd beempoitant, she
surmised, in the world they had left but who nowntea to be big
frogs in little puddles.

'‘But | long now for this New World, for its spacedafreedom. | so
miss my privacy. I've never minded solitude.’

Nicola didn't take any notes, she raced througle @ter page of
blackish-brown copperplate writing. She couldn'iddaloodedly
assess this yet. She had to, just had to find bat was happening to
Jane day after day.

She read of Jane cutting up her best petticoatakera shroud for a
darling three-year-old who had succumbed to pnetuenimtiowing
the measles that had swept the ship, and foundiasemudging the
page with her tears. She read of Mrs Flora Cunmngh high-
stepping along the deck, nose in air, and trippwegr a rope to fall



headlong into a bucket of pitch, and found herselghing as if she
had seen it.

She felt she heard the Captain's voice raisedeifPfalm for the day,
Psalm one hundred and seven, when they were allowexh deck
after three days of being battened below in a sfteroe enough to
strike terror into the hearts of the most seas@addrs . . . ' Oh, that
men would praise the Lord for His goodness, andHisrwonderful

works to the children of men! . . . They that gavdato the sea in
ships, that do business in great waters; Thesehgeworks of the
Lord and His wonders in the deep. For He commandett raiseth
the stormy wind, which lifteth up the waves therédiey mount up
to the heaven, they go down again to the depthde.. maketh the
storm a calm, so that the waves thereof are Jiliey are glad
because they be quiet; so He bringeth them untodhsired haven.'

Nicola read on, chin in hand, turning page aftegegpaNot yet
impassioned outpourings. What a pioneer spirit gwthad! How

she loved it all . . . the hills and mountains, binead paddocks, the
hot, raging wind that was the nor'wester, the gewthispering that
resulted from it . . . the singing of the strangeautiful birds, the

sound of rippling waters in the pass. Her concerrnér brother. ' So
relieved to find that this Francis Westerfield, piesthe difference in
their station, can recognize the dormant qualiiiesHenry of
leadership and responsibility. | am glad that | caok to please him.
And he is adding a wing to this small homesteathabHenry and |
can have our own rooms.'

There was never a word—even later—of loving Fraruig it was
there between every line. What Francis liked besbfeakfast, how
handsome he looked in his Sunday clothes, howgthenwas, how
gentle with the lambing ewes, never minding how ynhaurs he
spent out of his bed, when snowstorms swept thegpountryside. '
We are fast preparing for his bride now. | hope his sake, that she
loves this place. | hope she will not miss the atemes of life at home



too much, for she is gently-born. Francis has @der piano to be
sent out for her. And he is working every nightntake his home
beautiful for her. But of course it is so raw, gan

‘I am helping him. We lined all the rough walls hitopies of the
Lyttelton Timedbefore we put the papers on. Such pretty papeus. T
lovers' knots and wreaths of roses for the bedr@owery handsome
striped one for the drawing-room in gold and whh& has put a
lantern at the door, in wrought iron, to light heme. | have polished
up the spinning-wheel. It has had some rough udaggther up the
bits of wool the sheep leave on the thorn bushestagourithe
Maoris all it. We call it Wild Irishman. | have wew Francis and
Henry socks from it. The white and the black togetimake a very
pleasing grey. . .."'

Jassy brought Nicola a tray of supper. Nicolatateeichanically. The
asparagus rolls were not nearly as real as Jameeslland stuffed leg
of mutton . . . Colonial goose they called it that they had that first
Christmas day with the sun blazing down.

Francis and Henry had made it a real gala dayherybung Jane.
They had taken her in a borrowed trap to the beath,two other
families. ' Henry and the other men fished off tbeks, but Francis
and | and the two Wilberforce children gatheredlishéhe like of
which | had never before seen. A happy, happy day.'

Had she known she was falling in love with him?

Nicola was fiercely glad that she had had that padectly happy
day. A day such as he and his Nancy had never ghalieola
remembered reading somewhere that there can beuarmnhwhich a
woman can be happy all her life. Had that been'Sanéad it meant
more to her, always, than all the years of wifehaod motherhood?
One little day.



The entries grew shorter for each day. A resereptan. Jane was
leaving her joyous girlhood behind. There werevatierse sentences
interspersed between items such as: ' Made catatley. Not for
downstairs use, but for the bedrooms. Used the faeay moulds
Francis bought in Christchurch, for after she carieancis thanked
me. . ..

'Henry dreams night and day of having his own pléome. At first |
thought | could never bear to leave Marino, but ndahink | could.
When Henry mentioned it to Francis he said, veingldy, "Perhaps
in a year or two, Henry, | can understand you weantrour own
place, but | need Jane here just now. Nancy isggtmrfind it very
lonely and strange and she is not used to waitmtperself." And
Henry said, quite roughly for him, "Then beforedoyou'd better put
your name down for one of the girls from the shipsmaid your
wife," and added, " You might need two—they wolt'skave as Jane
has done, outside as well as in." | felt very, vemtr It's the life out
here. Henry would never have spoken so to his eyeplat Home.
But here Jack is as good as his master and sotbf#efacks become
masters.

'Francis didn't take offence. He said, quite mildly know Jane has
been worth her weight in gold. If for nothing eldee fact that she has
never complained that she has had only two meodmpany."

‘Complained.’

That last word was underlined. Nicola, readingeatury later, felt

she had suddenly become Jane. The word stabbed flienust have
stabbed Jane. Complained? When she was able ®therman she
loved, cook his meals, make his bed, wash andhi®shirts . . . ride

over these glorious hills with him, share the stsxaad moons, even
if to him it meant less than nothing, sentimentallgne was just
someone to minister to his comfort, never to thegd of the spirit.



Nicola turned a page. ' The bedroom furniture cambéy dray from

Christchurch yesterday. Francis rode down a fontngnce. It is

beautiful, from a home sold up by people who hasteirned to

England. There is a beautiful mahogany bed and eaststand with
muslin drapes for a splash-board and violets orchivea. There are
two chests of drawers. Francis says Nancy hasod tbdthes. One of
the chests has a mirror with a swinging stand. \¢erwenient.' (Jane
probably had a tiny rectangular, spotty mirror, ggred up on a
packing-case, Nicola thought angrily.) 'There svall carved chair
with a cane back and a rose satin seat. He evaghbthe curtains
and some embroidered drapes for the mantelpieess oBall | loved

a pair of china candlesticks with fat little goldpeds twining round

the bases. Francis has made the little room offidédroom, the one
with the sloping ceiling, into a dressing-room Kancy. The hooks
he has put up!

'We worked on it till nearly midnight last night ditdenry was not
pleased. But at last it was done. It will need maghmore than
dusting now till she comes. And Francis picked hgp ¢andle—and
we began to go out of the room—and in the doorwayaused and
looked back at the room. The moon was shining tindhe dormer
window. It is very beautiful. | have never seen@erbeautiful room.
We stood there in silence for quite a few momethes) Francis said,
quite roughly, "Let's get downstairs. We won't b for work
tomorrow." Almost as if | had persuaded him to work | couldn't
understand it.

'‘When we went down, Henry said, very shortly: "Anot before
time," and then he turned to me and said: "Jareds is going to
sell us the Koromiko Block. 'I'd have preferredjtofurther north, but
he wants company—yours—for his wife. We'll put eeth roomed
shack to begin with, then I'll build you a fine hestead later. [I'll
continue to work here while I'm stocking the rumauYcan help Mrs
Westerfield for a few weeks, then she ought to lbe & manage
alone, just as you have done."'



From then on the entries were shorter. ' Franftisdday to go down
to Christchurch. | wish he had left himself moregi He would have
to ride hard. But he had no wish, he said, to speadbng in the city.
Sometimes the ships are so late. We have had trengsor'westers
and back in the mountains the snow is melting aediters rising. |
wish they had been married in Christchurch instdagaiting till the
Bishop comes here. It would be over and done i t

Another entry, a significant one. ' She is veryuidal and stylish.
Even bedraggled and wet you could see that. Thestinack a rock in
the Waipuku and tipped over. But what had humitldter most was
that Francis turned up in town riding a bullocksHorse went lame
in the last stage, and it was all he could getolild not have cared.
Crinolines are going out, she says, and it's mdsilstles now. Her
hair is pure copper. She is appalled at the standatife here. |
expect it does seem raw to her. Yet | love it. Bpslshe will in time
grow to love it too. The freedom, the beauty, toetlills and
mountains are so close here. How could one helpdat? And there
are such chances for men to make good. Back HomeyHeould
never have had the chance to become his own master.

'Francis is very quiet. He had no appetite tonidlot. made his
favourite steamed pudding. Nancy just pecked a.her

'‘Nancy has been crying. Homesickness is a veripterthing. That
must be it. But she will get over it, poor girl.&Swill have to. One
does get over things.' (What had Jane had to one20She had
written that out of experience. Something much wotban
homesickness.)

‘Things are worse. Very strained. | feel sorryNamncy too. Francis
has lost weight. | don't think he has looked realigll since we
finished getting the house ready. | wonder if, etlean, he was
anxious about her settling. He was all anticipatidrthen. Then he
suddenly became very irritable and moody, snappetead off one



day when | urged him to leave earlier for Christchu So unlike
him. The Bishop will be here in a week's time.'

There was a fortnight when there were no entriedl.at

Then: ' Nancy is back in Christchurch staying withe

Wrothinghams, waiting for a ship back Home. Framgis a strange
mood—as well he might be. He must be bottling up fieelings
because he is acting as if it had never happenedven whistles. |
know it is to make us think it does not matter im.hlt is so

humiliating for a man. He has locked the door at tloom.

'Henry is so worried about him he is not hurryingwthe building of
the shack. Says he would not leave Francis alobheotmd. Henry is a
good friend to Francis, for | know he is longingaée up the land at
Koromiko and live there, especially now he appéarse falling in
love. Mrs Mannington's sister has come here, Fgl8ymonds, to
help with the children. | have suggested to Fratita$ he ought to
ride to Christchurch to see Nancy, that she ham bete the
Wrothinghams' two months now. That her welcome bayvearing
thin and she may be missing him. He looked at mgtrsmgely and
said: " I don't want her back, Jane." It is justier But | dare not say
so. Francis is very reserved—or has become so.'

Six months later still there was another entry.iiaj between.

‘Nancy has sailed. When she delayed so long | titosge was
changing her mind. It is the same ship she camemutshould not
have cared for that. Everyone will know, from thap@in down.
Perhaps now she is out of New Zealand, Francisragtbver.'

The next entry was seven weeks laleam going to marry Francis. A
young clergyman, newly arrived, is to take the weddnot the
Bishop. It is to be a double wedding. Henry is miag Felicity



Symonds. They seem very happy. Francis needs s@&mrteolook
after him. Better a half loaf than no bread.’

It sounded frozen, flat.

What kind of a wedding had that been? Had Frareenla reserved
bridegroom, with Jane at his side knowing his thdsgvere with
Nancy? And had Francis taken her to that bedrooey thad
furnished together, with the furniture bought faaridy? Jane would
have been reserved too . . . Jane who could haws*adich love to
give . . . always afraid to show hirti how much steed, always
torturing herself with the thought that when Franleeld her in his
arms, when he had a man's need of her, he mighyibg to imagine
she was Nancy.

Daylight was breaking in the east before Nicolatpatdiaries down.
They finished six years after the marriage. JameFaancis had two
children by then. George Henry and Felicity Annend . . . surely
Francis hadn't been blind enough to call his daargatter Nancy?
Nancy had been Anne. Nicola herself was Nicola Aafter Nancy.

But those six years of diary-keeping were even mporgnant than all
the rest. No doubt Jane had married Francis, tpdhat at least she
could serve him, bear his children, help him bujda fine estate. But
it hadn't been enough. She had needed the outhaitofg her diary.
It had been a strain to stem the force of her fovdiim, something
she had not reckoned on.

‘I must not let it make me bitter,' she had writtdrove should not go
sour on one, must not let it make me irritable wWitlancis or the
children. It is a good thing | am so busy, thaaVé so little time to
think about being second-best. And Francis is 8d,ks0 considerate,
even affectionate.'



Now, nearly one hundred years later, Nicola Tremtas clenching
her hands and sayingAffectionate!Good of him, wasn't it? If he'd
had good red blood in his veins he wouldn't haveegmining for that
spoilt Nancy . . . he'd have fallen for Jane loefpke. He wanted a
bomb under him! | expect he was the snooty, germttefarmer type,
who regarded Jane as just a peasant. Only theaglkeodf women
made him marry her!" Many Colonial men had dond fhst,
marrying the servant girls of sixteen or sevent@n came out as
emigrants, or with their mistresses. ' | hope,haw | hope, that she
found great joy in her children! '

Old Cousin George remembered her as laughing, asn in old
age. How much of that had been pretence —at tirmhya rate—then
had come to be second nature?

The last entry was the day after Felicity's sedoinithday. Jane had
written the night before of all the preparationgnd/ and his wife
had come across from Koromiko Gorge and severalathighbours
had driven long distances. Nicola could see it allthe little boys in
holland and sailor suits, the little girls in whigenbroidered frocks
with wide coloured sashes, the men correctly gafbethe occasion
but drifting down to the yards to talk sheep .e party games on the
same front lawn she could look out on from the lagdvindow; the
little iced cakes, the home-made lemonade, theedisi jelly kept
firm on the marble shelves in the dairy ... thepewion of the aviary,
the walk down to the river ... thais and bellbirds singing, the fan-
tails flirting about in the air before them. . . .

But next afternoon Jane was writing: ' | must bedi I've been very
irritable with Francis today. And he did not answmee back, just
looked at me sorrowfully and went outside. | feghamed. | have
two bonny, loving children, a beautiful home, threebt in the district,
a husband who is a good provider. | have so nh#ig things to be
thankful for. Only --'



And there the diary ended. No more entries. No noart@ourings.
An unfinished story. Nicola felt she couldn't beat to know about
the years that came after. And she wouldn't, évebody knew why
Jane Temple Westerfield had stopped keeping diamegears after
she married.

Had it marked some crisis in her life ? Nicola veahto know so
badly it was almost a physical pain. And she wawdger know. It
was like finding a library book with the last pagen out. But, in that
case, you could always hunt another copy down.

Nicola knew, from her experience with Genevieve kivgjton, that

she held in her hands the very essence of a Cealt&ook that need
not have been just an historical record, but ahflsd-blood

chronicle. As it was, cut short like this, and watlkvoman's stark pain
revealed, it didn't seem cricket to use it. Janmfle had gone to
such infinite pains to keep these outpourings framyone. She'd
needed the outlet so badly she just had to write she had never
meant them to meet other eyes.

Nicola could see her, quite vividly, writing out rhemmoments of

longing, pouring into the pages the force of feglshe dared not
lavish on Francis, writing them when her childreergvin bed and

Francis out at some meeting or working in the |&wth Island

twilight. She would replace her secret diary unitlerfloorboards of

the old china closet and go to meet him, smiling) sg&rene again, to a
reserved, if kindly, but blind pioneer, who hadieserved his Jane.
Nicola stood up, stiff and weary, put out her hand caressed the
book. Every word was an unshed tear. She fell pdieavy-hearted

and unrefreshed.

She woke to the sound of a tap on the door andggied up from
perplexed though deep sleep, to find Jassy comimgth a tray. She
shook herself into awareness ... the sun was higtust be late . . .it



was already hot with a dryness she was beginniragsociate with
Canterbury.

‘Jassy, I've slept in! Why didn't someone wake inegh't have you
waiting on me like this! | read too late.’

Jassy was quite unconcerned. ' Oh, a body's ehtilédreakfast in
bed once in a while. | knew yon diaries would upa®i. I've often

thought it would have been a good deal better hadosirned them,
had her unhappiness died with her. I've read thgselhand shed a
tear or two over them. Isobel—Forbes's mother s-tha right of it,

and she should know. She vows that the big andnsadents of

Jane's life were the ones she had to write abowtrtbst of the time
Jane would be so busy she'd be pretty contentthibaithers would
be few and far between. That once she'd writtemtbhat she'd be
herself again, the happy woman OIld George remembers

Jassy had put the tray down on the bedside taldeld\reached out
and caught her hand. ' Oh, Jassy, that makes e fiemdred times
better. | went to bed last night with such a weighime.’

Jassy nodded. ' Well, you've got the worst ovet, But don't fret
about it. Bit hard on you, | told them, having éad all that, knowing
your own ancestor had caused Jane all that heamigurl daresay
Jane knew, in her better moments, that she madheiBra far better
wife than Nancy would have.’

‘Yes,' said Nicola, picking up her porridge spoonthink she very
likely did know that, but her tragedy was in wonidgnf Francis ever
realized it. Well, | must snap out of this. It'hgh to be grieving
over something that happened a hundred years ago.’

Nicola was just finishing her last piece of toastl anarmalade when
she heard the voices. Young voices . . . male goiteey floated up
from the yard below.



They sounded oddly familiar. But how? She knew ne get apart
from the two homesteads. She flung back the clotwest to the
window-seat.

She looked down. About ten boys in T-shirts andkkisaorts, all
with bicycles with towel-wrapped bundles tied orithhandlebars
and with haversacks on their backs. And in the,leadl talking
nineteen to the dozen to Forbes, Ginger and Darkie!

Their voices came clearly to Nicola: ' So you see,thought this
place would make a good subject for our projectv/got to do one
on sheep-runs for class. That girl—that funny girom
England—told us about the Re-enactment you're khavive
wondered if we could look over the property ancetakme photos,
Mr Westerfield?'

Nicola groaned. Forbes Westerfield would think slas the biggest
nuisance they had ever entertained . . . arriviitly avcrippled car, a
caged canary, a silly excitable little city dog,ammas at that moment
prancing madly round Ginger and Darkie, having gatmed them.
And while Jassy had not minded giving her breakfasied, Forbes
might easily think it quite unsuitable for a womaemssy's age to be
carrying trays upstairs to a girl in her early tives.

She could see Ginger's earnest little pink fa¢editowards Forbes,
and hoped the boy wasn't going to receive a snefioask. Ginger
went on, 'She's beaut, isn't she? That girl thatecaere with the
canary and the poodle? Gee, it was funny . . washing that dog in
the horse-trough in the pound. We thought she wi&sat first. Dad

told us it would be all right when she got heratthlr Westerfield

had a splendid aviary. We'd like to see it, plebsé Dad said if you
were busy we were not to bother you but just toeha\picnic and
come home.'



Nicola was relieved to see Forbes grin. ' You'oked a pretty good
day. We'll show you round and give you all the dofe were going
to spend the day digging up old records anywayr&'tea busy time
coming up—the hay's nearly ready to cut—but we spare you

some time. You've biked a fair way, haven't you®@for you. And

mighty little on tarseal. Come on in and we'll festou up something
to eat. You can keep your lunches for later.'

Nicola felt aghast. All those mouths to feed! Tomld make Jassy
really mad. Men were the limit! Her tins would empt no time. She

grabbed her brunch coat and fled for the bathrooneres she

contented herself with a very sketchy wash, dablae#l to get into a
couple of brief garments and some denim jeans laind She slipped

her feet into thonged sandals and sped down.

She needn't have worried, Jassy was always foredanah her
cooking, and always had a reserve of ginger snaghstaortbread and
fruit cake. She was cutting slices off the cake nibw boys sitting on
forms at the big table the shearers ate at, inoseasd already she
had plates of queen cakes and Anzac biscuits piggd

Cousin George had brought in bottles of orangeiabirdm the dairy

and was pouring it into thick kitchen cups, andddésrcame in with a
huge enamel pitcher of ice- cold water from a séntam-box just

outside the back door that ran the most delicioaterwNicola had

ever drunk. Garry, at that moment, came in behing &nd paused in
sheer amazement. ' What goes on here?'

Forbes chuckled It seems Nicola doesn't only collect lame dogs a
dying canaries. She also collects boyfriends. Bydbzen.'

‘There're only ten of us,' said Darkie, sturditgnal.

Forbes said: ' Look at Nicola's face!" and theyaalghed.



Cousin George pushed a mug of cordial at her asadown, and a
plate of biscuits. ' Tuck in," he advised her.

'‘Cousin George, | couldn't. I've just finished th®st enormous
breakfast.'

He said, ' Oh, no matter. You look far too thime. Need more flesh
on your bones.'

'She probably likes being that way," said Ginger,oae man to
another. 'Girls are funny that way. Should see mteis She won't
look a cream cake in the face. Catch me! | likengdt

'l should think you did.' said Nicola faintly, segithe biscuits rapidly
dwindling.

But when Cousin George took it for granted she \wgasg to
accompany them on the tour of inspection, she eefuDefinitely
not. I'll wash up these things and begin to earrkegp. No, | won't
change my mind. I've a certain image to estabhslal it's not to be a
lily of the field or a pampered guest. I'm a workimember of the
family.'

'She's right, said Forbes unexpectedlyeave her be, Grandfather.
Come on, Garry, let's get on with it." As they dieapled the boys out,
the phone rang in the kitchen. Forbes picked it up.

Nicola could tell by the look on his face and hosé that it was
Felicity. Something not quite natural . . . woule-lbasual, she
thought. Think you'd better ask her another time, FlissdNi's got
company. Some chaps have arrived to see her. Téimeof, as a
matter of fact.' He chuckled maddeningly. ' Yesgill ten. She bowls
them over like ninepins. They're a bit young for, e course . . .
mostly ten to twelve years, but still ! Two of theatted as
knight-errants when she was on her way here, whemst involved



with that livestock . They think she's beaut anouight all their pals
to meet her. She'll come over and see you one esyweek. Plenty
of time before your trip for you to get to know gbu want to,

anyway.'

He hung up, said to Nicola, ' Felicity wanted yogb over there and
advise her what to see in London. | told her yg@dver there next
week.' He dropped his voice, though only Jassywitisn earshot.
It's working, girl. She'd rather have you at Korkmthan here. She
wants to keep an eye on you,"' and he was gone.

It was quite a Saturday. Jassy would have cookedbtlys a hot
dinner, but Nicola dissuaded her. But they had theiches at the big
table and as a supplement Jassy slapped up a htoeds scones
and pikelets. Nicola couldn't think what she maanthe Ilatter till
she saw her greasing a girdle and dropping spaoofubatter on to
it. She said, 'Oh, we call them drop scones.'

In the afternoon, when Cousin George felt theyHeitime to digest
their meal, and had finished the tour of the wdwds, the dipping
roundabouts, the grain- sheds and the stockyaedsdk them down
to the river to bathe.

'‘And mind," Forbes warned, ' no fooling ... theers/take a terrible
toll of lives. One pool is very safe, no snagscaoents. A good rock
for diving oft . . . but no sneaking off to any ethpools.’

To Nicola's surprise Old George appeared in batsivagts too. What
a fine figure of a man he was!

‘Don't you wear a bathing-cap, Nicky?' asked Garry.

'‘No, | can't stand the feel of them. | like the @ratrough my hair.’



She had on a striped swim-suit with copper andkb&igpes, and
Garry looked at her appreciatively.You never did send me a
coloured snap of yourself. | must have preconceigleds, because |
imagined you very pink and white and sort of fragil my boyhood
idea of an English girl. But you look as if you'skvays belonged
here ... an outdoor type. That's a lovely tan.'gHdened. ' Or am |
being naive? And is it out of a bottle? People wittur colouring
don't usually tan. Though you're more tawny, really

‘Yeah. Just like a Red Indian,' said Ginger closard them.

They heard Forbes laugh behind them. Nicola saidas fortunate.
Mother has a bit of this colouring, but is darked &as quite a brown
skin. But the tan is the result of weeks on bodunig,splus all the
sunshine | experienced since from Bay of Islandsete. | soaked in
it.

The pool was beautifully deep for diving.Only experienced
swimmers go in there,’ said Forbes, ' and even trstraight
through it to the shallower pool where if you ge¢d you can put
your feet down. That's the safety rule about rivahing, and every
time you come, even if you think you know the paall enough,
examine the bottom from the bank to make sure agshave drifted
down. River pools alter from one day to next.'

He turned round to see Garry taking Nicola's hand scowled.
Really, he was mad! They dived. The water was aelgty cool,
taking their breath away at first. When they surthdNicola saw
Forbes still had a line between his brows. Now whgpuld he be
displeased? He must want her to play up to no anehim, even
though to Felicity he hinted that Garry had beenvlbd over.
Perhaps since then he'd thought it would be awkifaite and Garry
really did fall for each other. That wouldn't shi$ purpose at all.



In fairness she had to admit he was good with itie. iHe wouldn't
allow too much ducking.That can get out of hand. Somebody ge
too much water in him.' He organized water gamstead to please
the more exuberant spirits. Then he got Cousin §eto put on a
diving display. Forbes made a running commentaryhendifferent
techniques.

Something clicked in Nicola's mind. Cousin Georgd heen a crack
swimmer in his youth. Probably the silver cupsha tdrawing-room

were evidence of that. No wonder he looked incigdibung to be

the grandsire of Garry and Forbes. He'd kept hinssefit.

She said so to Forbes. He nodded. ' Yes, they inséenithe Army
exercises here still. They have a jungle trainini liere, back in the
hills among the bush that they .call Little Malayaey train our men
there for jungle warfare. It's an ideal place—sual/exercises and so
on. Granddad is often away with them for a few daythe gorges,
demonstrating swimming techniques in rough watempe work and
so on. Well, I reckon the kids have had enouglty 8l keep on till
they're tired—that's when the accidents happen.’

Nicola said: ' | can't quite understand their ptgdetting them take
on an expedition like this, quite unsupervised, nvtieey knew they
were taking their swimming things.'

Forbes looked grim for a moment. ' | know. There fatk who take

parenthood far too lightly. They seem to think il wever happen to
their own youngsters . . . only to other peoplii&lcen, the ones you
read about in the papers.’

'It was very good of you to give them the time. fEhmust have been
something else you'd rather have been doing.'



He grinned. ' Good excuse for a day off, and iten@danddad take a
break too. He's a tiger for work. We'll be flat énaim next week, so |
might as well.’

It had made a break for Nicola too, had put caeefreurs between
her and the poignancy of Jane's diaries. Thetrifqpact had been so
sharp. She must not take it to heart too muchh@bevork to do. She
was not concerned with Jane's life only. There weaay records to
be gone through, living incidents to be extractedifthe dry-as-dust
items listed in old account books and journalsnsthand dog-eared
with use. Prices for crops and other produce, stmckpoultry. The

frozen meat trade, started so early in colonizatilbe depression of
the mid-eighties, the stories of the big land conmgs, the way the
huge runs gradually got broken down, the countryemgettied,

regular coach services instituted, the incredilbbeséry of the early
coach drivers in getting mails through, flood, kqtuake, fire.

Railways built, roads branching out in all direaso local shows,
early electioneering. You could see the class &aigoing down, a
new race emerging, self- made men, worthy of thecess they
wrested from the soil.

At four Old George decided the boys should be eir thay. Forbes
said, ' I'll take them back home in the big trudle can pile the bikes
in. They'll be tired now and the nor'wester's swrmgnd to the east.
They'd buck it all the way home.'

'‘And I'm going to get right on with that materiak fthe book," said
Nicola.

‘You aren't, you know,' said Forbes. ' You're cgninth me in the
cab of the truck.'

Despite herself, Nicola's heart leapt a little. ikvfehe loved Felicity,
it was something to know he was beginning to ligedompany. That
once she had appeared at Marino, his prejudicefi¢thd



'l'd love to,' she said. He put out a hand to nelpup the high step
and over his shoulder, in the yard, she saw a sraglan Austin, with
Felicity at the wheel.

Oh, that was the reason! To tease his former feance

Nicola bit her lip. Felicity came over, a line bew®n her brows. '
Going to be long, Forbes? Mother has been doingesbetated

spring-cleaning and came across some old thingsbilanged to

Henry Temple. They're gorgeous . . . frock coats morning coats,
some sack coats buttoned really high, overcoatddbk exactly like

something out of Dickens . . . fairly short . ndaanother top-hat. You
were short on top-hats, weren't you? And a coujpheghitshirts and a
nightcap . . . though I don't see where you carthea.'

Forbes waved towards Garry. ' Go through them iith He knows
more about it than | do. Letty and he have had theads together
over the wardrobe, night after night. I'll see th&hen | get back.'

Garry said easily, ' Oh, if you'd rather stay, Fesbl'll run the boys
home and show Nicky the countryside if that's wioat aim to do."'

Forbes chuckled. ' No fear ... the lady is minee€io, everybody.’

Nicola's hand itched to slap him, but she gaveutward sign. The
more she opposed him, the more he'd persist. Elien Worbes said,
' Ha . . . Felicity is taking an interest in then@nnial now," she
answered nothing.

Nicola gave herself up to the enchantment of it edpecially the
return journey when they were looking into the hedrthe sunset.
Forbes pointed out faithfully each local featusgnd up for her the
past with the present.



'Has Felicity always been a family name ?' shecska. ' | notice
that Jane and Francis called their first daughfer &enry's wife.
Felicity Melford would be the third, | suppose?'

'Fourth really. Granddad had a sister—dead now-ed#hat.'

‘Then the Koromiko Gorge folk and the Marino HollK have been
very closely linked always?'

‘Yes. Of course you'll have noticed from the dimurtevas part of the
original estate once—Koromiko. Most of the estateessmaller now,
and rightly so. It's not right for one man to ownmuch. Land was
cheap in the early days and the moneyed men—Ii&adis— were
able to buy huge tracts. It kept the feudal sysgeing, to a certain
extent. Good thing it's gone. | expect that wastlarothing Jane
suffered from—a sense of inferiority. Nancy had rbdgancis's
social equal. Jane was the hired man's sisterwtimean Francis
married for a housekeeper, not as the woman helldde folded his
arms across the wheel—he had pulled up to show gémpse of a
distant peak—and looked intently at Nicola. ' Whiak you think of

the diaries?'

The tawny ones met the green-flecked ones candidat did you
think | felt about them, Cousin Forbes?'

‘Jassy said you had taken them to heart,' he eaitls' She rounded
on us all when she came down after bringing yoppsuto you. She
said she could see wet smudges on the pages. Didvgep over
them, Nicola?'

She looked swiftly away. ' | did," she said shortl@ould any woman
read those entries and not feel stirred . . . éiewas because of my
side of the family that she never felt loved, wahtes a wife wants to
be?'



She looked back to find Forbes's eyes very intponhther face. He
said slowly, 'I'm glad you felt that way. It's belke that with me
ever since | first read them.'

'‘How old were you?'

‘Thirteen. The school holidays. I'd just recoveimun measles and
they were keeping books away from me in case | myrteyes. |
couldn't stand being without reading matter, sodaked out and got
this stuff out of the box-room. The fact that theses no satisfactory
ending to the story has always bothered me. | wondey she
stopped just there. It wasn't the end of a yeas.j&s$t didn't write in
that book any more.’

Nicola said, Perhaps she didn't need to. Perhaps she camert® te
with life, accepted the fact that she was secorst-#ed resolved to
make the most of what she had. You remember hod $be was of
Browning's poems. She mentioned them several tilmesnder if
she ever came across that one:

The common problem, yours, mine, everyone's,

Is not to fancy what were fair in life—providecculd be;
But finding first what may be—then find how to makéair
Up to our means ... a very different thing.'

Nicola was surprised at the expression in Forleg€s. It was as if he
looked at her as a person in her own right forfitts¢ time, not as a
kinswoman from a branch of the family he disliked.

He still spoke slowly, and, oddly, even a littleathlessly.

‘Thank you, Nicola. That—somehow—makes me feel fea@bout

her.! He gave a short laugh that just stopped shbrbeing

embarrassed. ' Perhaps you think it strange ftiap of my day and
age to be so sentimental about what happened gapo?’



Nicola pushed her bright hair back from her brdve,'l don't. | was
so exhausted last night with my emotions, | hateliomyself not to
be so foolish. But it had got me by the throaseémed intolerable to
me that | could do nothing about it. I've neveremxgnced anything
like that before. | wanted to step back into yeddgr... to somehow
make Francis realize Jane's true worth. | wantedtbieven adore
her, to realize his incredible luck in getting denlike that. Forbes, do
you know what made me maddest of all with Franeisthat entry
when she said, "He is so kind, so considerate, affentionate." She
ought not to have been made to feel like that,diking grateful for a
pat on the head!'

Nicola found she was clenching her hands and exhtizat tears were
standing in her eyes. She shook her head impatie@th, dear! This
Is foolish of me. I'm not usually so emotional. Faherive on, will
you? Let's get back to small talk.’

He laughed. ' No, | won't. | like you this way, Nia . . . especially
since I'd imagined you a hard- boiled lass liketdlelém glad, darned
glad you came to New Zealand—against my wishes.'

As he slid his arm around her shoulders, and desvichhim, Nicola
was taken by surprise. The dark countenance shehwaght so
saturnine was close to hers and the next momentwsisebeing
kissed. It was a kiss that suited the moment, rnudrd kiss, as she
might have imagined from him, but a gentle, ingistess expressing
the feelings they had both just shared with eabkrot

All sorts of emotions chased over Nicola, submeagdiar in feelings
she had never experienced before. It had beenesgaated. Then,
beneath the sweetness of it, the lasting of iteadisprang to life. She
mustn't let things like this happen again. Theyahted Forbes and
Felicity to make it up. She must not come betwdent or the
family would think it a case of history repeatingelf and her own



visit would leave a nasty taste in their mouthscdd gently but
firmly disengaged herself.

She achieved a laugh that did her credit, rubbedhe and said, '
Never been kissed by anyone with a beard befonedtifer light
laugh and she managédAren't we getting intenseWeare kissing
because we feel cheated about Francis and Jane!'

Forbes looked at her indignantly. ' Aren't you ddddooded,
analytical little beast?' he demanded. ' Reasoms#dmever be given
for kisses. It's horrible. Kisses just happen.'

At that moment a car swept past them. An Austificigs Austin!

Forbes burst out laughing. ' Well, if Felicity caapan eyeful of that
as she came over the bridge, she'll certainly thwakre getting
serious.' He straightened round, switched on thiiag, pressed the
self-starter.

Nicola felt ice-cold anger replace the hot flusteofbarrassment.

Reasons should never be given for kissing, he hat] they just

happen . . . just happen! The utter hypocrite! [[dré He'd kissed her
for no other reason than that, out of the tail isf éye, he'd seen
Felicity's car coming up the bridge approach. Hatbne what he'd
hoped for? Roused Felicity to a fever- pitch ofgeay? Nicola didn't

know and tried to tell herself that she didn't ¢cdahat it couldn't,

wouldn't matter to her. The thing that had hurt twess that he hadn't
been candid about it.

She could have forgiven him if he had said, ' K&felicity, let's give
her something to go on with.' But no, he'd triedéceive Nicola into
thinking it a moment of genuine tenderness ana@ton. She must
be on guard against him and against herself, agtias traitorous



and undermining force that was the love— unsouglhie+sd found
in her heart for him.



CHAPTER IX

It was a good thing that there was so much to dtherchronicle.

Nicola knew she must get her mind off the relatiopdetween Jane
and Francis. This was the tale of a whole famhyotigh a hundred
years, not just of two people and their lifetime.

Old George didn't like her working away up in heom. ' Do you
have to have solitude?' he demandédion't you want to ask us
things constantly? Things you, as an English gwbuldn't know
about life here. Things of last century that | gregvhearing about
from my father. Even, when | was tiny, from JanesbH.’

Nicola realized that to the whole family Jamasthe past. It was most
endearing. And it served Francis right that he fitls¢ New Zealand
Westerfield, was completely eclipsed in the mensor@ his
descendants by his wife who'd not been of the sdass, who had
been his second-best love. Oh dear, Nicola becamedhat she too
was becoming obsessed with Jane.

She smiled at Cousin George. ' | could manage fimdthough Mrs
Walkington and | worked in her quiet study, sheareshut herself
away from her family and neighbours. With the reslht they all
appreciated it and didn't interrupt any more thagythad to. Her
family are married but live quite near her—excepmt the one in
Canada—and her grandchildren always find her atitesShe used
to say that if an author cut herself off from rgaliher books lost
something. So we got conditioned to a certain arhotimoise and
disciplined ourselves to pick up where we left without having
been really unsettled. | would like to be near,eesgdly when I'm
shuffling these notes and so on into sequencel. tRatgh | might be
a nuisance—sort of disorganize the pattern of yeenings.’

They seemed genuine enough in wanting her with tdessy looked
up from the farm socks she was darning and saiith, avitwinkle in



the boot-button eyes, 'They aren't just being acsodating, Nicola .
. . they're being selfish. They're all so interdstein fact dafton . . .
the history, they can't any of them resist meddlifigey've not got
the know-how to put it together themselves, but/'theutt in all
along the line!’

Garry was the first to laugh. Old George and Fotbeked slightly
offended. The cap fitted too well. Garry said:ss}és got it in one |
Nicky, you'll just have to put up with a lot of @rference. But listen,
Granddad, and Forbes, let her get on with it foitawe'll just read
and she can ask as she needs to. We're darnegloglad here, and
we're ready to help when you need us, or to shiftrugt. And that's
that.'

Nicola beamed on him. 'Thanks, Garry. That's modeustanding.'

Garry said: ' Well, | could see what it was goiogbe . . . Forbes
wants to sit breathing down your neck and gettilhpia own ideas
and favourite bits in. Itll be much better if saone a little

distant—not so prejudiced—uwrites the history. Kéegm away from
the main thread of things, Nicola, and just appeak for verification

of local and historical details.'

Nicola took a quick look at Forbes's face and sawvhs gazing at
Garry with a puzzled look, almost as if he rese@ady keeping him
away from Nicola and the history. Well, she suppabat if he were
trying to make Felicity jealous, he wouldn't wanar and the
cousin from England to become too obviously atedcHe'd started
off himself by hinting that they were all fallingif her, but it would
never do, as he had realized, for Garry to monepdier time.

Nicola shook her head as if to free herself fronsath problems and
said: 'That's what I'd like best, Garry. To\vorkwohere with you all
at hand.'



Forbes said, ' Okay. We'll clear this desk for you.

'It's not big enough, Forbes. | want to spreadhierg out and be
able to leave them there so | can pick up the*wairlany time. Do
you ever use this extension table in the Far Enthials? It would be
ideal. It gets the light from the two sets of wimdo being in the
corner, and it's got a wall light above it.'

'‘No, we hardly ever use it. Just for games whencthilelren of the
clan are staying with us. It'll be fine. Garry dmdll bring everything
down. By the way, Mary condensed most of Franslsijgboard diary
into readable stuff . . . some of it was very s§odg. not an apt man
with his pen, Francis, though he wrote a fine $cifut at least it
gives the picture of the trip.'

'One of these strong, silent heroes,' said Niasitly a slightly acid
inflection. ' | haven't got much time for them. Vison't make very
good husbands. Every woman needs to be told stveesl land
appreciated once in a while. It keeps a marriagergt She burst out
laughing. ' That's not me, it's pure Genevieve \iiglion.'

Forbes said slowly, ' Genevieve writes romancesabehe? Is it
real, or just wish-fulfilment, airy-fairy stuff?'

Nicola looked him straight in the eye. ' Very re@knevieve's own
marriage is the happiest | know, and I'm in a pasito judge.

Genevieve writes of life as she sees it and expes® it. And she
doesn't just write fiction . . . she does a reguh@rriage guidance
column . . . down-to-earth stuff. She'd make farenautting all her
time into fiction, but she has the idea that ary you have, you

should use for voluntary work too. She spends hoowsiselling. She
knows what she's talking about.

'‘One of her theories—proved too—is that while moagay in laws
and sex problems can ruin marriages, a good matheai could be



saved if only some men were more articulate, if/theought more
romance into their wives' lives. That the women ldquut up with all
sorts of other difficulties if the men made it wosvhile for them.
Lots of people as happy as Doug and Genevieve Witk are
would get wrapped up in a little selfish cocoomappiness—instead
they try to share their own contentment. He's aistiage, and a finer
one you wouldn't get.’

She stopped, blushed brightly, and said: ' Oh,,d&araddressing
you as if you were a public meeting. Do forgive mkeero-worship
my employer.’

Cousin George was standing near her. He looke@rawhh sheer
affection and threw an arm round her shouldet's. all right, Nicola,
we love it. .. and we love you. We feel as if yaeualways been here,
part of the family." He bent and kissed her chedke kissed him
back, her gesture as spontaneous as his.

He pinched her chin, saidBet you've never been kissed by anyor
wearing a beard before!'

Nicola bent swiftly to the table, removing the cepiece and vase, as
she felt the colour creeping up her cheeks agalmenshe did look
up again she caught Forbes's look as he stooddRtsmgrandfather,
his heavy brows arched quizzically.

She said hurriedly, ' Now, do let's get on with.it so much crowding
in on us soon, haymaking, shearing, Christmasll..before the
Centennial. And | can't stay too long after theebedtions.'

Cousin George said swiftly: * Why not? You can siayjong as you
like. Didn't get you out here just to work, you knb

Garry said, reasonably, 'l expect Nicola wantseadback in England
when her employer gets back from Canada. ThaickyQ'



Nicola nodded. ' Yes, it's a job that suits me getly. I'd never get
another as good. It was just fortunate that Geneweas taking such
a long trip. That ties in with what | said about,hef course. Her
daughter is having a baby and she's in an inadctesgpot where they
can't get much help, so Genevieve is pitching in.'

Forbes went upstairs with her to bring down somghefrecords. 'I'm
glad you gave that as your reason for hurrying paii&ola. Much
better than --'

"Than what?'

‘Than saying you had to go back because your lsdarEngland—as
you did before. The less that's spoken of the béttlon't want any of
them, Jassy or Garry, to let -that bit of newstolielicity. Because |
believe we're having an effect on her. She hasniecover— like she
did today—for ages.' He paused and said, ' Canlengtand the
fellow anyway.'

Nicola paused, one hand on the banister. ' Cadérstand who?
Honestly, Forbes, some of the conversations inhthise are beyond
me. And the personal relationships, right from pendays on, seem
very complicated. Whom can't you understand?’

Forbes's eyebrows were working overtime. Eitheu yare
intentionally dim or you aren't much in love. | methis chap in
England. | can't think how any chap could let &ltke you come out
here for months without even the safeguard of ayjagement ring.
Serve him right if he lost you.'

Nicola knew conflicting emotions. There was a campht tied up in

that—but she couldn't savour any of the sweetngsbecause it just
didn't mean a thing. Forbes loved Felicity, buheatadmired her own
looks. She had to think fast. Should she tell hivatthe'd been
mistaken in that remark of hers in the gorge? Stm&dnt only that



her home was in England, her roots. Forbes mustrnaww she
loved him, though, so there was safety in him timgkhis.

So she said lightly, * We hadn't reached the erngage stage,
Forbes.'

He moved nearer her with one of his sudden movesnelusing the
small gap between them. ' Then you mean that thgagtadmit you
care for him, you're not sure of him?'

Nicola turned her head away from the disturbingxpnity of him,
from those compelling eyes, that ridiculous juttibbgard, the
aggressively male air which she found so dangeyoatlactive.
Why couldn't he leave it alone? She'd only wanteteave a faint
Impression with him that her interests lay in Englaand had been
tempted into confirming his mistaken idea. How vieglish it was to
deviate in the slightest from the truth. Your erons certainly
provided pitfalls at times.

She said, impatiently, ' Forbes, what has it toanth you? It's my
affair, entirely.'

He took his time to answer, though his grip upondre was no less
hurting. Then he smiled, his whole face softenitigg eyebrows
levelling out. ' Let's say I've discovered a foreda myself for my
little cousin from England.’

Nicola caught in her breath. ' You are all clannigten't you? I'm
such a distant cousin of the family.’

A warning bell rang in her mind . . . you ought notdisclaim the
relationship like that. Better for him to think aaffection you may
show him in an unguarded momesbnly cousinly.



He laughed, ' Well, better any connection than n@wn't you like
me being concerned about you . . . and your aftditke heart? Like
a big brother?'

She swallowed, didn't know what to say.

He laughed againYou just don't know what to make of me, do you
All because of that first letter | wrote, you mageyour mind | was
an ogre. Well, | changed my mind once | met youn'Ggu change
your mind about me and treat me more naturally?réazompletely
puzzled, aren't you? You expected to find me aceahudgeon and
instead you find me as sentimental in my own way@s precious
Genevieve. I'd really like to know something ab@ehap who could
let you leave England for months and come thirth@usand miles
away. Isn't he afraid you'll fall for someone else?

Nicola knew she was getting in deep. ' Not redlig.not in the least
susceptible. | didn't have as much as a fluttertren boat-deck
beneath the tropical moon on the way out. | justtdet my emotions
run away with me.'

The moment she said it she knew-she had made ak@jshat it was
too provocative, to a man of Forbes Westerfieldi&enup. It did not
need his derisive laugh to tell her that. He loesehis grip on her
forearm merely to put his arms right round her. d4&d: '"You're
playing with fire, Nicola Trenton. No man would stefor it.' He bent
his head.

Nicola came to life. She lifted up her foot andugbt her stiletto heel
down on his foot with cruel aim, twisted, wrenclrextself free.

'l hate this sort of tomfoolery. I'll have no markit. Besides, | just
hate the feel of that beard. It's like being kiskga@ grizzly bear!



Forbes put his head back and roared. Nicola h
expected—wanted—him to be offended. She glareorawith sheer
chagrin, then to her horror felt a giggle coming amd the next
moment was laughing helplessly.

He sobered up first, looked at her reproachfuthgnt said, "You've
probably damaged my foot for life. What a spitfire!

‘Well, it serves you right. A woman has to use whkaapons she can
when a man uses force.'

A door below opened and Cousin George looked ¥Wthat's going
on up there? We'd like to know the joke.'

Forbes leaned over the banister, grinning. 'You enewill,
Grandfather, it's entirely between Nicola and mem& on, wench,
let's get those books.'

They settled down quietly in the Far End. Nicoladmee engrossed
In her task, looking up occasionally to ask questio

'‘Cousin George, it says here—in the sixties—thae iences were
coming in. What did they use before then?'

'‘Gorse mostly . . . inside sod fences. I'll take t@msee some along the
road on our property. The pioneers brought outeargtings and
seeds. They were grateful at first for natural lutaures on the big
blocks . . . gorges and streams and so on, butrtbeged smaller
paddocks too, so they turned up sods. Pieces wptuif turning the
tussock side in, and planting cuttings betweenttfee They built
them up like brick walls to keep the stock ingilich time as the gorse
flourished. It did well here—grew quickly—too weKept trimmed,

it made wonderful fences and provided shelterlbodas you can see
from some of our hills, it got away and is now inas weed.



'Round here, where they could fell the bush, weaglot of split rail
fences too, but where timber was scarce, like Maa€rbury, on the
plains, you don't get any. Then round here anthénrgouth, in Otago
and Southland, they put in a lot of hawthorn hedB&ssoms here in
October and November, so very few people call g.ma

It was going to be hard work. Mary McGillivray hacdhatural flair for
putting things together, but was an atrocious spedind that meant
that every proper name and ship's name had toduked, apart from
the easily recognizable errors.

The character of Francis began to emerge fromdasumt books. It
must have been devilishly lonely at first, befdre Temples arrived.
His comments were terse, certainly, but perhapstral more
revealing for that. Items likeCarriage on stuff from th&Villiam
Maine. Among other necessities, my books, thank God.6litelt
she would have liked a man to whom, even in a riavk and, books
were necessities.

‘Word of a good man from M. who has arrived in Gtoturch with a
sister said to be a good cook. If suitable it malplsituation when
Nancy comes. Even though some time before thahappen.'

'Rode into Christchurch and purchased furniturenfiihe Chases,
who are returning. Mrs C. cannot take the life.sSTwmorries me. How
will Nancy fare, then, in a place besides whichi§€bhurch is a

metropolis? Henry and Jane Temple have agreed iwe.cGhe

furniture | got is very plain, but probably bettban they have been
used to. Must get some better stuff for Nancy. Jegems most
sensible. They had taken positions with the MobrgdHenry did not

want to stay in town. Sensible man. Greater oppdrés away from

the towns.'



'Feel more sanguine now that Nancy will like tHe.lJane does. If
one woman can take it, why not another? Thougloofse, Nancy is
more gently-bred.' Nicola retorted.

Forbes looked over shoulder. 'What's wrong .Oh?I see.’
She read on: 'Cutting chaff, ploughing, fencingudta Jane to ride.'

Nicola wondered if he had been gentle with her. Wde lift her
down? How Jane must have savoured those moments.

‘Jane is an excellent housekeeper. Thrifty. Sawesioney. Now she
can ride she is organizing a district show, fiossbé held here. Prizes
among the women for butter-making, fruit cakes,atirecandles,
crochet-work, embroidery. Henry and | are judging tiraughts, the
cows, the sheep. Have got wool-classers comingreThell be
shoeing, shearing and dog trials. These thingsstdblished, may
make Nancy feel we do have some social life.’

'‘Have written Nancy to ask her to order some noselsble for Jane
and to dispatch them immediately, unless her ovesg@ge has come
to light sooner than expected when she can briagn thith her. Jane
Is a voracious reader, surprisingly so.'

'‘Condescending creature!" muttered Nicola.

‘Well, | don't know," said Forbes's voice in her.eaou must
remember those were stiff-necked days with much emc
class-consciousness, and not many employers wenfiite England
for books for someone who was virtually a servant.’

‘You can't resist it, can you? Just like Garry vearn . . you're
breathing down my neck!'



'‘Well, | find these old records fascinating. Anddn't want you to
miss any bits that ought to go in.’

Nicola sighed, ' | bow to the inevitable. Draw wmy chair. In your
own way you're just as much of an autocrat as ksaRoor Jane!

'Oh, | expect she had her own way of dealing with-kgetting her
own back. | wonder if she ever ground the heekofriuing-boot into
his instep!’

They were speaking in whispers in deference taeheing family,
but Nicola shook her head at hinrorbes, don't. They'll get curious.
But | hope she wasn't always a doormat."

He shut up, but kept reading with her.

'Prices are good,' Francis went drope to provide Nancy with some
of the things to which she has been accustomedst not expect her
to enjoy roughing it, as Jane has. Jane is as gotside as in. She
will make life easier for Nancy.' (But who had mdde easier for
Jane?)

'‘Bought wall papers in Christchurch. We left theeta on the estate
and Jane rode down with us. Jane is indefatigaloleuld wish that
Nancy were cast in as robust a mould. Put Janddandy up at the
hostelry. Stayed with the Wrothinghams myself. Thwdlyput Nancy
up when she arrives and have asked me to stay dagsvthen too. It
will accustom Nancy to the difference. Christchuishvery gay.
There are so few women that they become exhaustiba aances,
standing up for every single one. We came home miibh reading
matter and have spent some very pleasant everdiags.has a keen
appreciation oPunch.Amazing.'



‘Jane insists that we must start papering sooop¢ INancy fits in as
well to the life here. But of course Jane is phlagm Nancy is a
creature of very fine sensibilities.’

(Phlegmatic? Was it a phlegmatic creature who haten: ' Love
should not go sour on one '?)

The entries got fewer and further between. ' Jadel dinished the
room last night. It looks very elegant.’

No entries for weeks, then, ' Tomorrow | go dowmteait the ship.
Jane thinks | ought to have left sooner. | thin& shil be glad now
when she and Henry can live at Koromiko. She hadsbeen like
herself.'

'‘Brought Nancy back. River flooded. Dray overturngdd start.'

'‘Put rams out. Jane trying to initiate Nancy intgstaries of colonial
housekeeping. Henry's house is taking shape. Muol@tiaus than
the shack at first planned. Jane has changed. ¥ager now, |
suppose, to be mistress of her own home. The @doare a
breeding-ground for independence. But she saysvehgive Nancy

a couple of days a week for the first few months) whe rough work.
Henry is quite moody.'

‘Nancy very homesick. Very quiet. She dislikes nb€westers, and
the whispering. It is eerie, she says. Despitdabithat she is a good
horsewoman, she does not wish to ride round thedames with me.
She says Jane likes the life so much she finddremely irritating.'

(How had Jane found Nancy's attitude? But of eotinat wouldn't
matter.)

'Prices are still rising. Prospects have never bsmmgood. But
Nancy's homesickness is not abating.' (Poor Frawbiat man would



want a reluctant, unhappy bride? But I'm glad héesed too. Not
fair it should all have been on Jane's side.)

Then: 'Nancy is going Home. | am taking her to €lichurch
tomorrow to stay with the Wrothinghams. It is be&td of course
she will be there some time as she is to waitfereturn of th&olin

Sinclair.'

Nicola looked up. 'Forbes, why did she have to a@itthe Colin
Sinclair? It would take months and months to return. Thas the
ship she came out on. Other ships must have adfore then.’

Forbes nodded. ' We've never known why. It had kedarrible

voyage out, even for those days. The crew almogtnrad. The

provisions were shocking, the quarters damp, ewmmwous. But

perhaps it was just as well she did. She marriatiatiicer. Made use
of her trousseau, no doubt, and landed back wihstiatus of a
married woman, better able to face the wrath ofgagents and the
raised eyebrows of her friends. I've wondered & stally enjoyed
the life in Christchurch and toyed with the ideattiomeone there
might marry her. At least Francis was spared that.'

Nicola leafed through Jane's diaries again, fourel éntry about
furnishing the bedroom. ' Is that furniture stiéirg?"

Forbes nodded. ' It is. Didn't Granddad show yoi4@ to see it?'
Nicola rose. ' | certainly would. It sounds so alegy

As they reached the door, Cousin George spoke. ‘gdtothe
atmosphere right, Forbes, you ought to show ietody candlelight.’

Jassey stood up and reached into a cupboard akddem two old
pewter candlesticks, very plain ones. ' We alwaysehhem handy in
case of a power failure in a heavy fall of snowe anded them one



each, lit them. As they went wordlessly up thersidilicola felt as if
she had stepped back a hundred years in time. p&esed on the
landing.

Forbes said, ' It was Granddad's and Grandma'stedof course,
but when Grandma died ten years ago, Granddad moteednother
room. Then when we knew the centenary was comingepestored
it as near as we could.’

He pushed open a door and motioned her in. It wastiful with the
soft muted colours of the long ago. There was tladogany bed
between two sets of the dormer windows that haidéat panes. On it
was spread a very old crocheted spread, overdileclt had a full
lilac silk valance. There were crocheted shams lmn gillows,
threaded with lilac ribbon. The washhandstand helte
violet-sprinkled bowls and ewers and snowy mustepés shielded
the walls. Nicola found out later that Letty haddaahem, copying
from one in the museum. The small carved chair thare, with its
cane back and frayed rose-coloured satin cushidooked as if it
would fall to pieces at a touch.

The two bow-fronted chests of drawers had brasdleamnd on one
of them was the mirror on the swinging stand. HageJever gazed
searchingly at her own features? Had she ever tiidagcifully that

Nancy's beautiful but imperious face smiled mockirtgehind her

own reflection? The china candlesticks were thbtg,one of the

cupids had a chip off his bow. On each side ofrtheor hung a

portrait.

Nicola, said: ' | noticed in the downstairs ond firancis's beard was
a pointed one.’

Forbes grinned. ' Let yourself go, Nicola. Go omeémark that it's a
much more refined one than mine. His could nevelikemed to a
mangy alley cat. Even his sideboards are sleele foize.'



Nicola sighed but smiled. ' | wish you'd forget tthanfortunate
remark of mine.' But irresistibly her eyes wenthat patchy beard
and she began to giggle. ' | can't help it. Itlygalcomical.'

‘Well, it just goes to show what a lovely natuxe Iot, going round
like this for the sake of Granddad. Just you begiappreciate me,
dear cousin.'

Nicola turned to look at Jane. This was an oldeeJaut not by many
years, than the one downstairs. That Jane seehtie more heavily
featured. This one wasn't. Her face was more ovafre
finely-drawn. This one had richly matured, had hea to dress
(possibly had more money to dress on) and hadfademice, almost a
queenliness, that was striking.

The artist had brought out the bones of her featungore
sharply—had caught the tenderness of her well-emjrpassionate
mouth with exquisite artistry, and a light in thgee that made the
picture live.

Nicola stood beneath it, her hands clasped undettie, lips parted,
looking up at it, quite unaware of the picture Bheeself made. ' Why,
she's far, far more beautiful than Nancy. We hapertrait of Nancy,
or at least Gran has, holding two hounds on a jdashcolouring is
lovely, but for sheer personality, this beats hetrait hollow.' Then
very quietly, with a note of wonder, she addeds'Hard to believe
she wasn't a perfectly happy person, looking at'thi

Forbes made no comment. Nicola continued: ' | dealtt to seem
too fanciful, but there's such a happy, tranquii@phere about this
room. This room where Jane must often have fardetcy's ghost
walked . . . for Francis. Even if it didn't... foe seemed a stolid,
unimaginative man. She might still have hated tbsm, though,

knowing it had been made ready for a bride othan therself.'



Forbes said, ' Perhaps, all through the yearsy béygpinesses have
exorcised that ghost, enriched the atmosphere. X&aland is still a
comparatively young country, but certain traditiblase grown up . .
. here, at any rate. It's a family tradition thihtree Westerfields bring
their brides here on their wedding nights. The wagldeceptions are
held in the homestead, but instead of bride andrgrdeparting, the
family departs. Granddad brought his bride herso.did his father
before him. So did my father, and so did Garry'sh@obring her
husband here.'

It swept over Nicola and chilled her ... the knadge that this was
where Forbes would bring Felicity. Because shesudslenly certain
that they would make it up. The romance and semiinoé the

centenary would be too much for them. Another buaeild come

from the Koromiko Gorge Homestead, even as Janecbiax. But

she would come because her bridegroom loved her,asoa

second-best. A housekeeper raised to the statusvié.

Nicola sought for something ordinary to sabhis paper—it couldn't
betheone, could it? But it has wreaths of roses, amel lwvers' knots.
Did you --'

‘Yes, we managed to match it. These old papersdwwe back, after
the era of plain ones. It's exactly the same desigiod things don't
die out. They come back into fashion. We had abihe old as a
sample. Look.' He opened a wardrobe and therelveasame paper,
faded, scratched, but the very same.

‘And the dressing-room was turned into a bedroom tfwe
Westerfield babies. We've brought down the old lerathe low
nursing-chair, we even found a tiny brass cot ia ohthe lofts.’

He opened the door into a slanting-roofed, tinymooBeats me how
they managed to keep children in aldat that . . . any modern child
would be over those low sides in a jiffy.'



He switched the light on, blew out their candlesand the magic was
gone.



CHAPTER X

Nicola felt as if she lived in two worlds, worldsf strange
dimensions. One world was of the eighteen-six@gegjorld where,
oddly enough, she was Jane, Forbes's ancestrés®rrawn. Where
Jane's unrequited love waser unrequited love, where every worc
Jane had written in bitterness and longing seermefliacame from
her own bruised spirit. Nicola even found herdaliking in the more
stilted phrases of a hundred years ago.

The other world was this present-day one, wheredgheot dare to
hold Forbes's eyes for very long, lest he reademdwn that which
must be concealed, where everything he said and@igharpness of
his teasing, his endearing gentleness with the a@sjrthe disturbing
timbre of his voice, the turn of his head, the gbohhis step, were
graven into her memory. The only things of him sloaild be able to
carry away with her when, after the Centennial, sloaild put
thirteen thousand miles of ocean between them again

When she did, he and Felicity would have made ap fuarrel. She
kept her mind firmly away from the tantalizing cleanthat they
might not. Even if they didn't, in time, as almabkways happened in
life, they would each marry someone else and bsoredbly happy.
But Forbes would never turn to Nicola. It would ikevfor Forbes's
mother too much remembered anguish if Nesta's kingeam took the
place of the girl Isobel Westerfield wanted her $ormarry. She
would think that Nicola had come between them &edchance of a
reconciliation.

Besides, they all wanted to see it made up, eversi@@eorge, who
loved Nicola too. It would be such a perfect endinghe hundred
years if Jane's descendant, Forbes, married heérebi®descendant,
Felicity Melford. Henry Temple must have had nossdrfelicity must
be descended through his daughter.



Nicola often wondered what the quarrel had beenabbmust be
Felicity who was the unforgiving one. She could gn& Forbes
flaring up, uttering rash things, but she couldndgine him sulking.
And he obviously would do anything to bring her lbdao him.
Though she couldn't admire his technique. It onlyated Felicity.
Though at least she came and went quite often thegge Sometimes
Nicola felt she hated Felicity for spurning thatigéhNicola longed
for.

She wished the situation didn't exist. It madertagebarrier between
her and Felicity. Given other circumstances theyld&dave been
close friends.

‘And to complicate it all,’ said Nicola disgustetityher reflection in
the little mirror that had once reflected Janesseyyou had to snarl
things up still further, by falling in love with éking-pin himself, the
older grandson! If you'd had any sense you'd hallerf for Garry,
who is the nicest person anyone could meet. Whyelbave to fall
for the wrong men? Garry's got all the qualitiesan ideal husband,
yet if you never saw him again in your life it wdalt cause you a
single pang. Nicola Trenton, you're a first-clatieti'

She turned away and picked up her notebook. Shel@ssibing the
room for the history. All that crochet- work hadnoe from Jane's
clever fingers. People were going to read thisohystvho would
never see this room. They had to see it througlwtirels she used.
They had to hear the rustle of those brocade cgrtas Jane had
stood by the casement, watching Francis ride hamleet across
those paddocks where tussock had given place tplimin English
grass.

They had to sit as Jane had sat on that little dbair, nursing her
babies. It ought to be re-covered, the brocadealvasst in ribbons.
But only if something similar could be found.



She thought she would shut the window. A strongwester, hot and
dry and rampaging, had sprung up, and those carts@ivaged from
the box-room, wouldn't stand it.

She heard hooves and looked down to see Felidtggiinto the
stable-yard. As Nicola watched, Forbes came otiteo$table and put
out a hand to her.

Felicity's impatient voice rose. ' Forbes, you'nblyon my way. You
above all people ought to know | need no help, disming.'

Forbes's voice, ' Independence in some things eadinired, Fliss,
but | think women can lose out by overdoing it. Yeufar too
self-sufficient. Women ought to like the little atesies. If they're
always brushed off, there could come a time whew #ren't offered
any more. And you might find yourself missing thdogking for
them.'

Felicity stared. ' Good heavens, Forbes Westerfidhat's come over
you?' Then she burst out laughing. ' | know whad it. . you're so
besotted with this history, you imagine you're [eianYou're talking
as he would have talked. But you know it doesnitvgb khaki shorts
and a bare torso. You ought to be wearing ridirsggbines and a stock
with a pearl pin in it. | can manage fine withobetlittle touches,
thank you. You won't sememoping round looking for them. After
all, a girl who's planning to go off on a workingliday around the
world, as soon as this hoo-ha over the Centers@ler, needs to be
able to stand on her own feet!'

Forbes brows came down. Nicola could see them frndrare she
stood. ' Working holiday? | haven't heard aboud.thihought it was a
conducted tour.'

‘It was. But I've changed my mind. Women do, yoown! don't
want to be tied down. And don't scowl like thatrlbes, because it has



nothing whatever to do with you. I've had enoughulte with Dad,
reconciling him to the idea, without you glaringrae from under
beetling brows. I've had a letter from Moira Felesywho's taken a
job as a waitress in the Lake District. She sagseth be a job for me
there for the English summer. I'm leaving at the ehApril. It's all
signed and sealed. Where's Nicky? | believe she stayed at this
hotel.’

The beetling brows did not lift. * Nicola? Dghesuggest this? And
said nothing to me. If so --'

Nicola flung the window wide and leaned out. 'd diot, Forbes. It's
the first I've heard of it.’

He looked up, shading his eyes, said, ' Oh, well, gan't blame me
for thinking you might have done.

Nicola was completely puzzled. ' What do you mean?’

His expression was bland, the eyebrows back inepladhought
perhaps you'd persuade her to go to leave youaa foéd,' he said,
outrageously.

Nicola slammed the window shut, uncaring that slegbt a corner
of a fragile curtain in it, and found she was trénth That was too
blatant. She could choke Forbes Westerfield! He geasg too far.
This would make Felicity hate her.

She took off, her temper carrying her downstaira rash.

She flung open the door and crossed the back lathetstable-yard.
She faced Felicity and Forbes without trying toaiaga trace of her
lost temper.



‘That's a horrible thing to say, Forbes Westerfi¥lou can just cut it
out. Felicity and | are the best of friends. I"k@ays got on well with
my own sex. You're putting me on the level of thatrible Nesta . . .
my very distant cousin. . . who just couldn't get on vwtbmen. |

didn't come out here with the idea of attractingaare. | didn't --'

His eyes were slits of mirth. 'Pax! Pax!" he criad|ding up his
hands. ' | didn't say you came out here with th&ntion. But it's
happened in spite of that, hasn't it ? We've #eor you.'

He put his head on one side, maddeningly, and degddrer. ' | didn't

think rage would have suited you so well, Nicoldidg. | must make

you mad more often. You're even more ravishing waanlose your

temper. Now, now, don't go on protesting. Even $bpkare thought
the lady overdid it.'

Nicola turned on her heel and left them. She wetd the house.
Felicity caught her up at the foot of the stairsj grabbed her arm.

Nicola turned to face her, absolutely distressed.

Felicity's expression altered, she looked genuimelycerned. Her
almond-shaped eyes looked into Nicola's tear-staragny ones,

with utmost friendliness. ' Nicola, you're not te typset by Forbes's
tormenting ways. He's a devil. | wouldn't thinkhang like that of you

... I've got a bit of discrimination, even if HiBgh-and-Mightiness

doesn't think so.' She stopped and giggled. ' Aatbiv exactly what

he's up to. He's about as subtle as a steam-rbljest wish he'd

accept the situation as it is. I'm for England prifand he'll have to

stop his wangling. Forbes is a born organizer,dhas trouble. I'm

fed up with it. I'm only staying on for these ceigtions because
Uncle George will be so hurt if | don't.



'So don't upset yourself, Nicola honey. You wortdble to stop
Forbes, but just take it lightly. Humour the mamdAyou and | will
share a few inner laughs over it.'

Nicola felt a wave of relief go over her that lkbér weak.
'l was terrified you might think it true, Felicity.

Felicity shook her head. ' Not me. He's been stablaEven Garry
noticed it, and he's as blind as a bat mostly. etaadly called in
about it before he left for Christchurch and saettijust like me to
know he'd seen through Forbes's antics and | wasderstand he
was having nothing to do with it. | quite appreedhthat. Garry's the
one person in the whole darned crew who accept@athehat it will
never be made up.'

There was an edge to Felicity's tone that bewilti®&iieola. Really,
the relationships in this place got her bewildered.

Nicola decided on candour. ' Felicity, this has mét in a peculiar
position. Forbes didn't want me here to start witbu'll have known

about my father's cousin Nesta who made the trobkelsveen

Forbes's father and mother, won't you? Well, itesbme to come out
here—my mother was marrying again, and | wantedttego to

Hong Kong without worrying about me being left o0 | came
out here. Forbes was hostile and has only comedrbecause he
feels he can use me. He asked my co-operationsgnHe told me

how set on the match his mother and yours aresamaonsented to
help things along, by seeming to be attracted sschthought if |

did, it might sort of cancel out the mischief Nedid.'

Felicity bent over the newel-post, tracing its acwrith her index
finger, her dark, glossy hair, so like Jane'sjrglbver her face.



'Forbes's mother is a darling. Perhaps becausewvinelife was far
from smooth. But one doesn't marry to suit othepte | told Forbes
In no uncertain terms what | thought of him, befocame after you.
That he's wasting his time."'

Nicola looked unhappy. ' Felicity, are you surefdan --'

'‘None whatever. | have no intention of ever laymgself open to
being so hurt again. The things he said ! That $ walfish, and
thought only of myself. That I didn't know the meanof love.'

'‘But those things would only be said in anger.'ddichad to plead
Forbes's cause, because she loved him. Becauséheugh she was
furious with him and his ways of getting—or tryitg get what he
wanted—she still wanted him to have his heart'seles

Felicity turned away and for the first time therasweal feeling in her
voice. ' That was the trouble, Nicola. We've fouglhtour lives . . .
royally, with nothing but the heat of the momenhibe our rages . . .
but those things we said in cold blood, in deadisnest. And meant
them. It's a mistake to fall in love with someormi'ye known all
your life—or so I've found. There are other thingife—and I'm off
to find them.’

Nicola had to let it go. There was a finality inliEgy's voice that
brooked no more. Suddenly she looked scared.

'Felicity, if Forbes knew I'd blown the gaff to yolke'd be furious
with me. It would put paid to my chance, ever, ealng the breach
between the two families.'

Felicity nodded. ' It would. It puts you in an awposition.' Her eyes
lit up, a dimple popped out. 'Why should we let kinow we've had a
heart-to-heart? Let him go on. I'm human enouginjoy seeing him
make a fool of himself. Aunt Isobel will think whatsweet girl you



are for trying—Forbes will think you most co-opévatand it will

save you from having the mantle of his displeadalieupon you.
Heaven save us, I'm talking like Francis and Jawve. 1©r like Jane
Austen.

'It's the ideal solution, Nicky. It will keep Forbéusy trying to think
up new ways of making me jealous of you. He thin&e that your
rage has probably made me even more suspicious thieat's
something going on. Heaven forbid he should trytlaing else. If the
whole family can't accept the fact soon that thele/laffair is washed
up, I'll go mad. Look, half the trouble is thaffiest | just didn't come
over here. Even lately, I've not been over as nagchused to be. If |
start coming more and more, at first Forbes wilhkhhis plan is
working, that will keeghim quiet, then—then perhaps the others wi
realize | just don't care a tuppenny damn.'

Nicola felt much happier; it saved her from thegpect of a grade A
row with Forbes, that would have been inevitableé ha discovered
she had admitted the plot to Felicity.

It worked. Felicity stayed at Marino all day. Whehe had gone
Forbes said in the most satisfied, not to say srtamg, Gosh, |

thought I'd gone too far, but | think it's shakesr ljust the same.
Staying here all day and whipping up enthusiasnuatiee doings.
And | caught her watching you surreptitiously omecewice. She's
suddenly caught on . . . thinks yare a danger.’

Nicola smiled demurely, ' Perhaps even my outhidicssome good.'
‘Yes, you sure put on a good show.'

Nicola relaxed.



The atmosphere was much more pleasant. Felicityeaamd went,
and Cousin George was happy over it. Only Jas$fedrdoubtfully,
and in private, to Nicola.

‘That girl will go too far yet, mark my words. | &w fine what's the
matter with her. It was a schoolboy and schoolgfiidir right from

the start. It drifted into an engagement, | doulyseff that he ever
actually proposed. And now she's got the daft ithed if she puts
herself out of reach for a bit, he'll have to waer all over again,
much more romantically, this time. But I've nevaoivn that work
yet. With the menfolk, it's out of sight, out ofmdi. What's that bit
about men dying and worms eating them, but notdee? It's true.
Once you leave them they up and off—and marry sometse. Just
to spite you. Or to suit their own convenience.'

‘Jassy!" Nicola was horrified. 'Humphrey waited entinan a dozen
years for my mother. And he's most attractive.'

‘Well, that's the exception that proves the rulassy always had an
answer. She banged a pot down on the stove. ' &iocotlt some
butter and sugar for my lemon pie, there's a gass, land dinna fash
yourself about the doings of those two. If Feliaitgnts to put a trip
overseas before her chances of getting marriedy #he's more
money nor sense. She'll finish up an old maid e It was pride
that put me on the shelf. And it's a cold bedfellow

One thing was right for Nicola, gloriously right—eth mother's
marriage to Humphrey. Their letters (Humphrey alsvayote too)
were full of the sheer joy of living.

Forbes came in one day, binoculars in hand, td\sz#a poring over
a letter. He hung up the glasses. ' Thought | samugle of deer in a
basin just below Devil's Crag, but it's a coupl¢hafrodeo horses . . .
they've been running wild up there for months." Blepped,
aggrieved. ' | don't believe you heard a word dl Sai



She looked up at him. ' No, sorry. But this is frelonmphrey.’

His voice sounded rough. ' Oh, | see . . . Engtistil day, is it? No
wonder you're looking all starry- eyed.’

'‘Not English mail day, Sir Omniscient . . . thigppans to be from the
Far East.'

There was a glint in his eye. ' Oh, | see . . .ertban one string to
your bow, is there?’

She stared, then chuckled, her eyes losing notbirigpeir light.
How absurd you are, my dear cousin. You're gegminto the way
of playing my devoted squire that even when Fglish't around,
you put on lordly airs. Well, | hand it to you thettu're nothing if not
thorough. Humphrey is my stepfather.’

'Oh, it's from Hong Kong? Naturally that'd be dtié Far East to you.
Here in New Zealand, now, we think of it as the INgarth. It sort of
makes us more aware of our responsibilities tow&sla. They're
our neighbours and very much in need of our aevelopment.'

Nicola said softly, ' Forbes, don't be so aggresdiv England we're
aware of our world responsibilities too. That's wHymphrey is
there, working among refugees in a clinic.'

He smiled, his face softening. ' Sorry. | was fegldisgruntled. You
must be very fond of your stepfather if you carkltike that over a
letter from him."'

'‘Oh, | am, it's the most perfect romance you cduwge. Which
reminds me, | must tell Jassy about this lettee 8finks women
shouldn't let men out of their sight, that it's Ifsle for a girl to --'
Nicola came to a sudden stop, aware that she veakisyy thoughts
aloud that would be better unuttered.



There was a spark in the Westerfield eye. ' Go .onthis is getting
interesting. What occasioned this remark?'

Nicola floundered. ' Oh, nothing. Just a generdl gloconversation.'

'It was nothing of the kind," said Jassy, from bdhiher, marching
through the kichen with a vase of faded floweilsdon't hold with
Felicity going off to England. It's silly and dratitaand unnecessary.'

'‘Don't worry, Jassy,' said Forbes calmly. (Reakywas the most
amazing man, who took umbrage at things you'd neseam would
flick him on the raw, and let others pass that Hedjustified in

resenting.) ' Don't worry. She won't get away tgland. At least not
alone. If she ever gets away on an overseas tripjllibe on a

honeymoon, mark my words.'

Jassy disappeared, snorting, and Nicola tried tarréhe glow in
case Forbes wondered what had quenched it.

He returned to the topic that had been interrupt&dhat were you
going to tell Jassy about?'

‘About this letter. You see when Jassy said thttldl her about the
way Humphrey waited for my mother, since | was ejaitsmall girl.

Mother had a thing about stepfathers, becausevefyapossessive
man a friend of hers married who hated the childsérmer first

marriage. Humphrey simply went back to the Eastkamt on with

his work. When | was twenty-one he came back. $haty | leapt at
the chance of coming out here. Mother was so watalyut leaving

her one ewe lamb alone in London and Humphrey wasidering

taking a practice in Suffolk.

'So when Cousin George's letter came | saw ireitdbal solution. I'd
desert Mother, instead of her thinkislgewas deserting me. | askec
Humphrey about the situation. He's a darling. Thatter is



marvellous. That was why | faced up to your oppasitibout my
coming, Forbes. Listen . . Bless you, Nicola, for taking off when
you did. Your mother feels so happy about you hatiis wonderful
opportunity to travel that she seems to have faindw world. And
I'll admit I've enjoyed having her to myself, fofeav months, just as
any husband appreciates the first year or so a®some. It's more
than made up for the years we wasted. So you nav&rrhave any
regrets about that, Nicola. We've each more to theeother now,
Jean and I, and I've always liked the autumn bdtimn the spring.
And we're fixing up a room for you. We'll give yauwonderful time
in Hong Kong when you're on your way back, andabi'd like to
stay, | could use you in this work." Isn't that aonaerful
letter,--Forbes, for a stepfather to write?'

Forbes came across to her as she sat perched @bkhe

He put an arm lightly across her shoulders, thantlafrom his bare
brown skin giving her a sensation she instantlyesged. The dark
face smiled. ' | think it's even more wonderful ®obman to have a
stepdaughter in whom he had enough confidenceytpusathat to.'

He drew in a deep breath. 'Had you told Humphray yans after

you got Grandfather's letter, but before you gatefll

Nicola nodded. ' Yes, that's really why | wouldditaw back,
otherwise | would have.’

His teeth were very white in his dark face. ' I'eryglad you didn't,
Nicola.'

Nicola wished he wasn't so close. Love had a cetisty effect on
one's breathing as it was. And she was very coasod a pulse
beating at the base of her throat. These thingkl@pue you away.
He only meant because she was helping him (as duwglth) win
Felicity back.



The audacious look was back in his eyes. Sheiehdnd tighten on
her far shoulder. She put up a hand against hesdaast. It was like
trying to push Gibraltar into the sea with a buddo She turned her
head away and said stiffly, 'Forbes, | wish youdpsthis silly
nonsense. Felicity isn't about at the momentstt'snnecessary.’

‘That's quite true, O Philosopher,’ he laughed miany things are not
necessary . . . but they're to be enjoyed jussémee.’ He kissed her
lightly, teasingly, brushing his lips back and faind.

She drew away, put a hand up in a childish scrighbasture across
her lips.

He chuckled. 'Oh, that beard! You do hate it, dgoi? Yet you
always kiss Grandfather goodnight . . . beard dirid a

Nicola's voice was a little too vehement. ' Wélleyare just brief,
grandfatherly kisses.'

His laughter always held a maddening quality. ' Yesmine could
hardly be termed grandfatherly, en? Though thatjosenow was
pretty brief, | thought.'

'It seemed long enough to me,' said Nicola untulighf

He shook his head over her. ' For an only child gextainly seem to
have acquired the art of backchat. You give no tguailicola
Trenton.'

Her eyes met his levelly. ' I've acquired that ailyce coming here.
You seem to arouse something in me . . . an antsman

The crows' feet at the corners of his eyes deepeitbdhis smile.
‘The psychologists have another name for it. Jusotd battle of the
sexes, you know. It's your way of resisting mateaation!'



Nicola managed to pretend to suppress a yawn.dlivays agreed
with those who think psychology is an overdone scibj

He didn't answer. He said in a different tone, d ou know that
Jassy came back with fresh flowers at just that evaf

Alarmed, Nicola said: ' What moment?'

‘The psychological one . . . when | was kissing.\But don't worry.
She tactfully withdrew and used the side verandah.’

Nicola gave a sigh of complete exasperation. ' wilccochoke
you—cheerfully! This embarrasses me and probablpagrassed
Jassy.'

‘No fear, not Jassy. She wouldn't turn a hair. B¢ wouldn't
interrupt either. Jassy's got her money on you!'

‘You're quite, quite mad.' She heaved another sigbu know what?
Sometimes | think | liked you better as the BusgeanHe was more
chivalrous. He said he wouldn't kiss a woman agdias will. But
you have, more than once.’

He laughed. ' Well, the age of chivalry is supposedde dead. And
anyway, it makes life much more interesting for ydoesn't it?'

Nicola got off the table. ' Your vanity passeshkaiunds. | must get
back to my typing. I've wasted enough time. Lestycoming today
and she and | and Grandfather are going to cleartioa old
wattle-and- daub 'shed and start assembling alpithreeer bits and
pieces that will be of interest to the menfolk tdnich would be out
of place in the house.'

Forbes nodded. ' You've certainly done a greattjele, unearthing a
lot of stuff, you and Letty. Half of it I'd haverfed out as junk. All



those old bottles, for instance, the patent medgiand so on.
Incredible that they've lasted so long.’

Nicola said dreamily, her mood changing,' To meséhlittle things,
the recipe books and home-made remedies, the rdaste poultices,
the bits of harness, the discarded horseshoes@nd,sare just as
important as the treasures ... the chairs anddatble candelabra, the
silver. They were the things Jane wove her life. of. the little
everyday things she handled and used. In the histfr
Puke-o-Marino they're just as valuable as thoséy eatitions of
Browning and Dickens.'

Forbes looked down on her curiouslyfou really have identified
yourself with Jane, haven't you? As if you wereeaadgndant of hers
yourself. Yet you're Nancy's descendant. Have yoer e€aught
yourself wondering how the family history would leagone hadhe
stayed? Had she ever got over her homesicknedsugktid to, as so
many pioneer women had to do?'

Nicola shook her head. ' No. | think Jane was méanfrancis,
meant to be the matriarch of the New Zealand brakdncis may
never have known it, but she matched him in spim-Atellect
too—even if her education hadn't been of the stahaghis.

'l think they probably had far more kinship thareelie and Nancy
would have known. Look how Jane loved the beautiisfplace, the
gorges, the rivers, the mountains . . . yet to Mahey spelt only
isolation and a raw, new world.

'It does happen sometimes, Forbes, that a manhgetseart on a
girl—perhaps because of her outward attractions-t-gat her and
marries what he thinks is second-best—and findlsdsefar more in
common with his second choice than his first.’



Nicola was swept with a sudden bitter realizatioat in spite of the
fact that Felicity was a lovely girl, she, Nicoted more in common
with Forbes than had this girl whom he had knowne-aved—all
his life. Felicity cared nothing for old historic#éthings, for old
traditions; she wanted new places, new faces.

The moment passed.

Forbes nodded. ' Yes, I've always thought it ad Wt things
happened as they did. For instance, I'm not &eg&h on the idea of
cousins marrying. Perhaps it's to do with the that we breed stud
stock here.'He grimaced. ' You may think it a doloeded way of
looking at things, but I've always felt very strong@bout this.' He
paused, then said, ' What on earth are you loakimge like that for?"

Nicola was completely bewildered. ' But isn't Fi&i@ cousin to the
Westerfields? Through Henry, Jane's brother. Emé called after
Henry's wife?'

It was Forbes's turn to be surprised. ' Henry aadvMfe never had
any children. They sold out to a younger couplenawaly and
retired in Christchurch. But the first Mrs MelfoatilKoromiko looked
on Felicity Temple almost as a mother and the npemsisted. Oh,
Felicity does call Granddad Uncle George, butjits a courtesy
title. The two estates have always been closelyczes®d, that's all.'

That night Nicola faced up to it. Even if Felicdid not relent, even if
she went off to England and married someone elsgpels
Westerfield would never look his Cousin Nicola'sywld wasn't a
close relationship, but he didn't believe in cossimarrying. Nicola
knew now that, despite everything, her heart hadglto the frail
chance that if Felicity remained adamant Forbeshtnigs Francis
had done to Jane, have turned to her. She hadsddsperself for



thinking it, but it had remained in her subconssiauwurtured by the
fact that Felicity herself seemed completely cartdiat she and
Forbes were parted for good.

Nicola went to bed with a heavy heart. This wassedhan anything
Jane had ever faced. There had been no bhertonarriage with
Francis. Indeed Francis himself must have thourgitéiot cousinship
no*b&frier, when he'd intended to marry Nancy. Bhe must accept
the fact that Forbes did, and when a man held thieses, there was
nothing to be done about it. Well, what a ridicidotlning to be
thinking . . . Forbes didn't want to do anythingatat. He was in love
with Felicity. The possibility of falling in love ith Nicola had never
entered his head. Never would.

A thought struck her. He must never have expoumdediews about
cousins marrying to Felicity, or he'd never havedito make her
jealous by paying court to his cousin from Engladdw odd. But
wasit so odd? After all, since Felicity—Ilucky girl—wano kin to the
Westerfields, the subject would never have beeadtred.

If Felicity didn't make it up with Forbes, she wdgo off to England,
perhaps marry there. Forbes would turn to sometseehere, after
his Cousin Nicola had gone back Home. A brief \asitl it would be
over for her. She wouldn't even stay in their maesoas had Nancy.
Nancy had come out here and turned Francis'spi$ede down. She,
Nicola, would be remembered as just a visiting ewmtion, no more
than a ripple on the surface of their lives.

It seemed so strange that Forbes himself seemedav@af any
tension. Felicity didn't come over that day, so rkenained just
Nicola's cousin, assisting her with the recordsggiig up
information for her about the cartage of the waaleb, the disastrous
introduction of rabbits, the price of cheese. Tdet that he had kissed
her teasingly—when Felicity hadn't been about tw/pke—meant
nothing. He was missing Felicity's kisses, that alas



Cousin George was a happy man these days. He soniléem both.

' She was just the one for the job, Forbes, wat@? We needed
someone who not only knew how to write, but gotgtdwp with the
thrill of it all besides. The only thing | had ddsbabout was that
you'd find it hard to enter into the spirit of ths Nicola.

'‘Most girls of your generation—born in New Zealanthave grown

up, naturally, with the history of colonization kel say naturally
because our history is so recent as to be ables&t up with people,
still, who can remember the pioneers. Like mysaling able to
remember my grandmother Jane. So it makes it viid.| thought

an English girl might not be able to sense that, Wecourse, are
brought up on English history, but you won't gamiiew Zealand
history, in English schools, in any great detatlaresay. But when
you told us you'd swotted up all that New Zealadf ®n the ship, |

knew you had what it takes. And you've so iderdifyj@urself with

the history and the family that | feel in a vergalrevay you're one of
us. You could be a colonial, born and bred.’

One of usThrough ties of blood. It turned the knife. Niceltace felt
stiff and unnatural as she tried to look as please@ousin George
would expect her to be.

Cousin George went on: ' Even Forbes here feetsathg now. It's
okay to tell you this now, lassie, but he was \@irigious at first about
my inviting you, because of Nancy and Nesta. Tte@gut me off.
Good job | took no notice of you, eh, Forbes?"

It was the first time Nicola had ever seen Forloek Idisconcerted.
She supposed he felt a hypocrite, knowing his dedhdr had no
idea that hénad expressed that disapproval directly to Nicola &lérs
by letter.

Cousin George chuckled, his blue eyes gleaming misithief.



'‘Look at him . . . takes something to make that lon& ashamed of
himself! Well, | can understand it and all. . . rmakyou feel a chump
to be so antagonistic about anyone coming out had to fall so

heavily for them when they come, doesn't it, lad?'

Forbes recovered himself and grinned. ' Come pfsianddad, you
win, | admit it. She's more than we deserved.'

Nicola's thoughts she kept to herself. Yes, Fohaskdiscovered in
himself a fondness for his cousin. Nothing more.t Biousin

George's attitude was strange. Had he now accéipeethct that it
was unlikely Felicity and Forbes would make it apd he felt Nicola
might do instead? Presumably, then, he did noteshigrgrandson's
views on marriage between cousins. And she haddea that
Felicity's earlier lack of interest in the Centarhad disillusioned
Cousin George.

This could make things awkward. Forbes's mother sasigr were
coming, after all, to the Celebrations. Forbes $&eh to that. But if
Isobel Westerfield noticed that Cousin George fagdWicola, she
would be instantly prejudiced against her. Abouehahgs, Nicola
wanted Isobel to like her for her own sake. Nickieew she was
committed more than ever to trying to reconcilelfésrand Felicity.

So she smiled on Cousin George and said: ' Yowneggoo fast,
Cousin George. | love New Zealand, yes, and its that I'll miss it
when | go Home ... | love the spaciousness andéaeness of the
mountains, most of all | love Marino Homestead astinks with the
past, but I've got certain—er—ties back Home. Qertayalties
that --' she stopped, not wanting to involve hétsal deeply.

Forbes finished it for her. ' She means she hasamtic attachment
back Home, Grandfather. Apart from that, she cbalkke stayed on, |
imagine, for with her mother and stepfather in H&aag, it's nearer



to them here than England. But because of this maniNicola will
never become a New Zealander, unless she bringsttitmere.'

He said it so casually it was evident he regartied telationship as
purely family. Nicola swallowed.

Cousin George looked horribly disappointed, theghtened. ' Think
you might? Bring him out here? What does he ddfeImterested in
farming? Because if he is we could --'

Nicola got in quickly. ' He's anything but interedtin farming. He
wouldn't know a sheep from a goat. He's in stockisshares. There'd
be no opening for him here.'

Old George stared. ' Hey, what's this? Time weygata bit further
afield, I'd say . . . though dammit, you saw sorheuw cities on the
way down. There's every chance for a young marvanyewalk of
life in New Zealand. You amaze me—why --'

Forbes held up his hand. ' I'm crying pax for Necdlay off her, will

you? Don't you see that she's trying not to huriryleelings? She
loves New Zealand, but England is her home. Yoy got to

accept that, Granddad.'

Nicola's heart felt like lead. Her eyes swept te Window, to the
bush-clad hills and snowy peaks. To smiling paddpch
golden-tawny, purple shadows in dimpled valleyacpk where she
knew the sweet water tumbled through the passeldf avhere, for
some, atui's voice echoed back, promising heart's desire wighin
year. Something she would never hear. Yet this vemad always be
the home of her heart.

She said briskly, ' Just the same, Grandfathegld.n've never even
been to Christchurch yet. But Garry asked me te gim a ring and
find out when he's got some free time. He saiddwddcarrange for



me to stay with some friends of his—or are thesrfds of Letty's? I'll
ring him later today.'

Forbes started to say something, checked hims#lfjgand walked
out to the verandah to put on his boots. In a feeosds she saw him
striding down to the sheep- pens.



CHAPTER Xl

Felicity rode over that evening with the excuséihging a recipe
for Jassy. Nicola was sure that Felicity was misebusly aware that
every time she came, Forbes would be more sureplais was

working.

That probably added up to the conclusion that hearthwasnot
involved. Not any more. But that was no comforhioola now.

Forbes said, as he glimpsed her from the windd, 'here she is
again.'

Nicola moved to the window and Forbes casually eldapn arm
about her shoulders and said, ' Don't move tillgjas us.'

Nicola looked up at him. 'l take it that Felicitpesn't know you have
a thing about even distant cousins marrying?'

Forbes looked horrified. ' | should say not, andRete's sake don't
mention it. That would really scotch things.'

Felicity had seen them all right. It had deepenst ber twinkle and
her dimple.

She said, in teasing disapproval, ' It's a wondeky\ever gets on
with that history at all . . . don't you find Fosbdistracting, Nicky?'

Nicola played up to it. 'l certainly do.' She maga@ real warmth in
her tones which pleased Forbes. He thought shelagimg her part
well. He said, ' It's nothing to how distractiag find Nicola. Even
Grandfather is so besotted he can't dip a pen efshvithout her
sitting on the rails watching. She'll be righthetthick of it when the
shearers arrive, mark my words. I'll have to tedrh to watch their
language. Nicola, | think you'd better postponeséhéew days in



Christchurch with Garry, the shearers will arrivey alay now. We
don't always get much warning."'

All done to make Felicity think he was jealousiud time spent away
from him! A perverseness rose up on Nicola. ' Wbl can jolly
well do without me at the shearing. I'm ringing donight.’

‘But you'll love it. It will give you a great indng into how it's done.’

‘That's not necessary. It's not the sort of expesdelikely to be
needed by anyone likely to spend the rest of leriri the heart of
London, Forbes.’

He put back his head and laughed, the fuzzy bémfdrgy out. ' Like
to take a bet on that, Nicola? Do you think NewlZed will really let
you go?'

What an actor he was! (Nicola Trenton, stop thigki®h, if only it
were true, you idiot!)

He continued, ' Besides, in the history you'reingiof shearing, you
ought to be able to do it authentically. Nothingelifirst-hand
experience.'

‘That's ridiculous. There's all the difference lbe#w shearing a
hundred years ago—and now.'

'Only in the different breeds we run.'
Nicola was scornful. ' They didn't have electrigitythose days. So --'

'‘We don't shear by electricity at Marino. We did years, but we're
back to blades. We don't have as many losses e fi

Nicola looked disconcerted. She turned to Felicitjde's got an
odious habit of nearly always being right, hasa?'h



'He sure has. It's not a bit endearing.' Feliakyked up at Forbes,
laughing so naturally, Nicola had to admire h&Qu've got an awful
lot to learn about women, Forbes. If you're setyasurting Nicola,
you'd better realize that often pretty speechelsigber than arguing
and imposing your will on women.’

Forbes grinned.I'm serious . . . but so far the lady isn't. And b
an awful lot of competition. Never mind, it makée tchase more
exciting.'

Felicity's tone was a little sharp. Nicola's keansedetected it. (Did
she care, just a little, after all?)

'‘Well, if you have got competition, you ought tcogatia more gentle
technique. Watch your step, don't go on bulldozmgr way. The
Westerfield men are inclined to think themselves tbrds of
creation, Nicky, and cocksure that this sort ofsteace is the only
one. Farming, farming, farming!" Colour surged wmpoi Felicity's
cheeks, embarrassing her. She stopped, changeulittfect. How
strange that after all these weeks you've neveupdid into calling
her Nicky, Forbes.’

'l don't care for Nicky," said Forbes deliberatelylt's a man's
nickname, and Nicola is all woman, every inch af'he

This time Nicola's colour rose and both the othaughed.
Nicola turned abruptly. ' | must ring Garry. | prised | would.'

Ten minutes later she came back. 'All fixed," shid fightly. ' It's
Letty's aunt I'm staying with. Letty will come dowmth me. We
want some information from the Museum. Garry'sigatl worked
out. He says | can come with him on his trips rosode of the
mid-Canterbury farms. Letty wants to do some wardreewing
down there. We'll take my car.’



Forbes scowled. ' If the shearers are here Jasdkpeed help. Not
everyone gets on with Jassy as you do.’

Felicity said lightly, ' I'm one of the few. I'lldip Jassy. That will
leave Nicky free. You can't order her about alltihree, Forbes. | can
do the scones and pikelets for the morning andrefte teas and do
the running up and down to the shed in the wedrakk. If Nicola
hadn't been here you would have had to do witheut h

Forbes's brows had drawn together in that sinfasrion that went
so oddly with the patchy beard that Nicola wantetatigh. It ought
to have been a black, silky pointed beard . . .twliththey call them
in the old days? A stiletto beard.

He said to Felicity, ' What's this sudden enthusia®er farm
existence? ... | didn't know you were so enamoafdéd Thought you
hated life revolving round crutching and dippinglanustering. You
said so!

Felicity's eyes were guileless. ' Well, | thougitdla was getting run
off her feet and that she deserves a few daysan.t¥ou and Uncle
George seem to expect her to be as thrilled witrygking round
here as you are. No doubt it's been a novelty—towilli wear off.
You can't expect her to be a maid-of-all-work, wmgtthe history,
running after shearers, carting great heavy basketillies of tea . .
. you even take her on the minor musters.'

Forbes's eyes had narrowed. He gave a calculatiigtler The
Ivory tower is cracking a bit, isn't it, Fliss? Aid, aren't you? Yes,
afraid that the girl from London, the city thatie thub of the world, is
going to prove better able to take the isolateslthian you are—who
were born and bred to it!'

Nicola held her breath . . . were the barriers gaiown? What was it
Cousin George had said that first night? 'Theywthb . . er . . .



tempestuous. | thought it wouldn't last, that theuldn't be able to
resist clashing. But they've been too polite wdbkheother. I'd like to
see a flare-up.' Or something like that.

It was true, of course, that many an estrangenshehded suddenly
when the strain became unbearable and restraindiaoigline gave
way. Was it coming?

She saw Felicity's nostrils tighten and whitenhgkd down to see
her fingers clench.

Felicity said: ' Forbes Westerfield, will you leawell alone?I'm
perfectly happy with things as they aveéhat | do and what | decide
doesn't concern you in the slightest. Anybody wotlithk you
thought yourself omnipotent . . . able to read oteople's hearts
better than they can themselves. | know what | wand it's a life
completely different from this ... | want to trayske the world.

'‘What happens to most farmers? They can nevervggy.d\ot for
more than a week between the small seeds and thesha. at some
potty little seaside resort or something. Says d¢alaf she has itchy
feet, " Well, we'll see after we've been marriedeavhile," knowing
full well that by that time there'll be a couple lmdbies around and
after that schooling that can't be interruptedyfars and years ... so
he promises her a trip when they retire, and thait Wl they're
practically doddering and off they go, too old oy it, exhausting
themselves in the process and arriving home saiag's no place
like it. Bah!'

Felicity's cheeks were flying rags of real rages slas well away to
it.

'‘Why should it always have to be the woman who toado the
giving-in? | was willing to compromise to a certaxtent. Gosh, it's
still a man's world in spite of our supposed emaatoon. But did |



get met halfway? No! Why shouldn't a girl want aarfje from
something she's always known? It's much, muchrfettene to have
had the courage to say | just couldn't take it,dhime thing year in
year out, than meekly submit and always be consabdrustration.
If you think that has any chance of adding up to an ideal marriage
haven't. Let me tell you, Forbes Westerfield, liok end tired of both
families trying to get us to make it up. | know whaest for me. |
can't stand any more of it, and next --'

But Nicola didn't wait to hear any more. They'dogtter without her.
She slipped away, unnoticed. Now was the momermnlyf Forbes

had the wit to realize it. To take Felicity in hasms, meet her
halfway, promise her that honeymoon trip he'd t@i&eto Nicola, to

say those things Jassy thought he had never said.

Jassy was pretty shrewd, so it was probably trueigm Felicity's
craving for travel was probably a substitute foe fomance and
excitement she had felt was lacking in her engagénieForbes's
courtship of her had been as casual as Jassy sedpeaturally the
girl would feel she had missed something vitaife |

Something Nicola had read long ago in a magazimead¢a her mind.
About how pathetic it is that some women, in adlithmarried life,
have never heard those three magic words: | louelyave never had
a proposal.

Men shouldn't be as sure of women as that. Nicoppased that,
incredible as it seemed, some men were quite capafbkaying:
‘Well, isn't it about time we got married? Say befethe autumn
muster?"

What utter fools they were. When, given the compgng and
matchless tenderness of a little romance, womerdsoliow them
anywhere.



All the time Nicola was saddling Rowan her thoughtse busy.
Then, with her hand on the pommel, ready to swiegdif up into
the saddle, she paused, staring into space.

But was Forbes Westerfield really that kind of fool

He was almostoo quick with his tongue. Ready to taunt, to teas
You'd expect a man like that to understand wonesense a mood, a
need. Look at the way he'd burned with indignatbeer Francis's
treatment of Jane.

Nicola swung into the saddle and was off. Of cotse only knew
Forbes as he was now. Perhaps he had been a sadyalnly now
wakened up to the fierceness of his feelings wherndd lost his
Felicity.

Nicola knew a desolate feeling at the thought thay hadn't even
noticed her going. Certainly she had gone stegléribugh, but they
had been so intent upon each other, if she hadnfadver the
fire-irons they wouldn't have noticed it.

The evening breeze lifted back the tawny-red hramfher temples,
cooled her throat in its open-necked green silkt.sRiowan's hide
was warm against her bare ankles. She had onlyg#tbsandals on
her feet below the cotton pique trews. She woudd and ride and
ride and not come back till those two had sortedr dhfferences. She
hoped no one would interrupt them. At least that what she ought
to hope.

Nicola turned into the gorge, gashed between tihe Wiith only the
narrow track by the water's edge. It went sometéddrse, then the
river widened and the track went uphill high abdie gorge, then
dipped into the dim green bush where the lighterfdd through
thousands of leaves, had a grotto-like, underwgt@itity that was
half enchantment and half eeriness.



Nicola let Rowan pick her way carefully and wasdgVehen before

her she could see the sunset light again. Shedréngemare in as she
came up on to the grassy shoulder above the chasingave an

involuntary cry of sheer delight that blotted otgmporarily, her

unhappiness.

Twilight had folded the foothills in a purple duskss, but beyond
them the Alps were etched in shining silver splem@dmainst a sunset
sky of such magnificence that only a Turner coudvéhdone it
justice.

Across the Tasman Sea, in Australia, they werengaglust-storms
and this was the result. Strange that somethinglgsand unpleasant
could add to the brilliancy of a sunset thirteemdned miles away.
But one didn't analyse sunsets any more than oméysad or

evaluated love.

The nor'west curtain was amethyst tonight, withea-green sky
between it and the tops, and behind the curtairstimehad lit the
edges with fiery colours so that it looked likeleosssilk lining of
coral, flame, and orange. One star glimmered othergreen.

Even the birds, that had been so vocal in theiniegechorus as
Nicola came through the bush, suddenly became ,qagetif in
homage to such beauty. Nicola knew she would remeehis night
all her life .. . . the poignancy of it, to seelsbbeauty when your heart
was like lead. To have no one to share it withkhow that in the
homestead, far below, a place that had somehownreeeovery part
of you, the man you loved was finding reconciliatwith someone
else. And that in the years to come, you could mavpart in his life.

The stilled wind sprang up again, and into thensiée came the
whispering from the mountain. At that moment, frarmighty beech
on the fringe of the bush,tai began to sing. Its song rose and fe
with a range of notes that was unbelievable. Happyckling notes



that died to a plaintive murmur, started, stopg@&uming notes, like
a bell cast of silver, then the twang of the bustlaarp.

Nicola knew by now that that this was the end efgbng . . . but not
tonight. For across the water, sounding back frarkeRii Point,
came the echo from the Sounding CIiff, fainter, sige but
unmistakably theéui's song.

Nicola and her mount were carved as one figurek dgainst the
sunset sky. And once again the sang; once again it echoed back
This time Nicola could hear it winging back andraag with it in
between the runs of every trill.

A moment to remember always . . . yes, but thig tihe legend was
out of gear, because this would be the year whemshild leave her
happiness behind, here in this small island ofRheific, an island
that was a world in itself. She felt the slow teamning down her
face.

Then behind her a voice spoke. Forbes's voiceaidt sSo this is
where you are. I've been looking for you. Nicolayye heard it . . .
the echo of the legend.

Not turning her head, Nicola said: ' Yes, | heatdEven to herself her
voice sounded strange.

Forbes said, rather roughly, ' Don't you know désgerous to ride
alone so late in the day—without telling anyone wehgou were
going? Foolhardy.'

Nicola said chokingly: ' | wanted to get away frgou all. Whoever
named this place the Hill of Peace must have hadyasense of
humour. It's full of discord. It applies only toethbeauty of the
surroundings. Its history has never been peacedfulttented. | don't
want to come back yet. | want to be alone.'



She dug her heels into Rowan, turning her heattdaight, away
from the edge of the gorge, uphill further still.

The tears she didn't want Forbes to see werergpdlver and blurring
her vision. She didn't see the clump of spear-gsassheaded the
mare into. As the sharp spikes tore into Rowanslégs, the mare
reared up on the steep incline and began to spRAwan threw
herself sideways in a desperate effort to regamfdwting, Nicola
lost a stirrup and sailed into the air and overdtige.

If she had been six feet further up nothing cowddehsaved her, for
the gorge was sheer there, but here a track cotti@ slope and
Nicola struck the edge of it and rolled down thelime, tossed and
tumbled from side to side. She rolled down on ®libge boulders at
the foot and felt the foaming, leaping water comatheringly over

her face.

It seemed only the next moment that Forbes wagydrgdner out and
swearing madly.

She opened her eyes, said, between gasps, ' Stdporibes.
There's—no need—for that.'

He stopped swearing, kneeling above h#&lo 'need ! thought you
were out to it!

He was moving her arms, her legs. ' Yaustbe injured. Lie quite
still and let me find out where."

The water was still spraying on her. He'd done pnoenthan get her to
the edge, afraid of hurting her still more.

She managed a grin. It was crooked and fleetingtil grin. ' I'm
all right, Forbes, truly. | didn't get knocked a@awen for a moment.
I'm only winded and a bit shaky."



‘Shaky Well, how the hell do you think | feel?'

Nicola couldn't help it. She began to laugh, buyweeakly. ' You're
so funny, Forbes . . . I'll have to get away froeneh. . .it's far too late
in the day for a continuous cold shower!

He looked down on her, tried to grin back, and&ce changed. ' Oh,
Nicola!" he said, and something in his voice almwsikke Nicola's
control. She was too limp to do anything to stap.Hte gathered her
up against him and she was aware that he was tregnidhe could
feel the quick, hard thudding of his heart agamstchest-wall.

'l hope | never have to live through a moment tikat again for the
whole of my life," he said. ' You can't even bewirthink what | felt

like when | saw you flying through the air towaRBrehuia's Leap. It
could have been so different—a few feet furtheraod you might

have been lying there broken—oh, it doesn't beakiting about. Oh,

| shouldn't be talking like this, it won't do angito help you, but --'
words failed him and he kissed her, hard.

There was nothing of passion in that kiss, notlahdesire. Just an
iImmense relief, Nicola told herself, an outlet fovercharged
feelings. She let herself be kissed, even kissed bdack and told
herself it was the effect of the fall that was taghher bones to water.

He lifted his head and smiled down on her, for thement no
hostility or misunderstanding between them. His thoguirked

under the corner of the bushy beard. ' It's takemtind out of you in
more ways than one, my girl. That's the first tifae kissed you that
you've not bawled me out the moment after—or hebstmortem
on it.'

Nicola pulled herself together. ' I've not had titoeget my breath
back." She smiled at him quite nicely. ' But | vidake you to task



this time. That was purely a cousinly kiss, thedkimo one could
resent.’

He stared blankly, then said, ' Are you sure yan'ahurt? | mean,
you sound a bit dazed.' He helped her up.

She rather despised herself for clinging to hint,dhe couldn't seem
to help it. She began to laugh weakly.

1 thought my last day had come. I'd no idea how ties cliff was,
only that | was flying towards the edge. | do h&mvan is all right.
It was spear-grass, wasn't it? Her legs must be --'

‘She'll be all right. But I'm afraid you're goirmglie a mass of bruises
tomorrow. But | hand it to you, you certainly kndvow to fall. You
sort of rolled into a ball and kept supple.'

Nicola laughed. 'l was that sort of kid. Yet | nelseoke a bone or had
a stitch putin.'

'‘Well, don't try your luck too far here, Strangewsh- over-the-sea.
Imagine what your mother would say if we let yojure yourself
while you were here. To say nothing of what Gratidfawould do to
me if | let anything happen to the apple of his!'éy&d surely Felicity
and | didn't upset you as much as all that—whyss=ind | have had
these slanging matches all our lives.'

Nicola didn't feel equal to taking it up with hikvhat .a blind bat of a
man. Would he never learn? One of these days khe&lto endure
the poignancy of having to tell the man she loved ko woo another
woman . He'd have to try to see Felicity as a wgnmext as the
tomboy he'd grown up with.



She shivered. The sun was dropping behind the saageé with its
passing the temperature was much cooler. And sbeswaked to the
skin.

Forbes looked down on her and for a moment she acasely
conscious of the way her things were clinging to ki peeled off
the V-necked cricketing pullover he'd put on aféer and said, ' Here,
put this on. You could be suffering from a cert@amount of shock, in
spite of trying to appear such an Amazon.'

She pulled it down, grateful for its warm bagginess

‘And you're coming up before me on Dirk. I'm natsting you on
Rowan again tonight.’

'Oh, Forbes, she's a lamb. You couldn't blame amgehfor rearing
up after being forced into spear-grass. I'll be fin

His grip tightened. ' You're coming up before mewRn will follow.
I'm taking no chances of you tumbling off in a faiand that's that.'

It was. Nicola was privately of the view that thderhome was much
too short. But very sweet. . . Forbes's shouldeos'@ hers, her head
was resting back on his breast, every movemeriteohbrse beneath
them swaying them backwards and forwards togetheifree hand

clasped round her waist, holding her, his warmépsey through her
back.

He walked his mount very slowly through the deepgrshadows of
the bush and through the scented paddocks of tmestead.

He laughed as he neared the stables. ' Hark at{)'Acollared him
and shut him in my room when | followed you. Justwell. He'd have
hurled himself after you down that track. The laggrdvith the heart
of a lion!



There was a smile in Nicola's voice. ' You've grawite fond of my
once despised canine midget.’

'l have, lass. Sure, even a tough old bushrangeha&ae a vulnerable
spot. And it's sure | am, since you came to Mariicpla Trenton,
that first impressions need to be revised and latl. much less
self-sufficient since you came here, mavourneeigols wouldn't let
herself be moved by this blarney. She said, to cape' How is it
that you slip so easily into the Irish brogue @& Bushranger, Forbes?
Have you practised it a lot?'

'‘No, picked it up from my Irish granny. On my matkeside, of
course.’

'‘Why of course? | mean why couldn't your father&ther have been
Irish?'

'‘No reason at all. | only meant that of course el2aa couldn't
remember his mother.’

Nicola hadn't thought Cousin George's wife had @digdong ago as
that. She must have picked up a quite erroneousessn
somewhere.

Jassy bound up Nicola's scratches, scolding Fameedly all the
time, but she was very little the worse for it.

Forbes thought she ought not to go down to Chnstith

‘Utter rubbish,' said Nicola. ' Besides, isn'tgiced idea? Felicity will
be over here, taking her place as a granddaugivae;tand finding
there are compensations in it.'



'l suppose it may work. Though | have my doubtsssFis very
stubborn and she's certainly set on this trip fitaBr.’

It had to be said, though Nicola found it hard tier ' Perhaps there
has to be a certain amount of giving-in on eacte,sidorbes.
That—that honeymoon trip might be an idea. Feliaryuld get the
travel-bug out of her system then. Most people kstHing again.'

You could be right. I'll mention it. With what aggrs to be a rival in
the offing, plus absence making theiieart grow tmdwell, we'll
see.’

Nicola and Letty went to Christchurch. Before sék Nicola made
herself say: ' By the way, Forbes, if you're tryiagy further
reconciliation schemes, | think a change of tedmaignight be
advisable. You didn't have much success the otlgdt @mrguing.
Felicity has always been used to straight talk fym. It just puts her
back up. Try a few sweet speeches. | mean thatrk thover.' She
waved and was away. She was picking Letty up fileswon.

Christchurch enchanted her, perhaps because imgeag the early
history of the province of Canterbury, she had fedran idea of what
it must look like from the earliest surveying dagsd the

reproductions of old paintings and sketches shepbagd over.

But though the layout of the actual town within siguare mile of
avenues seemed familiar, when she looked at thdimgs, tall and
crowded, it seemed impossible all this could hasenrin a hundred
years.

Letty's aunt proved a kindred spirit, steeped m d¢larly history, as
well she might be, living close to the museum, ne of the first
houses built, beautifully preserved. It would haeen too large for a
widow, with her only son in Singapore in the Diplainc Service and
a daughter in New Zealand House in London, buthslteturned it



Into a private hostel for Colombo Plan studentshagang with no
help other than a cook, because all the studetitsdpiheir weights.
There were students from Korea, Malaya, Tanzanigeri,
Thailand.

‘Then | found it wasn't, after all, the ideal, hayjust Asian students,’
she told Nicola. 'They were forming a sort of Easian Club. So |
got in five New Zealanders, two Maori, and thpe&kehaWe've got
it balanced now and it's good for everybody. | tdqmetend it's
always sweet harmony, but in the student world thayn find out
they're sisters under the skin.'

Phoebe Dinnington was a fine-looking woman with thest
contented face Nicola had ever seen.

She said so, to Letty. ' Even her name suits héegity. Just right for
a house like this, full of old colonial treasureghin a stone's-throw
of Canterbury College with its cloisters and quadtas. Yet so
many women with all members of the family oversgasld be sunk
in self-pity.'

'Yes. With her background you would expect her te |
ultra-conservative, but she's so adaptable. Slee's bo grateful for
the fact that overseas people have been hospitabkr own that she
pays her debt in making a home here for students wduld
otherwise feel so lonely and bewildered by ourrggeacustoms and
meals, our casual-to-a-fault behaviour, our diffgrcodes, not all of
them admirable.’

Letty stopped and laughed. ' Listen to me! | solikel one of the
lecturers at Varsity. But I'm getting into the wafyeven thinking like
that, with reading so many diaries and letterdefdarly days. It's a
good thing Dan's the same. Some of the chaps agriwould think
me clean crazy. But he's mad on historical stuf taturally enough,
with his job.'



Nicola liked Dan. She had expected him to be std@e bookish.
Not so—he was red-headed and freckled, a Rugbyafahm winter
and a surf-champion in summer.

With Garry they made a happy foursome and enjoyexh @ther's
company so much that Nicola decided to stay a w&e&.rang to tell
Cousin George.

‘Letty and | are at the Colonists' Gallery every dad Letty's Aunt
Phoebe has the most amazing collection of anciamhents in her
attic. Letty is a wizard at altering them. And, GouGeorge, the
Asian girls here are so keen on the whole thing'théke to be
present at the Re-enactment. May they? Oh, blassl ymew you'd
invite them.

'‘Dan said if it was okay he'd hire a mini-bus anddpthem up just for
the day. What did you say? The dance at nightt@ly,d love it all
right, but have you room? Yes, they all have slegjnags. Most of
them go hitch-hiking during the vacations so thay see the country
as cheaply as possible, you see. Oh, thank yowsi@@eorge, | do
love you. No, thanks, | don't want to speak to EsriIhere's no need.
The shearing's nearly finished? Good. And | expetitity has been
a tower of strength. Oh, how has D'Arcy behavedskiif? Has he --'

But she was interrupted, and it was Forbes's b@eanswered that
one. ' D'Arcy has been a model . . . for the lastity-four hours. He's
a much subdued little dog. He has at last learhatlie is not and
never will be a sheepdog. The shearers cured harhdd to learn it
the hard way. He twice got out of his collar and thinute he heard
us sing out " Wayleggo " he was off too. He got exdibup with the

sheep and the men vowed one of them would accidiesteear him.

‘Then a big ram took to him. D'Arcy got in behirdstram like a
streak of lightning and nipped its heels in therappd manner. That



ram lifted him clean over the pens, and all we sHteyr D'Arcy came
down to earth, was a white flash making for thedsoand Jassy.

'l don't know whether it was you or D'Arcy got undassy's armour.
She's never allowed dogs in the house beforeiearin the other
day to find Border Bill occupying the rag mat witim. | pretended to
be shocked and Jassy said, "Well, when two crestdranimals or
humans—settle their differences the way those tapthey deserve
a bit of spoiling.” | can tell you, Nicola, you h&aa way with you.'

Nicola said suspiciouslyi, take it Felicity is within hearing distance?
‘What makes you say that?'
‘Hearing such pretty speeches from you.'

‘That's a dirty crack. She's gone over to Koromikou aren't given
to pretty speeches yourself. And anyway, what'sriatter with me?
I've never known me give you a compliment yet butatvyou
ungraciously get a dig in.'

Nicola said firmly: ' The trouble with you, Forbas,that you miss
your cue every time. You make your pretty speedbdabe wrong
person.'

'‘Good grief!' He sounded genuinely injured. ' Wherev you
expecting me to make pretty speeches to? If | fitieait on Letty
she'd think | was trying to cut Dan out. That olelgtves Felicity and
Jassy—apart from you.'

'l wouldn't expect you to go round telling Jassg kloked ravishing,
but it could do something for Felicity.'

'Felicity! That'll be the day. Someone I've knowimay life. | know
what it is—you're sorry for her. | even believe yewn her side in



this quarrel. Well, watch your step, Nicola, or Yoget in deep
waters. | may be as fond as the dickens of hethieue's a large lump
of selfishness she needs to get rid of.'

Nicola swallowed. He was hopeless! Self-satisfied sure the
giving-in must be all on Felicity's side. She saittow's this week
gone as far as she's concerned? Has it made desedie?’

‘Not a scrap. If anyone had told me years agostmatould have been
so adamant and unforgiving, | wouldn't have belietleem. When
we were kids, it was a case of a flare-up with lgeuy know . . . the
word, the blow, and then a quick sorry and it wiae\aer. What were
you telling Granddad? Aren't you coming home far weekend?'

‘No. Dan's been awfully good to us and Letty wamtsround to assist
with these costumes. We can do it better her—theza't so many
distractions. Letty says Christmas will be on usrsand we must get
as much done as possible. And we spend hours atikeum.’

‘Don't you mind playing gooseberry?'

‘Well, they can hardly hold hands at the museurd,amight there
are the four of us.’

'You mean Garry?'

'Of course. Who else? Anyway, we're having a ddyarhorrow.
Letty's visiting friends and I'm going round Mid+@arbury with
Garry.'

A pause. Then, ' Nicola, don't singe your fingeuid, you?'
Nicola took him up sharply. ' What can you mean?’

‘Well, it would be disastrous if you really fellrftnim, wouldn't it,
ditching this chap at Home."



Disastrous What a flattering word to use. But he meant, airee,
that he didn't approve of cousins marrying andoitild make trouble.
Nicola told herself to keep a rein on her temper.

She said coldly, ' You know, Forbes, Felicity wight when she said
you were too organizing by far. I'll manage my oaffairs, thank

you. | might even be better at it than you seefmetavith your own. |

know exactly how far to go with Garry. We were gaands long

ago and we have quite an affection for each ottiekept well within

bounds. Don't worry, Forbes, I'll make no complmas within the

family. | wantto go back to England. | like Englishmen far,datter

than any New Zealander I've met so far—except fuudth George.
New Zealand men don't mean a thing to me. Goodhight she

hung up.



CHAPTER Xl

She found she was shaking. It made her warmer rinra@ner to
Garry the next day. She was determined to stop idgaw
comparisons. It wasn't fair to Garry. He didn't&#ve personality of
Forbes, but he was a darned sight easier to geitbnAnd so kind.
Nicola told herself she was an ingrate to feel, ey came back to
the city, glad that Garry had reports to make out eouldn't spend
the evening with her.

She enjoyed the next day, Saturday, however. Peibagause they
were again a foursome and Dan was such fun. lthaes to believe
this was a December day, that in a fortnight it lddoe Christmas
Eve. The temperature climbed almost immediately the eighties
and the sky was a hot, cloudless blue bowl inveredr the

shimmering plains.

They took the road through the tunnel in the Palts kb Lyttelton to
show Nicola where, on December the sixteenth ir018% first ship
had come to harbour with settlers on board. Theial§ who had
come to prepare the new colony for them were ayr¢hdre . . .
barracks and V-huts and tents were everywheretremajh only the
Bridle Path could be used to gain access to thegléhey were
already cutting their way round the hill to Sumrfer a road that
could take wheeled traffic.

'In all the years,' said Dan, ' the Bridle Path reesained just that. . .
too steep for anything but a foot- track zigzaggtegvay over.'

'‘Lovely to find something still unchanged,' saiccdla.

But they didn't only do historical research; thathdrove them to
bathe at one of the bays round the Peninsula. Ttz tea at
Governor's Bay, then, in the long twilight, cameclbd&o the old
colonial house in Rolleston Avenue. After they had some coffee,



Dan said to Letty, ' Come on round to the museuth wie, Letty,
I've got a key. There are some things I'd likedager with you.'

Nicola looked up from an old album of Phoebe Digtam's she was
studying and saw a conspiratorial grin pass betMdsenand Gairry.

Garry said lazily, ' Don't ask us to go with youwel'had too much
sun and too much sea. Nicola, don't you dare sayyike to go or
I'll feel in duty bound to escort you.'

When they had gone, Nicola said: ' Keen on his wierkt he? Or is it
work he's thinking of tonight? | caught that look.'

Garry burst out laughing. ' | hope Letty didn'tsdkems she's taking
that affair at a much slower pace than Dan. He'g siere of himself.
He says she's so taken up with this Centennidl &' of nothing
else.’

Nicola heaved a sigh of exasperation. ' So likeeatgninny he carts
her off to amuseunto pop the question!" She got up and strode to t
window, half screened over by a vine planted awsgrbefore, and
waved her hand at the scene outside.

‘Justimagine ... look at this enchanted garddradta lily-pond, it has
a hydrangea walk ... it has a little statue of Enahe sunken garden
... he could have taken her down where the silvehbs grow . . . and
he takes her to a place full of dry bones and pvesemummies!
Men! Still, perhaps itisn't as bad as if he'd taker to the Barbadoes
street cemetery and proposed leaning on a tomldstone

‘No wonder girls here go off to England to find me . . . and
probably find it too . . . on board ship! Nothinkd moonlight on the
Pacific to make a girl feel she's really seeingi IHonestly, | think the
whole lot of you need bombs under you. Look at EiaiVesterfield,
even. We blame Nancy for turning tail and goingkoec England,



but how are we to know she didn't find Francis¢banged from the
man he'd been in England? The life here might shaaged him to a
tongue-tied rustic. | presume that in England, whez had courted
his cousin, he'd known how to make a woman feeltifed and

beloved. How are we to know she didn't feel lifeswgaing to be too
drab lived on his terms? After all, he couldn't mv@ake Jane

happy—

Jane who so deserved it. Men ha@atto make life worth while for
women. They'll put up with anything, even an existethey'd never
have picked for themselves, if the men would makeem gloriously
worth while, instead of taking their women's papiation in their

lives for granted!

'‘No wonder Felicity is going off to England. Shardy got one life to
lead. She wants a bit of romance. I've told Fotheme's something to
be said for pretty speeches and now I'm telling. y/duseums!
Really, there's not one of the three of you waontn ftutter of a girl's
heart!

Garry rose with a swift movement quite untypicahoh, tossed his
cigarette into a plant-pot, crossed the room wittloaple of strides.
He towered above her, laughing, but with some peepo his eyes
she could not fathom.

His grip hurt. He put one foot up on the windowiseavly dear
cousin Nicola! What a termagant! You're really stme when
roused, aren't you? But you haven't been in thatcplong enough
to make such sweeping statements about colonial .mand get
away with it!lt rouses our male pride. And you're way off beB&xan
told me he wanted Letty to himself tonight. The pws was just an
excuse . He's taking her on the Avon in a canoéhe boatshed's just
round the corner from here . . . moonlight canoama@bout as
romantic as you can get. But he didn't dare merition_etty or she'd



have insisted on a foursome, would have wantedg@lare it too.
So Dan told me to head you off if you wanted tooagpgany them.'

Nicola felt a burning wave of real chagrin sweepraver.

'Oh,' she said flatly. "'That does make me feel@sgberry. | expect
I've been in the way all week, had | but known it.’

Garry's face was very close to hers. ' You ceraioh't-"have to feel
like that, Nicola. | was most happy for Dan andty b leave us
alone.' He bent his head and kissed her, takingcbepletely by
surprise.

At that moment a voice from above floated dowrhem. A student's
voice. One of the Maori girls. ' Just look whatisning up our path ...
the biggest he-man you ever saw, with the smaliéste poodle!
The last word was cut off as if the speaker redlsd®e was beside an
open window and would be heard.

Panicking, Nicola put a hand on Garry's shouldel @ed to push
him away. She turned her head, looking straight aduthe open
casement, and there stood Forbes, halted deasltirabks. His brows
were meeting above his eyes, his lips were a $iréige.

And Garry laughed.

He let go of Nicola, lifted the handle of the wind@and swung it
wider, leaning out. ' It's quite all right, Forbexme in by the
verandah door. | admit you could have picked abéithe to appear,
but | have a lovely nature ... far better thandhe Nicola gives me
credit for. She's just been telling me how unp@dtve colonials are.
So, despite the fact that at the moment | ougbétaishing you at the
bottom of the sea, I'm about to show her that omigpédean, at least,
can face embarrassment with perfect aplomb.’



Nicola pulled herself together. After all, what didnatter? Forbes
ought to realize there was nothing in it. No mdrantin any of the
kisses he had taken from her. In fact his had hadsame reason
behind them, as Garry's had. A sort of reflex actiorn of masculine
perversity.

But Forbes was in the room and looking like a tlreratbud. How
dare he! She supposed he was cross because efatienship. But if
it didn't upset Garry, why should it upset Forb&s?ry could please
himself.

His voice was cutting. "Your embarrassmamt Nicola's doesn't
concern me in the slightest. I'd have given botyoaf credit for more
sense, the situation being what it is."'

Good heavens, the man was going to play the hedkgirf. . . heavy
cousin . . . bring up the relationship.

So Nicola said very quickly, ' Forbes, you're bemgte absurd.
There was nothing in that. You take things far seoiously. Now
take that look off your face and let's know whanys you here, what
gives us the pleasure of your company.'

Forbes said: 'There's been a bit of an accidekoaimiko.' Then he
said quickly and strangely, ' No, not—not any of tBorge folk, it
was to Jassy. She fainted with the heat—first timall her stoical
life— but she was at the head of the stairs. Shalfehe way, gave
Aunt Lucy a terrible fright, but she only broke loatlar-bone.

‘The doctor's set it and Aunt Lucy wouldn't let seme home, but
you know what Jassy is, thinks Marino will fall apeithout her at
the helm. She's bound to come back tomorrow, sankwou, Nicola.
She won't be able to do a thing, much less dresehé

Gany's jaw had a pugnacious thrust to it. Nicola s@prised.



‘Why can't Felicity take over?' he demanded.

Forbes's brows came down. ' In the circumstandesppen to prefer
Nicola.'

Nicola couldn't resist it. * And you'll know, frotong experience,
Garry, that what Forbes wants, he gets.’

'‘Not always,' said Forbes quietly.
Nicola felt a heel.

'‘Besides,' Forbes continued, ' Felicity did offeut quite frankly,
Jassy wanted Nicola.'

Garry said, ' Not very tactful, was it?'

Forbes made an impatient movement. ' She didn'ttsayfront of
Felicity. Give Jassy credit for some feelings. Simspered it to me,
privately. She said that knowing how Felicity feal®ut farm tasks,
she'd rather have Nicola who seemed to find ittgrea'

Nicola snorted. ' That makes me sound a paragdmad done it all

my life, perhaps I'd want a change too. 'Right,bésr I'll come.

Garry, it sounds as if Dan and Letty won't be blackages and won't
want a reception committee when they do come—isjpisti go pack

my things and leave a note on Letty's pillow.'

To Forbes's look she said, 'Dan's taken Letty afoeing by
moonlight. But he did it under pretext of carryihgr off to the
museum on business. Which [, dimwit that | am, daadd! Garry
enlightened me. I still didn't get it and was hioed at the thought of
anyone proposing in a museum!'

Garry chuckled.So | put her right. In any case, my darling dillen
if he had chosen that venue, it wasn't to say pexpose in the



shadow of the skeleton of a whale or a hippo. Hghimhave taken
her inside that hansom cab he's so attached tbeiearly Colonial

section. | can't think it much less romantic thacaaoe. And safer
too, come to think of it. So | was putting Nicolght when you

discovered us in that clinch!

Laughing, and rather glad to see Forbes still leglkannoyed, and
uncertain, Nicola ran up to fling her things in lcese and leave the
note.

She didn't know if it was Forbes's custom to dniveilence through
traffic, but anyway he didn't speak till they wevell past Belfast.

'l told you to watch your step with Garry, Nicola.'

She drew in a tense breath, leashing her anger stiee managed to
say coolly, mockingly, ' And of course you expe& tm do exactly as
you advised? What do you think you are, Forbes? fEmaily
Solomon?'

She saw the bearded mouth twist. ' If I'd had ashro do with
women as Solomon had, perhaps I'd know how towli#althis. I'm
very disappointed in you.'

She bit her lip, but answered gamely enough, ' éxrihave you
really any right to interfere in Garry's affairs®'sli not far off your
age, is he?"

‘Twenty-six to my twenty-nine, if you want to knoWm not just
wanting to throw my weight about. But you've got puzzled.'

‘Meaning?'



'‘Well, you don't mean to stay here . . . and yovehsomeone in
England. Nesta was the same. She was here suabrtatiste, yet
you're snarling our lives up as much as she diarlné

It hurt so much, Nicola could find no ready answer.

Then she said, chokingly, ' Forbes, it seems tasnéit's extremely

hard not to get caught up in all the currents am$szcurrents at

Marino. | hoped just to come out here to do a pof] after a happy
time with my New Zealand cousins, go back with ped memories.

But it's not as easy as thatouasked me to help in a certain stick
situation and | tried. It's your fault if | seem have made it worse
still.’

He didn't answer for a few moment&Vhen | asked you, | thought
you would play fair. | thought I'd read you righBut
now—tonight—I feel bewildered and disgusted. Jas®sy Granddad
think the world of you. You've done a wonderful mthe history so
far.

Garry --' his voice took on a note she couldn'tys®g—' Garry seems
to find you irresistibly attractive, and...'

Nicola couldn't help it. She prompted him. ' Andiye?'
'‘Me? Oh, I'm just a crass fool, that's all.’

Nicola waited, but he said no more. As they passeer the
Waimakiriri, she said, ' | don't know why | triedl patch things up in
this family at all. Ithoughtl knew why. My sole idea was that if |
entered into this conspiracy with you, it might gmnsate to your
mother—who so wants the match—for what Nesta ditdolong
ago.'

The profile above the driving wheel was unyieldiagggy.



‘That sounds very fair and commendable. That's whatl come to
believe in. And if you had even gone as far in pigyup to Garry
tonight, when Felicity was about—well, I'd have ked you up. But
catching you out like that was—a very differentthi

Nicola said in a hard tone, ' | see. The troublehwiou,. Forbes
Westerfield, is that you have no endearing humaitstrYou have
everything sewn up into neat little compartmentspgonally—and
you can't understand that just sometimes things lgde differently
from how they're planned. That one's emotions atalways under
control. This absolutely finishes it as far as kwncerned. With
Garry, | mean. I'll play up to you a little bit—fecessary—when
Felicity is about, if you can still manage to davith someone you so
despise, but | refuse to be rude to Garry. | just'tvencourage him,
that's all.'

His hands tightened on the wheel. ' I'm experiemaiiew emotions
right now that threaten to spill over. So you domédthat at the

moment | came upon you, emotiowsregetting out of hand. That
Garry was— rather serious?'

‘Well, all right. Perhaps he was more serious thaas about it.’

'l could shake you till your teeth rattled. Beats what satisfaction
you got out of it. Any wonder it made me think of$da? She couldn't
bear any man to look at another woman, and triegtttact him by
foul means if fair means didn't do it.'

Nicola couldn't take any more. ' Look, Forbes, tilver is in sight,
which means we're almost home. Jassy has beerdnamd from
tomorrow I'll be keeping house. No doubt when wehgene, Cousin
George will be waiting up for us. I'd rather he rdicknow we've
quarrelled. He's distressed enough as it is, aheudther bust-up. It's
not so long now till the Re-enactment. Let's juayt along till then.
I'll be off soon after.’



‘Going to drop your bundle? Leave the history Ralthed ?'
‘No. Why should I?'

‘This will be a setback, nursing Jassy and keepmgse. You'll need
to stay on longer to make up the time.'

‘Well, if | can't manage to finish it a few dayseafthe Centennial, I'll
take it to Hong Kong with me and finish it there.’

‘A very good idea,' said Forbes.

It left Nicola with the taste of ashes in her mouth



CHAPTER X111

Life became very hectic. It was just as well Forlaesl Cousin
George had decided that sheep could carry theedstahce this year
and had cut out harvest. They'd sown no grainl.atlaé haymaking
was finished by Christmas and got in in perfecttiveawith never a
shower to slow up their schedule.

Jassy fretted at her inactivity. Nicola felt theyslavere not half long
enough. It was a big house and she was deternmonszktit was kept
as before. Felicity was a great help.

Finally she said: ' Nicky, you're going too hardetkon Letty won't
need to let out Nancy's travelling dress at afbifi lose more weight.
Look, I'll take over the top floor, you do downssaand the meals.
That would give you time to get on with the chrdaic

Nicola said: ' But, Felicity, it's not the sortwbrk you like, is it? |
appreciate your offer all the more because of tnat] feel --'

'Oh, | don't mind housework, or even farm routiiié comes to that,
as long as people aren't too one-eyed about itremiithere's nothing
else in life. | want a bit of variety before | dettlown, that's all. I'll

come over at eight-thirty every morning. I'd likeetafternoons free
because I'm doing all my own dressmaking for thig, tto save

money.'

'‘Better stay over here, Fliss,' said Forbes's viogtend them. ' Save
an awful lot of time. And there's the little sewirgpm upstairs.'

Felicity said, ' Oh, Letty needs to use that whHezissup here working
on the costumes.’



Forbes laughed. ' She's now more keen on doimgawn. | believe
they're announcing the engagement next week. $ke'tb be near
Dan.'

'‘Oh, good show. But | thought she preferred to wapkhere. She
seemed to be up most weekends.'

'Oh, well, till Letty fell in love with Dan, | thik the attraction was
Garry. You thought they were attracted, didn't y@icola?'

Nicola, with that faint air of reserve she useddo¥s Forbes now,
said, ' | believe | did, but only on the first nigh

Felicity said indifferently, ' Oh, well, it lookssaf the best man won.
Okay, I'll stay here till Jassy's fully right. ltust be frustrating for the
poor pet. If it had been her ankle even she coaigedone lots of
things sitting down. I'm afraid with all this hethe fruit is going to

come in early. We'll have to get the preservingedsomehow.'

Nicola wondered how she was going to bear isometimes she felt
intensely irritated with Felicity, so casual andarnng about Forbes's
love for her.

Cousin George had no idea that she intended leaang after the
celebrations. He said to her, ' Don't try to pawmk thuch in on the
history. You'll get more done after the big day.u¥idbe able to do
more at night when the days draw in. No temptati@n to linger
outside. The men are in earlier for their evenirgahthen.'

Nicola had a vision of those evenings . . . Forlmsan-shaven,
something she had never seen, smoking his pipkéddfjre, reading,
D'Arcy's curly white head on his slipper . . . Feslmending fishing
rods, cleaning his guns, polishing harness. Fdrheg with the farm
accounts. He was a strange mixture, almost as &edigures as he
was on farming.



Cousin George was proud of this. ' | could nevandithe book work
myself. But of course Forbes's father lived andatired figures.
That's why | sent him to Varsity instead of Lincdlollege. Great
mistake for a man to think his son must follow ig footsteps.’

Nicola said, ' | admire that sort of thinking, Cou&eorge. It must be
terrible to be pushed into doing something you tdaaint to do.
Though | guess that in the case of a farmer ussthat much harder.
Naturally, he wants the place carried on in theiliam

'‘Aye, it is harder, but many a man has lost his aeriar as kinship of
spirit is concerned, by forcing him to stay on fllen. And if a thing
Is done merely out of gratitude, or a sense of ,dtiyapt to turn sour.
Even where there are generations of farming ancests not wise to
expect an unbroken line.'

'‘No. There's always the chance of a throwback meesimrebear who
was a sailor or a soldier or—as in this case—toaa f figures.
What does Forbes's father do? I've forgotten.'

'‘Bank manager, and a darned good one too. Hedbm a few days
before the centenary. He loves the farm life fdroéiday, and can
shear a sheep with the best of them, out of peetrd all as he is.
Very like Forbes to look at.'

'‘Wasn't it grand for you that Forbes wanted thies?li

'It was. He never wanted aught else. Went to Limc@bllege. To
Christ's College first. We kept him there as losgrassible, in case
he might find an aptitude for something else. Buwasn't likely.
Forbes knows what he wants and goes after it..ddenygives up.'

If that were true in all things, then Forbes wogkt Felicity. He'd
probably take her to Europe for a trip, then rewith her to the Hill
of Peace.



Christmas, with all its strangeness, celebratingn itemperatures
soaring into the nineties, fell behind them. Theyepeaches and
plums were bottled, the two girls doing them undiEssy's
supervision.

Jassy wanted more than ever done this year, bedmiged fruit
would be easy to feed the multitude with. They epeeled and
stewed all the early windfall apples, with CousiecBje and Forbes
pitching in to help at night. Even though there ldole plenty of
apples on the trees then, it would be wonderfllaee them done in
jars just ready for the pies.

'I'm beginning to agree with that saying that wolmevork is never
done,' said Forbes one night. ' Look, do we rdadlye to do this last
bucket? They're woefully small. At the moment | Icblheave them
through this window and not care tuppence thaslilg.'

‘You deserve to want,' said Jassy severely. ' $bdtof waste has
never been practised at Marino. That's how we vesath the
depression.’

He scowled horribly. ' | expect you'd rather weledd breakdowns
than not use up every jot and tittle.'

Felicity, a familiar edge to her voice, said: s i pity we don't have
Centennials more often if it makes you realize wimoynen get fed up
about certain things— why they want something d#ife to sweeten
the plain boiled rice diet of everyday existence.’

Cousin George looked at her with an expressionistiace Nicola
had never seen there before. ' Felicity, you weneenlike this, |
think you're putting it on. You had the chance oing teaching—or
nursing—or taking up office work. Your mother sawthat. But all
you wanted to do was to take a course in home &eiefou overdo
all this. It's probably a cover-up for what youlhgguarrelled about.



No one who thinks housework is drudgery goes iunalrily for a
home science course.

'l've said to Lucy and Jack that it'll be the bibétg for you to go

overseas. It may help you get things in their rggrispective. It could
be a case of: " What can they know of England whiy &ngland

know?" in reverse. By the time you've been less thgear away you
might think any life was the best life if only yotmue mate was at
your side. Go by all means if it's the only way y@an find it out.

We're getting a bit tired of you dramatizing youirse

Felicity stared as if a turtle-dove had suddenliyehi her, then she
stood up, pushed her bowl of apples away from hémrashed out of
the room, but not before she had burst into teafi®int of everyone.

There was the most appalled silence with everyomekimg
uncomfortable except Cousin George, who went orcigia
quartering apples with the incredibly thin, sharpfd with a horn
handle that Jane had peeled her potatoes with.

‘What's gotten into you?' asked Jassy, who readasty Westerns,
she occasionally used their expressions. ' Yosguelly all for peace.’

His blue eyes were twinkling now. ' I'm the onlook®at sees most of
the game. It's not farm life that's upset FelicBie's using that as an
excuse. It's time she did get upset. This has garfar too long."'

Nicola dared not look at Forbes. She hadn't watdesee his face
whiten and his mouth set in a thin, hard line. Re&le was as blind
as a bat! This was the tide to be taken at thelflél® ought to have
rushed after her and caught her with all defeno@mdNicola knew
better than to suggest it in front of everybody.ian would take it.



Jassy said fiercely, 'And we're all getting tired arritable. Why |
was such a ninny as to fall downstairs at my agpey®nd me! It's put
more work on to everyone and held up yon historlydot.'

Nicola said quickly, ' That doesn't matter. I'va gmwhere Cousin
George was ten years old. That's the hardest pamd me. There's
not so much looking up now. Cousin George cannellanything |

want to know. It's much easier to do it from livimgmory. I've been
terriied I'd made some frightful bloomer- havindgpen use

machinery not invented then, or some expressionuset till the

twenties! And yet for popular reading it had to dmne in natural
story form. I'll get through the rest of it fairlquickly after the

Re-enactment, when the shouting and the tumultizasaway.'

Cousin George beamed. ' Not too quickly. We'd yie to stay on as
long as possible.’

Not if | know it, thought Nicola. She'd been wranghinking Cousin
George would not have minded had Forbes turned ffelitity to
herself. He'd used, about Forbes and Felicitytdha true mates .

George said: ' Now's the moment to tell you sommegtj decided on
some time ago. | say decided, not something I'npgsmg. It's all
settled. | know the women of the district are gdmgitch in and help
with home-grown or hunted meat and so on, but gallrgoing to be
fairly free on the day itself. | want the womenfatkenjoy it too. I've
booked a firm of caterers from Christchurch to ke $erving. And
they're going to provide the stuff that doesn'tdhiebe home-made
—ijellies, salads and trifles and so on. | won'téhgou worn to a
frazzle and too tired to enjoy yourselves. And'théiat. There, that's
the last apple. Now, for goodness' sake let's g#tewdamn things and
get them into bottles and have some supper antb dféd. Forbes,
you'd better be the one to take Felicity a cugeaf tf she won't open
the door to you just leave it outside. Don't partoar’



Forbes was back in a matter of seconds and simgly i& an
expressionless tone, ' She took it . . . but tladit's

Nicola was surprised he had reported on it atSile said nothing
because she simply didn't know what to say.

By common consent the whole incident was ignored day. It was
as if the approaching celebration was the only i@ thing, as if
there was no time for personal matters.

Nicola said one day, ' You know, when | was in Gtahurch | felt
quite strange being surrounded by clean-shaven Weh. all your
neighbours too, growing beards for the crowd scdheslost a lot of
my dislike for beards.

Forbes's hand caressed his. ' | haven't. | cayhagdt for it to be all
over. | just hate washing my face with all thisibrAnd yesterday,
when we'd yarded the rams and gone over them yastfike, they
kicked up so much dust, my beard was grey andt like sandpaper.
The only thing is I've got into such a habit ob&ing it—it's a great
aid to thinking long, long thoughts, | find—thalsitgoing to look
quaint afterwards when | start absent-mindedlyirigeor what isn't
there.'

Nicola giggled, tossing back her red locks. ' Te#, Forbes, have
you ever found the ideal thing to do with it in Betlnever saw
anything so funny as that first night | was hereu yhot knowing

whether to push it under the sheets or let it stiskover the top!

They all stared at her. Forbes burst out laughirigs all right,' he
said. ' Nicola heard D'Arcy barking and came doavaltut him up in
case he disturbed the household. By that time didhgn cuddled
down on my bed. That's all." He cocked an eye abldi 'But for



heaven's sake, don't reminisce like that at the/fiess or we'll cause
a first-class family scandal.'

The laughter somehow cleared the air.

Forbes said, ' And | daily get more fond of thaliduk. He's got a
beautiful nature. I'm thinking of using him as asgphack. There's
one thing, I'll get that part over long beforeFaancis, | meet Nancy
and tip her in the river. Come on, Nicola, we cao'stpone it any
longer. Granddad wants us to try that scene owaytoThe river's
about right. It's got to be done fairly naturally .. which won't be
easy. | mean | can't exactly shove you in .s got to look accidental.
That scene is to be one of the highlights for tle&evision
programme.’

Nicola's tawny eyes opened wide. 'Television? Farb@ousin
George, you don't mean I'm going to be tippedraf a river in front
of thousands of T.V. viewers?'

'‘What else?' asked Forbes. 'If there's one thingding to enjoy, it's
that bit.'

Cousin George said, ' Better get into your bathowstume for the
try-out, Nicola. And twist your hair on top. It'stgoeautifully long . .
. you must have very healthy hair to grow so qyic¢kl

It certainly was a tough proposition. Nicola préégsat so many
rehearsals. She seemed to spend her days beied toss the river.
They finally found that a huge boulder, hauled itite river and
sticking up enough for Forbes to be sure not tosntiswas the
solution. By driving so hard at it that one wheahup on it . . .
something that demanded fair skill . . . it tilfdetola up against him
and threw her across him. Forbe managed to masteratt of
assisting her on her way in a manner that looked laes were only
trying to save her.



'It's because he enjoys it so much that he's gettirpractically
perfect,’ complained Nicola, squeezing out her foaithe fifth time.
She'd given up wearing a bathing-cap; there wamsth of her hair
now, it felt horrible, stuffed up inside.

'‘Odd you should have been red-headed like Nancgnvédranddad
vows you're exactly like your grandmother, who wiamescendant
of hers,' said Forbes.

'Oh, | suppose it's just a minor coincidence. Brars eyes are green,
not reddish-brown like mine. | think my grandmotl®mone of the
most beautiful women I've ever seen. It's only ray hget from her.
She's tiny, and her complexion is exquisite and'ssiget high
cheekbones, and while she never tries to look yppegple have
often taken her for my mother.'

Cousin George came up the bank towards them. "sThatv |

imagine her. I'm glad the years were kind to Hée.'smiled at his
young kinswoman from England. ' You're a greattspicola. That's
not an easy part to take. You must be tired ofddmenched.’

Forbes said, unexpectedly, ' Indeed, isteesportShewouldn't have
run out on Francis.'

Nicola crimsoned with pleasure. Cousin George mawehke head of
the horse in the dray shafts as it started to muWieoa there, Clytie!'

Nicola said: ' Then | take it I'm forgiven for—erhet incident with
Garry?' She kept her voice low.

The dark eyes with the green flecks, as inscrutablever, looked
down into hers. ' | don't know. It really hurt thatu would do such a
thing, knowing how I— how we all—feel. But—wellpt'learning to
be more tolerant, | think. Relationships can beyvawkward,



situations can get out of hand so easily ... asghbto know. I've
blundered from the word go with you, haven't I?'

Nicola knew a warmth that wasn't just sun on her.gkorbes was so
close to her that she could see his heart beatHegwas in his
bathing-trunks too, and had stopped rubbing hintsmiin.

She said slowly, her eyes on the ends of her Baha rubbed it dry,
"It was very difficult for us both. Too many cresgsrrents, too many
old confused threads. And this broken engagementtdnake it any
easier. But | give you my word, I'd like nothingttee than to see it
resumed. And | hope that nothing | ever say or moposely or
inadvertently, lessens the chance of having it mgude

Just as their eyes met, George's voice came to. thedhytie's
impatient to be going. | can't hold him back muchder. Are you
two getting in the back or not?'

'‘We'll get in. Nicola forgot her sandals. Comingatddad.'

George Westerfield came up over the wheel. Forbesdu Nicola
over the tailboard and they plodded up from therrived, swaying
with the motion, Nicola sitting on a bag of chaff.

That night Cousin George announced that he wasggdom
Christchurch. ' I've a bit of business to see th@ailNational Mortgage
Company. I'll have a couple of nights there attleas

Nicola said swiftly, * Any chance of my coming ?tiys Aunt
Phoebe would put me up. There are a lot of notebkke to check
with Dan at the museum.’

Felicity was keen for her to have the chance. Sh&t tve mellowing.
A few weeks ago, any suggestion that she mightatan the house
with just Forbes and Jassy—the men had their ovantexs—would



have resulted in her bolting back to Koromiko. Nicgave herself no
time to think about it, but just went upstairs guadtked.

Nicola felt numb all the way down in the Austin Camdge. It was
such a lovely evening. Mount Gray was a purplengie, slightly
irregular, on the horizon, birds were whistlingifaghey wanted the
magic twilight to last for ever, the road was baetewith hawthorn
hedges past their blossoming and tall poplars alhawg. Sunset had
gilded the Waimakiriri till it was a river of golanolten and flowing
swiftly. The Christchurch streets were a blaze lofvérs. They
seemed to have all the space they needed, hehe gndat plain, and
many houses had flower-pots outside the fenceghtonith petunias
and marigolds and nasturtiums, and half of thepfaibts were green,
shaven turf.

There were ducks on the Avon, weeping willows imgilgreen
fingers in its shallow waters, and college crewspdatg their oars. In
the Square, surrounded by the buildings of comméenesCathedral
sat in its own splendid lawns and ancient trees.

Mrs Dinnington wouldn't hear of Cousin George goiogan hotel
and he was a great success with the Colombo Rlaerss. They
made him promise they'd be allowed to help if thagne up for the
big day.

Cousin George spent some time with a vicar at dritkeosuburban
churches who was a direct descendant of the youragecwho had
married Jane and Francis. Nicola accompanied himot things. It
kept her mind from dwelling on the fact that Forbed Felicity —as
she had planned—would be left alone together afltdte time.

They never had been, all the time she had beee.thassy had been
going earlier to bed since her fall. Nicola coutthgine it all.



They would settle down in the Far End, Forbes with book and
pipe, Felicity with her sewing. Perhaps the silewoelld do for them
what speech had not. They would look up silentlyd ar
simultaneously, their eyes would meet, look awag,ifbesistibly
drawn back . . . and they would realize how foolisby had been.
Forbes would put his book down, thrust his pipe the rack Francis
had carved so long ago ... it had a fretted siltieuef horses
ploughing . . . and he would cross the room, symhbtly cancelling
the distance between them . . .

After the Centennial, they would take that honeymddp to

England. They'd probably hope to see her there.ifBGenevieve
could spare her as long as that—she was alreakipngadf staying
longer in Canada—Nicola would prolong her own stayHong

Kong. Better for her peace of mind if she never $asbes again
when she left New Zealand.

One afternoon when Cousin George was out at htk stod station
agents, he rang NicolaNicola, | wonder if you'd take the Austin
back home later on? | won't be home for ten daysopafter all.’

‘Ten days? Why, Cousin George, | thought you'd de&gyhome
tomorrow. Look, I'll go home by bus. You'll neee ttar.'

He chuckled. ' Not where I'm going. Something'pex up, Nicola,
and I'm off for Australia, at seven tonight. | wasky enough to get a
cancelled passage.'

Nicola gulped. ' | shall never get used to you abblew Zealanders.
How sudden! And so soon before the centenary.’

He laughed. ' Oh, it's far enough away really, thiedoreparations are
in good hands—yours and Forbes. Just tell Forbesalile him from

Sydney when I'm coming home and that I'll see &b lblusiness about
the merino rams while I'm there. He'll know wheredontact me if he



needs to. Same place | always stay at. I'll be backny grip this
afternoon, but you're going to Lyttelton on thartraren't you? I'll
leave the car keys on your dressing-table. Would get the car
serviced before you go home? Okay. Goodbye andbi&sd.'

Forbes was even more astonished than Nicola. 'yRédsecold boy
going off like that! Oh, he's paid several businasgs, but always
with more warning. | wouldn't have thought anythioger there
could be urgent—unless he heard something frorsttiek firm that
he was interested in. Oh, well, he'll likely drapailine.'

' was flummoxed. It wasn't till | was in the traihat | realized |
should have given him my grandmother's hotel addres

‘She's buying early colonial stuff there. It's &dizing to think they'll
be in the same city—and knew each other all thesesyago. But he
was in such a hurry my mind went blank. The loeaords | was
looking up in Lyttelton took me so long that eveéhd taken a taxi to
Harewood | wouldn't have got to the airport in time

'I know what, Nicola. I'll cable him her address.'

Nicola said doubtfully, ' If you think that wouldeball right. |
wouldn't have minded asking him personally if heudht he'd have
time to look her up, but you can't say much inldeand | don't want
to make such a point of it that he feels he must.’

'Oh, cables are quite cheap to there—and at ddfeates, which
means they get there the day after, cheaper Htillkay "We're
sending Nicola's grandmother's address in casehgwe time to
renew old acquaintance." Where have you got theead@'

'In my case. | got her last letter just before wentmo Christchurch
and took it down to answer." She rummaged. ' MastHeft it at
Phoebe's. But her earlier one is upstairs. Jusiraent.'



Forbes phoned the cable through.

Even to Nicola's searching eyes and straining #ses was no
difference in Forbes's and Felicity's attitude tmgaeach other. It
hadn't worked.

Preparations became more urgent. Felicity and Hipaolished up
ancient pieces of saddlery the men unearthed. Babd his men
spent hours getting the blacksmith's shop restioréd former glory.
It was used so seldom these days, just when a pfenachinery had
to be mended or improvised, or an old man caméront Oxford to
shoe the horses. They had arranged for him toagdemonstration of
shoeing at the Centennial. Jassy was fit againraumuy to go.

The whole wool shed was scrubbed out for the ball tvould take
place on the Saturday night. ' We call them wo@eshops where
you would call them barn-dances,' said Forbes twldi ' But this
will be more formal than most. By the way, Nical&now Felicity

can't, but any chance you can do the Lancers?’

'No. | can waltz, my grandmother saw to that. Shetenamoured of
present-day twisting and stomping. Says they lawkance. And
once in a school play, | took part in a minuet, thet Lancers—no."'

‘Granddad is determined to have them. Mum and Radand, oddly
enough, so can I. We've got a beach house up Kehepuru Sounds
at the top of the South Island. They still do tlaaters in some places
in the Sounds. | think we'll practise—and delighta@ldad, to say
nothing of surprising him—by getting quite a fewtbe young fry
round here fairly proficient.'

For Nicola there was a bitter-sweet flavour totladly did. The days
were slipping by now like jewels on a string, séome remembered
only as something lovely and lost.



There came the day when Felicity brought in a ldrge from the
mail-box at the gate. She wrinkled her nose oveéltis for both of us.
Do you think it's from Uncle George?'

Nicola shook her head. ' Couldn't be. The postmadys
Christchurch. That's Dan's wonderful script. Hesugeor exhibit
cards for the museum. | wonder what it can be?’

'‘Best way to find out,’ said Forbes sarcasticdligm behind his
paper, ' would be to open it.’

They cut the string to find two boxes, striped alegoblue and gold,
huge boxes, tied with lavender ribbon. One was sdhfelicity, one
Nicola.

The girls, mystified, but smiling, began carefuliytying the ribbons.
Then, as they pushed masses of tissue aside, dspgd,

Two period gowns. But new. One, Felicity's, was@sy pink as a
sunrise cloud, with a low neckline looped with Iddace and elbow
sleeves with black lace frills.

Nicola's was in apricot taffeta with a small, higiaisted bodice cut
into a deep square neckline, laced with brown veibbons. It had a
bustled back and rippling flounces, each edged tttwn velvet,
cascaded in a redingote effect, from waist to He@mtop of Felicity's
was a black velvet throat band with a pearl pin.t@m of Nicola's
was a heavy, intricately chased gold locket, thedamh a piece of the
brown ribbon. Trembling, she tried to open it.

Forbes was smiling. ' | strongly suspect it's aiature of Jane, or one
of her children. There's a row of miniatures inelamd Francis's
bedroom, remember. Perhaps one is missing. | knewdiather was
planning the dresses for you both—Letty gave a fittown your

measurements—he wants you to wear these to thadie old ones



just wouldn't stand the strain, specially as tleeg'bit tight on the two
of you. He said he was getting you each a pie@ntfiue jewellery
to mark the occasion. Here, give it to me, yoeNer get that open.'

He managed it. It flew open. A dark head and a epppead craned
over Forbes's shoulders. Forbes saitlisn't Jane. Must be Nancy.
Red hair. But | don't—no, it can't be. It's not-tdghioned enough.
But it isn't quite modern either. Yet you certairdguldn't call it
antique.’

'l should hopenot!" said George Westerfield's voice from the ope
door.

Nicola was trying to get something out, but it gt as they all three
swung round. She had the locket in her hand amdcaedulous look
on her face. They all stared and fell silent.

Nicola blinked. lItwasCousin George's voice, but not his face. Or w;
it? Yes . . . only minus his beard. But she hadioabts at all about
the other person.

She came to life before either Forbes or Feliaitg positively leapt
across the room at Cousin George's companion. Sem&bo had
coppery hair streaked with silver, dancing greeasey. . someone
petite and elegant and . . .

‘Gran!' she said, and folded her close in her strong yaunts.

George Westerfield watched the little scene wilbak that was a
blend of triumph and tenderness.

Forbes found his voice. ' Well, it looks as if ygat our cable all
right, sir.'



Nicola's grandmother, struggling to free hersalfifran embrace that
had squeezed the breath out of her, exchangedkahamful with
laughter and mischief, with Cousin George.

Forbes said, ' How very nice for Nicola to have sone of her very
own here.’

Nicola drew her grandmother forward, full of prideher, as well she
might be, and said, ' Felicity . . . Forbes .his is my grandmother,
Mrs Trenton.'

The side of Cousin George's mouth quirked up. H®lstnis head. '
Allow me to correct that, Nicola. | present to allyou—my bride,
Mrs George Westerfield!

‘Grandfather . . . you old goer! | must congratilatu on your choice
... and your timing. But would you mind if we ymgiones sit down
and get our breath back? You go too fast for us.’

Nicola looked down dazedly at the locket in herdashe felt she
had to solve the mystery of that first. Then sheldde able to take
in the rest.

She held it out to George. ' Cousin George, howydigdget hold of
this, in the short time—I'm sure Gran doesn't traveeind with
miniatures of herself?'

His blue eyes looked unbelievably youthful as tlaexghed into hers.
''ve had it in my safe-deposit box in the BankN#w Zealand in
Christchurch for more than forty years.'

Forbes was sitting on the arm of Nicola's chais and gripped her
shoulder, enjoining silence. But George had loak&dss at Jocelyn
Westerfield to continue.



She said very simply, with only her hands to shgwheir shaking

that she was nervous, ' We met, as you may kno®rakenhurst

near the end of World War One. | visited him beedusas engaged
to his distant cousin. Vincent wrote from the umi& was with in

France, asking me to. We --' she stopped.

Forbes said softly in a tone that surprised Nicotawas so
understanding and encouraging, ' And you fell imelavith each
other, but --'

Jocelyn gave him a grateful look. ' It was a big bgot to the stage
where | felt | couldn't go on, it wouldn't be hoheBut he was at
war—Vincent, | mean. You couldn't do that to anyone resolved
to wait till the war was over and he was safelyiklasme. | prayed
that he too might have changed towards me. Therddly before the
Armistice was signed, Vincent was wounded. He &o&g. So we
never told him. That's all. Except that | hope ne avill be upset by
this sudden marriage. Only George wouldn't wait ditter the

centenary.'

Forbes was off his perch in a trice. He bent aldusegrandfather's
wife, put his arm about her and kissed her. Heedimound and held
out a hand to Nicola. ' Come on, girl, this is imeet for tears—though
| believe they're tears of joy—and kiss your gratickér. You can't
possibly go on calling him Cousin after this. Ma/amever knew my
own grandmother, but I'm sure tickled pink to hgwa!

Felicity added her good wishes, there were torrehtgiestions and
explanations. Niebla said: ' But how you could path your beard
after those months of growing it, Cous—I mean Gfatid:r—I don't
know."

He grinned. ' Well, | felt the years had done erotggme without
crossing the Tasman and presenting myself to Jodidg that . . .
when she remembered me as a young soldier. Not frethe



centenary would | do that.' He turned to Forb¥suJ and your cable
with the address! | didn't need it. That was wineht. I'd filched the
letter from Nicola, with the address. | couldn'abthe thought of her
being so near.’

Jocelyn said: ' It's been such fun, Nicola. We war€hristchurch
yesterday—isn't it a dream of a city?— and Lettyl lilae gowns
ready to post. She knows, of course, about us. &tieled we'd try to
arrive on the heels of the parcel. George saidrthik always arrives
at four. We had a hired car. We hid it in the traethe foot of the
drive, waited till Felicity collected the mail, atiten crept up on foot.
It went off better than we dared hope.'

Felicity rushed off to make a cup of tea for théhtola said, ' Jassy's
over at Melfords'.'

Forbes said, 'I'll go down and bring up the car dredluggage. I'll
send Campbell back to Christchurch with it. He'thp at the chance.’

Nicola was still in a daze. She felt as if she wareing the story of
the Westerfields unfolding on a stage or a film-set

She took her grandmother upstairs, George treadasg upon their
heels.

Jocelyn Westerfield, connoisseur of antique fumeifigazed round
with delight. ' It's so perfect, not a jarring note

George said, ' Forbes and Nicola have spent hestsrmg the polish
of the furniture. Nicola made the darning of thedoheted spread a
work of art.'

'l should hope she would,' said his wife. ' Sherled that art under
me.'



George led her away to show her the rest of théoop.

Nicola stood beneath Jane's portrait, her handpethbeneath her
chin. She said to it, in a whisper, ' I'm glad nmargdmother and
Forbes's grandfather had a happy ending, Janel. Bish you had
had . . . and I wish | had. And | suppose | wishRelicity and Forbes
to have one too. But I've got to realize we cah'have story-book
endings.'

She and Forbes even shared grandparents now. ltl wmphasize
their relationship still more. But what did that ttea?

Not to Forbes, anyway.

She heard them coming back. She said to her graheéma@icking
up the little rose satin chair, 'I'll take thisarthe sewing-room. Now
the room will be occupied we must get on and rescalv We were
re-covering some cushions the other day—they had-wot modern
covers on—and we discovered underneath some ofthi§ well
protected and preserved.’

Her grandmother examined it. ' It won't be an gayNicola, but if
anyone could do it, you could.’

Nothing but trivialities for me, thought Nicola,regng it away. I'm
like Jane. What was it that Jane had written indneny, the thing that
Forbes resented most of all? 'l must be more cariteave so many
little things to be thankful for.'

Because the big things had failed them . . .

* * %



Marino Homestead was a happier place for Jocebarsing. Her
happiness and George's seemed to spill over likshste. Even
Jassy had nothing but good to say. Nicola wasuadie

But, as Jassy said to Nicola, ' Your grandmothareal lady. Knows
| have my domain and doesn't trespass. She sougloium told me
her story, said she and Old George will be takitrgpaHome to settle
up things there. He's always wanted to go baclaugt to have long
ago, but he never would. And when they come bé&ckpibes is
married by that time—because you never know—thbyyl a house
in Christchurch. | hope Forbes is, I've told himnypa time that he'll
miss out yet and turn into a crabbed old bachelor.’

Even Isobel, Forbes's mother, wrote a charmingrlett welcome to
Jocelyn. Forbes had probably asked her to. Isadxkblostponed her
trip to Australia. ' She's only got to see youawd you,' George said
sentimentally to Nicola.

She hugged him. ' That's sweet of you, Grandfathémmen are a bit
blind, you know. I'm a reminder of Nesta.'

‘Time will take care of that. It always does.'

But there wasn't going to be time. Isobel wouldbgok to the North
Island as soon as the celebrations were over agghon as decently
possible, Nicola was for Hong Kong.

The days sped by. They had some bad moments wieegaoibd
weather broke and day after day was wet. Inchesiolp in the hills
made the Waipuku a muddy torrent for nearly a we€ke
Re-enactment certainly couldn't have been done rursieh
conditions.

Then Forbes, with whom forecasts were almost aassisn, joyfully
announced from the weather-map that an anti-cyclea® coming



across the Tasman and was expected to remainnstatitor several
days.

There was to be the main parade of charactersatmithe morning,
with Forbes riding his bullock, among many othercidents
portraying the history of the district before eba first Westerfield
came to it. It was to be held in the huge paddbekltad always been
a picnic ground for such things.

Then at high noon, Forbes, with the bushy bearth@Bushranger
trimmed by a barber from Christchurch to the smeotiegance of
Francis's beard, and in the narrow trousers and &bacoat of the

period, was to pick Nicola up in the dray at a farsithe other side of
the river, where the dray would be stationed, andgbher to the

crossing.

Nicola had to school herself not to feel any paofygealousy that
Felicity, with her black hair and vivid good looksas later, last, to
play the part of Jane. Nicola would have loved &venidentified
herself with Jane in that last scene of all, witlarf€is and the
children—borrowed from neighbours, in their butbmots and sailor
suits and blue-sashed frocks, gathered on the dahait would have
been make-believe, but sweet, that hour to rememubeibe happy
in, all one's life.

Forbes was in high fettle, despite having a thodislimgs to see to . .
. staging for the T.V. cameras, high above theryige dozen
phone-calls in an hour sometimes, seeing to megegsh@utting
final touches on the resurrected traps and phaetmts seeing the
sheep were not neglected. With it all, he neverdast his -temper
and she had never seen him so amiable with Felantshe with him.
Were they slipping back into the old relationship?



It was the day, almost over, before the eve ofc#r@enary. Felicity
had gone home. They were sitting in the Far Entetigusatisfied
that everything was under control, and happy abwutveather.

Nicola got up. Cousin George said, ' No more chores have the
last big day of preparation coming up tomorrow dngant you
dewy-fresh, not hollow-eyed, on Saturday.’

She said, untruthfully, ' I'm just going to haveeat in my room.' He
looked surprised but approving.

She hoped they wouldn't come seeking her till sbetigat chair
re-covered. Nicola had made the cover two daysbagdhad never
found the time to attach it. She -was just goingtttch it over the
other cover—no time for anything else.

Pity it wasn't better padded. Still, no one woutas it, she hoped. It
was too fragile. There was no give in this stuffai@ll. She turned it
over; perhaps she could slit the under-part andk e padding in
the middle to the edges. She inserted the poiriteofscissors and
ripped.

The next moment she was staring fascinated at ndthtiropped out,
along with a very tiny quantity of -stuffing.

It was a fat black diary. Not a locked one.

No! Not anotherdiary of Jane Temple's. Please! She couldn'tibeat
She didn't want any more poignant entries to makeshd for an
unrequited love of a century ago. She'd put iteasitlafter the Big
Day. Jandadkept on pouring out after all, then. The spaceeutite
boards downstairs must have been filled up andddined to find
another place for it. Nicola looked down at it. Siees very tempted
to open it. She could understand Pandora now. €ityievas an



unbearable thing. When, as a child, you first réed legend, you
thought how foolish Pandora had been to open tekeat.

Well, perhaps there'd be no harm in looking atlthek, just to see
what date it ended. But that was all till later.

Nicola opened the back page. No entry. She begdmdethrough
backwards. The book was only half full. She caméeolast entry
Jane had made.

'I'm afraid I'm not a good diary-keeper any moraséd to need the
outlet for my feelings. But not now. Not since thatible, wonderful
night | lost my temper with Francis. What a goomhghGod knows
how to answer our prayers. | prayed so often fotrod. He knew |
needed to lose it. How | berated my poor belovexh€is that night.
You don't need to write when you are happy. Howe tiuis as
someone once said—I don't know who—that the natghout a
history is a happy nation.'

Nicola felt her heart beginning to thump. She stapdturned to the
first page, read three more, then started for tha,drunning. This
had to be shared. This was too good to keep telesbe wanted to
shout it from the roof-tops.

Three steps from the Far End door she cannonedrortmes.

'Here, what's this?' he demanded, clutching hevas just coming in
search of you, | was mighty sure you weren't rgstiouse on fire or
something?'

Nicola was clutching at his thin, white terylené&shForbes, Forbes,
I've found it! Look . . . Jane's happy ending! &sastuffed into the
little pink chair. Just imagine if it had never beeund . . . Forbes,
it's perfect. Francis loved her the best. He tatd $0. Come on,
Forbes!'



He caught her against him, a strange look on kis. fdNicola, let's go
back into your room. Let's sort it out togethernetjy.'

She shook her head. 'No, | want to share it witrgane. Come on, |
can't bear to read it aloud twice ... we must athi at once.' She
pulled him by the hand.

Laughing, but with a ruefulness she could not ustded, he
followed her.

The whole family looked up as she erupted in, Glather,
Grandmother, Jassy.

Her words tumbled over each other. Forbes hadtta prord in here
and there for coherency.

Then she began to read to them. She said, ' Reméinalbéast entry .
.. Jane was feeling tired and irritable. And ibK® off. This one is
dated the next day. She said: " | am beginningwalreok because it
IS a new era in our lives. | am writing at sunssdmeone called
Francis out. This has been the most wonderful daydife. Or was

yesterday that? Yesterday when | rose with so haawyart, when |
felt so irritable?

"Yesterday, when | felt | could bear no longer kmowledge that |

would never be any more than Francis's second-deditfo praying

| would be kept from losing my temper with him, fisaying bitter

useless things. I'd got through that most diffi¢utte—dinnertime,

when the children are tired and so am |, when tese most easily
lost. | got George and Felicity to bed. So | rethxay guard and
suddenly, out of the blue, | snapped at Francidobleed amazed and
his amazement maddened me. | ought to be asharoed,ah the

torrent of words that poured out of me, the repnesac the

complaints.



"Then he said, so sorrowfully, 'Jane, what is ikezayou speak like
that?'

" | told him he wouldn't know. That he knew nothialgout women,
nothing about me. That as long as they were tal fai§ needs,

whatever they were, that was all he cared. Thashed he'd married
his Nancy, that she'd have led him a pretty dahed ] ought never to
have married a man for whom | was only second-besent on for

longer than | care to remember, bruising his spittiih words.

" And when it was all over and no words left witre, only tears
and sobbing, the strangest look came over hisdadde came to me
with a light in his eyes that | had never seendhea light | had
dreamed of seeing, but thought it would never dimwne. | couldn't
take in what he was saying at first.

" And when | did, | thought that for the first time my life | was
going to swoon. The realization was so great, rilné S0 opposite to
all I had believed.

" He told me that he had a great shock the nigtfimshed preparing
that bedroom for Nancy, that he had suddenly redlthat it was me
he loved, not the maid he had waited three yearslftat he wasn't
even the same man who had left England. That hecmsldn't
Imagine sharing Puke-o-Marino with anyone else.l&unvould have
to.

" There was nothing he could do. No man could higlishh enough to
bring a woman from England and then not marry Hernearly went
out of his mind. He even tried to tell himself ibwd be different
when he saw Nancy again, that he must put outsofrtmd what he
regarded as a betrayal. That | would marry somese and find
happiness.



" Then Nancy came and he almost hated himselfiferhiope that
sprang up in his heart when she was so homesickjrilg she might
herself call it off. He said: ' And you were so gteJane, SO
magnificent in your efforts to make her see the bethings, to make
her love this land . . . how could | dream you lbvee? It was
torment.’

" Then he told me that one day Nancy sought hinand told him the

truth. That she had fallen in love with one of shgp's officers on the
way out, a love that superseded far any lukewafactbn she had
known for him. He said; ' She was nearly distrapgbt knowing, at

first, how | would take it. But the last few weelsfie had come to
believe that | would not be broken-hearted. | thinkust have been
because for the first time she herself had expeegmneal love, Jane,
that she sensed what | felt for you, even thouwddistriven to hide it.

" 'Then, Jane, there were all those weary monthenwou kept
begging me to go down to visit her, in case, whibating, she had
changed her mind, had become used to the rouglmriabways. |
told myself you could have no feelings at all foz to plead another
woman's cause.'

"Francis said, 'Do you remember the time, Jand, géiter Nancy
sailed, when | was going down to Christchurch aod wanted to
come and | wouldn't take you? Do you want to knoyweal reason,
Jane? —Because there was such a shortage of wonsnteérrified

you'd fall in love with someone before | had a ato woo you. So
| waited.

"' You were so cool. | thought you had married naeman who had
been jilted—out of pity, and partly because youother was
marrying and you didn't fancy handing over the seia another
woman. | was so afraid to show my real feelingeought you knew
so little about men—you were hardly more than ddctvhen you
came out—very little about marriage. | made myselfitent with



what you could give me.' He stopped short theresandt ' And you
accusaneof giving yousecond-best. Oh, Jane, Jane, you don't kn
what you've done to me all these years with yowl,adisciplined
affection!"

‘Jane continued to write: "l didn't know how | coulear the sudden
joy of it. It broke over me like a wave. All thegjeusy I'd nurtured of
Nancy fled for ever. | could only thank her in ngaht for having had
the courage to do what she had had to do. My cr@iwrappiness is
completed. Not only have | Puke-o- Mariner and ¢héddren, but
Francis too, in a way | never thought to have him."

Nicola stopped, and saw in the rapt faces in fobier the same sort
of starry-eyed wonder she knew was in hers. Evesyla little
boot-button eyes were bright with tears.

Nicola added: ' There are other entries after thdiut not many. But
all exuding happiness. No wonder in that portr&iher upstairs she
looks so happy. It will make a wonderful endingthe chronicle,
won't it? Il have to re-write some of the earlparts, though, using
more of Jane's diary. It will be all right to donbw, won't it,
Grandfather? And these records must be preservey/slso there's
never a cynical doubt, in future years, thinkingasdeled local colour
to add romance. | mean, it could be considerebfict. . and itisn't.
.. it's living fact, recorded here in this old §ia

She paused, then added, ' It's like reading a mgkesis letter, then
dropping your eyes to the postscript and findirgrehwhat the writer
wanted to say all the time."

Forbes nodded. He smiled. ' Yes, a postscript $teyday.'

Happy, they went to bed.



Everything seemed to go right the next day, whiels the one they
had rather dreaded, because so much had to be edhnmto it
Forbes's father and mother and his sister flew disam the North
Island. The Melfords went down to Harewood for thdiey were
being put up at Koromiko. Of course Felicity's netland Forbes's
mother were girlhood friends. Nicola hoped that Wessonly reason
for them not staying at Marino.

Just after dinner they rang, and Forbes promiséd hen his
grandfather and Nicola and her grandmother ovea flaw minutes
later on.

It was a still, beautiful evening with a red sky. Red sky in the
morning, shepherd's warning," ' said Jocelyn Wéstdy ' "Red sky
at night, shepherd's delight." Does that applyh& Antipodes too,
George?

'It does, Jocelyn. | think all is set fair. And tiéaipuku is running
freely, enough to cushion Nicola's tumble intobiit not likely to
increase.'

Nicola looked at the pair of them with love. Thegr& so supremely
happy. She found herself trembling for them. Ifdslohadn’t wanted
the reminder of Nesta at the homestead—in the shaipe
Nicola—now that she was faced with a permanent ionége person
of her father-in-law's new wife, she might not leewcordial.

She could just imagine Forbes's mother, tall, stowl, with reserved
eyes. She would be faultless in her manner to timsdopers from
over the sea—as witness her well-expressed lett8ran on hearing
of the marriage—but there would be no real warmtht.i Nicola

clenched her fists as she sat by Forbes in thé$eat. It didn't matter
how Forbes's mother treated her, but just let trmman do

anything—anything at all—to dim that light in Graneyes,



something Nicola had never seen there till now, ahd'd have
Nicola to deal with!

They rattled over the cattle-stops and Koromiko ggohomestead
was glimpsed on the rise above the magnificent @ émat ran like a
variegated green ribbon between gleamingly whitdegaces. It was

a fair distance from the road, built, as so mamgnéawere here, back
from the dust of the road.

In the last few yards Forbes slowed to let Jocelgwe a glimpse of
the rolling hills on the right where the Koromikaegek rose and
where he had promised to take her to see theuliiip waterfalls in
the miniature gorge some day.

He was just about to increase speed again wheurhed his head,
listened, then said: ' | thought so. I'd know Mothgiggle anywhere!'

Giggle? Nicola hadn't associated his mother witlytlang as
de-starching as a giggle. Forbes went on a fewsydingén swung the
car into an opening in the chestnuts, and stopped.

There, along the track, came his mother and FgBamother. They
were absolutely doubled up, and even as the can@ached them,
Mrs. Melford took a firm hold of a splintery maceopa post and
clung to it for support.

Forbes's voice was mock disgusted. ' Look at thEmmk they were
about fifteen! They're always the same when thely tggether.
Indulging in teenage reminiscences, I'd say. W&ignddad, it looks
as if your festivities are off to a merry start.’

Forbes got out, opened the back door for Jocebumd Nicola had
got out herself, and they all advanced towardsitisespecting pair.



The two women, mopping at their eyes, looked upsavd a party of
people bearing down on them. Isobel Westerfieldstd staggering
about and tried, without success, to look normdl @ignified. Lucy

Melford didn't even attempt it.

Forbes said helplessly, ' Blest if I'll attemptrf@d introductions in a
situation like this, Mum?!'

He went forward and enveloped her in a bear-hurRull' yourself
together, my girl. You're about to meet your newthmo-in-law. And
your --' he stopped, grinning. ‘Well, I'm darnedl iknow what
relation Nicola will be to you now. We'll let thahe go.'

Isobel Westerfield wiped her eyes, bit her lip m @endeavour to
become serious, then kissed both Jocelyn and Nic@la dear, and
I'd meant to be so dignified. Do forgive us. It wast that --' and
laughter threatened her again.

Forbes took up the conversation, ' Just that yaufamt Lucy revert
to type the moment you see each other. | suppaseey/st recalled
some hideous exploit of your schooldays.'

Lucy and Isobel exchanged glances that no one gealdl and then
Isobel said, ' No, it wasn't that, but never m@dme on, let's get up
to the house.' She glanced behind her with whadl&ithought was
nervousness, which was ridiculous. Sheer imaginatio

It had broken the ice with a vengeance. Isobeladgticontrived
things so that she fell back with Nicola.

‘Nicola, I'm so pleased to meet you—which amazesaally. You
know how things were once—of course you will—wéll,admit |

wasn't a bit pleased when | knew someone was cofrengEngland
again. Which was stupid of me—no one can help tiedations.



‘But with all Forbes has told me, and Jassy'sriettdassy is never
deceived by anyone—I realized you weren't Nesyas at all. And

when Forbes told me how sporting you had been abgng to patch

up this quarrel, | knew I'd like you. Don't worltyat it didn't succeed.
We'll take the will for the deed. | imagined Forlvesuld blunder. His

heart's in the right place, but he's got no finédsséhings like that. It

takes women for that.'

At which moment Lucy Melford began to laugh agdinbecame
infectious.

They didn't stay long at Koromiko, everyone wanged earlyish
night.

Forbes's father was extremely like him, eyebrows alh but of
course without the beard. He'd felt it wouldn't dagone with
banking. Just before they left, Forbes said: ' WiseFelicity in all
this? I've just realized she's not here.' (Whaeble lie!)

There was a significant silence. Then Felicitythdéa said: ' Yes,
where is she?'

Isobel Westerfield said firmly: ' Felicity isn't alable just now, I'm
afraid. You'll have to wait till tomorrow, Forbes.'

Forbes cast a sharp and suspicious glance at iienand said, in an
extremely off-hand tone, ' Oh, it's not important.’



CHAPTER X1V

But it must have been important, because he wasd@away over to
Koromiko before the rest of them were out of begethough it was
certainly a case of early rising for everyone.

Nicola, awake since four, had been sitting at hadeow for nearly an
hour, drinking in from the beauty and undisturbedgqe of the scene
below her little dormer window, strength and sereffor the long
day ahead.

She was going to school herself to enjoy it all @musin George's
sake. No regrets must mar his happiness.

Then she saw Forbes come out from the house ars$ ¢oothe
paddock by the stables. Rory came to him. Forldstdeven bother
to saddle up. All he wore was a light pair of dintlusers and a white
singlet. He was a magnificent rider, saddle or not.

When he turned to the track that led down to tloetstut Nicola had
taken that first day with such disastrous resudl® knew he was
going to Felicity.

Would Felicity find that romantic enough? Comindher at the break
of day that was to celebrate a hundred years ferMlarino and
Koromiko people? Would he serenade her—not in sobndg

whistling—to bring her to her window and beckon dewn?

Or would Felicity still be impatient of a man whame wooing her in
a garb like that, smacking of the farm, when—stupidtch that he
was—he could have waited till the ball when he wlobé in the
Victorian dress of a gentleman of that day, andciglwould be
ravish- ingly lovely in her rose-coloured gown, lwiall the dark,
glowing beauty of Jane Temple, even if she wasstended from
her.



Nicola wouldn't have cared, if only she could hagen Forbes riding
towardsher, with love in his heart. She wouldn't have mindad he
come in the sweaty, ragged garb of the Bushranger!

Nicola couldn't take her eyes off Cousin George the
breakfast-table. Having Jocelyn at his side gamedlift to his head,
inches to his height.

'l hope Jenny and Alan get here promptly. They otigihave come
straight here instead of stopping overnight at @tevenny thought
it would be just that much less hectic that wayusr She'll stay on
afterwards, of course. And where the devil is Garry

(Nicola knew that Jenny was Garry's mother and ¢&smdaughter.)
Forbes said, ' Oh, he's at Melford's too.'

His grandfather said, looking at him sharply: ' Wasn't last night
and they said nothing about expecting him. Howydi know? Have
you been ringing them?'

'l rode over at five.' He added, lamely, Nicolaugbt, ' | wanted to
see Mother about something.’

Jocelyn laughed. ' | hope you got a warm welcomenot a good
hour for visiting, Forbes.'

He grinned, ' A mother ought to be pleased to sesdn at any time,
Gran.'

‘Maybe ... in theory, yes, but after a big day é¢thng it might be hard
to enthusiastic and affectionate about anyoneaatibur.’

They were very good friends, her grandmother armdbdsy always
teasing, and it hurt Nicola—almost. It would haveeb so ideal
i—she tore her mind away from that tantalizingugbt. It was good



they got on so well. They were going to see a gtaal of each other
in the years ahead when Nicola was back in England.

Forbes went outside and began scooping up handfutkist-and
mixing it in a bucket of water, then started to am@mself with it in
preparation for the Bushranger's ride.

His friend Hal Macpherson would arrive soon ancetakn and the
bullock to a side road a short distance away, wiremdes would
mount him and ride back through the ford. Theyihpdrfectly timed
by now and as long as the bullock didn't make a al®out getting
into the horse-float, all would be well.

Then Hal was going to scoot back here and gettir@aceremonial
Maori dress thatisgreat-grandfather had worn at an historic meeti
of the early days at Puke-o- Marino.

There were to be just half a dozen carefully adeehes, though
scores of people would be in period costume, amaild end with
the dinner, in the early afternoon, just after st two scenes, the
wedding of Francis and Jane and the old-time baghglarty, with
their children about them, Forbes and Felicityhia thief roles.

For the rest, the crowds were to be entertaingterearly colonial

manner, races, a lolly scramble, weight- guessingrand parade of
animals, rowing trips on the miniature lake. Tha&ndr, which

Jocelyn called a luncheon, was to be served in Imgguees . . .
what a blessing no nor'wester was blowing . . rehweould be the
demonstration of shoeing, shearing, a parade oiemind¢raction

engines and harvesters, and the children were gvea rides in the
repaired basket phaeton in which Jane had takerchikren to

picnics, re-caned and re-lined at considerable resge

Ginger and Darkie and their friends were to bedhef course, by
special invitation from Cousin George.



Until the moment Nicola had to don Nancy's greemrentvavelling
dress, she was in contemporary garb, trews anc ltoys and had
simply tied back the curls she had had in curlangsrthe night before
into a pony- tail.

She'd had much practice in dressing it in a Vietomode, for days,
and with Letty's help, hoped to do it in half tired today.

Nicola ran downstairs to ask Jassy something amodsil cannoned
into two people hurrying in. No need to ask whoytlnere, Jenny
was so like Garry and Cousin George.

'You must be Nicola,' she said, taking both Nisol#nds. I'm so
glad to meet you, and so excited. Thank you foryall did. The
engagement is on again. We called in at Melfordst. \We went to
see Garry, and we got the news. Isn't it wondérful?

'Isn't it?" Nicola managed.

Well, it was the only solution. She ought to be hafor Forbes's
sake. Perhaps she would achieve that in time. Biheanoment she
just felt desolate.

No doubt the engagement—or rather the resumingefvould be

celebrated tonight. Cousin George appeared in doewdy. Jenny
flew at him. ' Oh, Dad, isn't it marvellous . .veeything, positively
everything's ideal now. The weather, your own haggs . . .oh,
thank you for writing me so fully about it . . .cathose stupid kids
finally making it up. Oh, don't you know? Didn'tfees tell you? He
was over there at daybreak, | believe.’

Nicola couldn't bear it. She slipped upstairs to ten room. She
mustn't even shed a tear, it would show. She kydtier bed. Maybe
Jane had sometimes knelt there, praying for cartbtod said simply:
' Help me get over it, God. Help me not to lehidw. Thanks.'



Then she went downstairs again. Nothing must hmvalll to dim
Cousin George's happiness. She stayed with Jasayhile. There
was something so comfortingly prosaic about Ja&Skg. donly want
to get on with the job in hand.

Nicola began organizing Ginger, Darkie and Co. tatong out from

the dairy, where they had been stored on the ¢ofgksloor all night,

because even their huge fridge couldn't cope Vkidlh quantity, the
big stone pitchers of delicious home-made squashgamger beer
that Jassy had insisted were the correct drinkghéchildren, just as
they had been a century ago.

Nicola went on filling wide-mouthed flasks, borrodvefom all over
the district, with ice-cubes to be added to theldyi The caterers
would attend to the rest.

Cousin George appeared, his grandfather's biglgoiter's watch in
his hand. ' You aren't going to spend another momethis kitchen.
Forbes will be appearing any moment now on theobkllYou're to
come down with us. Jassy, put that ham down anel yakir pinny
off.'

Nicola felt she moved mechanically through it edinscious only that
she must appear to be enjoying herself, for Grahdfs sake. She
realized, with a pang, that at last she was beggta think of him as

that.

All North Canterbury seemed to be here, and it a@aszing how
many genuine old costumes had been brought oetedltand worn.
Women in poke bonnets, some almost unrecognizahieighbours,
strolled about, unfeignedly glad of the shade dfyfrparasols.
Children wore wide leghorn and panama hats, antevembroidered
pinafores and black laced dancing pumps. Small b@ad been
coaxed, some forced, into sailor suits, men loakecbmfortable in



high winged collars. Some wore tall hats. The whsidene had a
kaleidoscopic quality, glittering and gay.

Forbes's father took her under his wing. ' Judtroal George,' he
advised her. ' You must be dizzy trying to work alit these
relationships.’

He'd donned false sideboards, and in a frock ot@tfashioned and
wide-skirted, with a grey topper and cane, he ldokery handsome.
He caught her studying him furtively and laughe&t€ you trying to

imagine if Forbes—less his face fungus—will lodtelithis?'

Nicola crimsoned, then admitted it. He patted lesrch

A murmur rose up from the crowd. Forbes and thdobklhad
crested the rise. The morning flew on.

Nicola slipped away to dress. One last fling witrl¥es. There was a
bitter-sweet tang to it now. Hal Macpherson, inta# splendour of
his flax skirt and kiwi feather cloak, with tattog painted on, was
sitting in his Pontiac, ready to drive Forbes andok by a side

entrance to Marino, to, where, in an old shed dara beyond the

river-ford, the dray awaited.

Only the caterers were in the house, besides lagity Hal—who'd
come in to hurry them—and the barber who was tringywith great
haste, Forbes's beard, and dyeing it all over blattk some
preparation that was speedy but wouldn't last.

Nicola felt a calmness come over her. The clothdgttht for her.
Anyway, Nancy had had a heart as heavy as hers theslong
frilled petticoat made her feel she belonged totlzep a more
dignified, age. The sweeping, braided skirt gave Imeight, the
high-rearing collar and nipped-in waist bestowed bar an
hour-glass figure. Letty was an adept at make-upol&'s hair was



parted in the middle, smoothed down, the side qinsed back and
caught together at the back of her head, andrfedl cascade to her
collar. Letty tied the enchanting bonnet on.

The make-up, the hair-do, the bonnet made herléatecompletely
heart-shaped. Letty clasped her hands togetheriumpgh and
satisfaction and pushed Nicola ahead of her toogmdhe stairs just
as Forbes emerged from his room at the end ofdksgge.

On the bottom stair she stopped and looked at Isimijingly
confident, mistress of her deepest feelings.

Behind Forbes the barber gave a wolf-whistle. ' Wé&INancy
looked like that, it's a wonder Francis ever latdpet away!

‘Yes,' said Forbes, in a tight, strange voice.

Nicola laughed, ' Fine feathers make fine birds'guoted. - ' Which
goes for you too, Francis ... the male fashionghat day had
something to be said for them."

The outfit was just a copy . . . the men of yestaryhad been cast in
slighter moulds than Forbes, but they had been sacgessful in
their hunt for material.

He had a frilled shirt, with a black stock and anp@in, elegant grey
trousers, a waisted coat with smoked pearl buthoiishis beard was
trimmed to an elegant point and its patchinesstoamed into sleek
ebony. He looked every inch a Victorian. Francigimihave ridden
up the streets of Christchurch on a bullock toemt|lhis Nancy, but
he had carried his best clothes in hfs pack.

It seemed natural and fitting that he should coonedird and take her
hand. His closed over hers with that indefinablaliiyi of comfort



that only a male hand can give. Vitality, of whi€lorbes had a
superabundance, flowed from him to her.

It certainly wasn't the moment, with the barber &whare there, to
offer congratulations. Besides, a re-engagement nvash more
embarrassing than a newly announced one. Hal whg aide door.
He had sandals on his feet as an aid to drivingfaatball shorts
under his flax skirt.

He smiled. ' | feel | ought to bow and kiss yountiaNicky, but if |
did, some of my tattooing might come off on it. Bes, you and
Nicola get in the back and Letty can come in toatfwith me.’

Nicola gathered up her trailing skirt and, not with difficulty,
managed to get her ostrich-plumed bonnet into #neicdamaged.

Letty and Hal got them settled in the dray, themwaff to give
warning they'd be at the ford very soon.

Nicola looked up at Forbes as he gathered up the aad urged slow
old Clytie to move.

‘It mustbe you in that rig,' she said, ' but suddenlyel feam Nancy
and youare Francis.'

(True enough ... the pair thaidn't marry each other.)
‘That's the spirit,’ said Forbes. ' You look the pathe life.'

They were surrounded by bandboxes and tin trunk$ arbig
brass-bound cabin trunk. ' Don't forget, Nicolatttve must appear
completely unaware of the crowds on the bank aedtéfevision
cameras on bank and bridge.

‘You must get that Centennial sparkle out of yoyg and look as
dejected and forlorn as possible. Then of courserehearsed,



flaming mad when | tip you in the river. I'll hawe resist the
temptation to look up too, because tipping overetels so much on
striking and running up that rock. Thank heavenheer's so clear |
should be able to see it.'

They were to be holding a conversation. They wéeatsshots for
television, but the conversation would make it l@aokhentic.

They turned the bend, came up the approach toditk Nicola,
sitting with hanging head, could hear the murmut mat see the
people.

Forbes was saying, as Francis, ' But, Nancy, thearst been a little
fresh in the river, nothing like some of the floosge have
sometimes—this is never a dangerous stream, stsyaning a little
higher than usual, that's all.'

They entered the river, the dray rocked a littlesome larger stones
Forbes had put there. Nicola grabbed the sideeofithy, clung with
her other hand to Francis's arm, being carefulyjghonot obvious,
not to deflect his rein guidance.

Forbes admonished her, tried to shake off her iclqmgand, drove
hard at the rock, felt the wheel run up it and dnay tilt. Nicola

managed her clutch at him perfectly, he feigned tafsbalance and
she pitched neatly in, with a flying mass of skiffhere was a
satisfying splash.

A roar of laughter went up from the crowds, themadribute to what
they knew had been a difficult scene, a great apmarose,
spontaneously done.

Francis—at least Forbes—Ileapt into the water &igey grabbed her
and pulled her to her feet, the water swirling agatheir knees.



Nicola staggered, no shamming needed, and was tanglheld, just
as Francis would have held his Nancy.

The bonnet had fallen back, only its strings haidinagainst her
throat, the brave, once curling plumes now bedexyghnd stringy,
the green watered silk costume clinging to her.

Nicola, as coached, stamped her foot, beat hexr fisbn Forbes's
chest, broke into a tirade. Cameras clicked, clapmontinued,
laughter broke and swelled.

Forbes caught her pounding fists, also to ordegabedo plead with
her to stop her ranting . . . then his expressi@anged. Nicola saw a
light flash into his eyes.

He laughed, that devil-may-care laugh she had creow and
distrust. ' You vixen!" he said. ' That's what Fiarought to have
called his Nancy, anthisis how he ought to have treated her!

She was snatched against him and ruthlessly kissed.

Nicola was appalled. She struggled. This time,eal fury, getting
one hand up, she beat upon his chest, flung her Ih@ek to get her
lips free and said furiously but in a low hissorlees, you fool, this
wasn't in the scene. You'll spoil --'

He was laughing, though their faces were so claseng would see
it. ' No, it can't spoil things, Franai®uld have done exactly that.'

Tears of real rage were standing in the tawny eyEsrbes, how
could you, with Felicity there? She knows that witasn the
rehearsals . . . was there ever a bigger idiot yloaf? You're going to
have some explaining to do to her tonight. Oh,uld@hoke you!'

And up came her hand to strike him across the cheek



Forbes imprisoned it while she strove to free HerS&e might just
as well have tried to loosen iron chains. She wemy. She was
vaguely aware that the crowd had cheered at thpe $leey'd think
her a splendid actress.

Forbes gave her a furious shake, and said, reahiaktment in his
tones, 'Explain to Felicity? Explain what? What thevil are you
talking about? What's it got to do witter?'

The tears of rage were spilling down her cheeks. siid, between
her teeth, ' Because you happen to be engaged,tthhgs why . . .
because you only made it up at five this morningu¥e the most --'

Forbes gave a great shout, then dropped his voitetsame intense
whisper she was using and positively hissed at'Hare you gone
mad? Whatare you talking about™e make it up with Felicity? You
must be off your rocker. She was engage@aory. But you know . .
.we've talked about it over and over again.

"You must be stark, staring mad. Hell, what a ttmpick! It's Garry
she's engaged to, you bird-brained ridiculous—a&tkhMum and
Aunt Lucy did it. They locked them up in an old Inuthe Gorge last
night. That's what they were giggling about.’

He stopped, said, ' Look, keep on struggling avleduld you? I'll
explain before we get out of this river if | hawveduck you again to
get some sense into your head. Susdynebodysaid Garry and
Felicity and not Forbes and Felicity? Why else da think | was so
insanely jealous that night | found Garry kissirmpy Jealous and
disillusioned. Thought you'd promised to help reslenthem, then
were flirting with him. But it was mostly jealousy.

Nicola's face froze into disbelief. ' Jealous? Buigthow could you
be?You'dnever lookmyway! I'm related to you. You don't believe ir
cousins marrying— however distant." She pulled ¢iEtsegether. '



Forbes, let's finish this. You're supposed to piekup, urge the horse
on, stagger out of the river with me. This is adRactment. We can
talk later.’

‘No, you don't. This is a moment of complete hondsh not having
you get back into that shell of yours again—thisissnear alone as
we'll be till the small hours of tomorrow morninchen the ball is
over, my girl. They can damn well think we're praying the fight.
Those T.V. men are having a wonderful time. Nicti&en. If you
don'tlisten ... andtake itin .. .I'll shouso everyone can hediam
not your cousinYou must have missed out on a great slice of fam
history. Oh, you hadn't got that far, had you, widssy's accident.
Dad is adoptedGranddad never had a son, just a daughter, Jer
Garry's mother. Dad's mother and father were thei@bacouple on
the estate. They were drowned, fishing, in a bo#teamouth of the
Waimakiriri. So Granddad and his first wife adopkaah. | even told
you once | never knew my own grandmother. | meamt real
grandmother. How could you—never mind. Oh, my lowhat a
moment to pick!’

Happiness was breaking over Nicola like a wavethdlexplanations
had to wait . . . there would be so many. But tmexgt get on with this
scene. She said, breathlessly, her eyes meetinm laisgloriously
dizzy moment, ' Forbeslon't. You mustn'tkiss me again. Not here.
That really would be overdoing it.'

‘All right, 1 won't, but one thing | must say. Nanltad the courage to
do it, you've got to, too.’'

Her face went completely blank. ' Do what?'

He had a grim twist to his mouth. ' Break it offthvihis chap in

England. Serves him right for not sending you arelwith a ring on

your finger. You've got to tell him that you andiére meant for each
other. | absolutely refuse to allow you --'



Nicola said, 'There isn't a chap in England. | miaide up for pride's
sake. So you wouldn't guess | loved you. Forbesp kack! You are
notto kiss me!

She bent down, gathered up her wet skirts, heasyhampering, and
turned from him just as Nancy might have done.

He swooped on her, scooped her up, one hand ueddnkes, one
under her shoulders, and began to wade throughuiewith her,
with a word of command to the dray-horse.

Nicola closed her eyes against the blazing brigigngf the sky,
against the almost unbearable bliss that was pmyader. She
couldn't look up at Forbes and maintain a look atféd. She could
hear birds singing, people talking, the drag ofdrey wheels on the
river- shingle.

They were almost at the edge when Forbes, stepgmntyp bigger
boulders, missed his footing and, to the delighhefspectators, after
a moment or two of cutting all sorts of capersdgain his balance,
fell heavily into the water. The crowds roared, tlevision cameras
clicked, Forbes and Nicola gave up the Re-enactmeatoined in
the helpless laughter.

They scrambled out, came up to the official daas Had been erected
on the bank and held the family and the clergy|dlcal Member of
Parliament, and the Melfords.

Dripping wet, hand in hand, and laughing, Forbes [ditola ran up
to the group. Forbes bowed deeply, a hand on lag.Héicola sank
into a sodden curtsey.

Then, accompanied by Hal and Letty, they made thair up to the
house, enduring a great deal of chaffing about uheehearsed
ducking.



Henare said: ' | reckon that'll be the best shatlbf He turned to
Nicola. ' That made my day. | didn't see why yowwtd get
completely immersed and this bounder here onlyasbmg.'

Forbes changed quickly and emerged in even gresadorial
splendour, this time to be Jane's—Felicity's—

bridegroom. Nicola had found the rehearsals fors thimost
unbearable, but now it didn't matter. She had tmlpok at Forbes,
see the eyebrows she had once thought sinistes gjuirer, to know
reassurance.

Now she could savour every moment of this day not. just as

something she had wanted to remember, to set &@sad,treasured
memory of an impossible dream, but as a blendintayathat would

set its seal upon her continuing happiness hefeukée-o-Marino,

truly the Hill of Peace.

It would be heavenly with Gran and Grandfather reeti in
Christchurch, so short a distance away . . . Husyhlnd her mother
able to come on frequent furloughs . . . Jassyhathbusekeeping
helm, treading, all of them, in the traditions @né@ and Francis,
bringing up their children among these smiling peckd and
bush-clad hills. . .

The descendant of the curate who had married JehErancis called
them to stand and sing grace. It swelled out ower g¢miling
countryside.

'‘Be present at our table, Lord,
Be here and everywhere adored . . .'

The great tables were set with snowy cloths, tlod feas piled high.



Letty had managed to dry Nicola's hair fairly weetld redress it and
garb her in the white muslin gown that felt so cantl summery.
How delightful to belong for twenty-four magic hsuto another
more gracious, more leisurely generation.

Forbes, mightily reassured that his beard was rggayniformly

black, was still in his wedding clothes. Jocelynstégfield looked
charming in a dowager gown of grey spotted silkramother was
handsome in a flowered blue, Isabel in maroon aritidiripes, and
Lucy Melford in lavenda taffeta.

What a young-hearted pair those last two were.ékbaned across
Nicola to say to his mother and Felicity's, ' lfuydon't tell us soon

how you managed it, I'll die of curiosity. It wastdnean holding out

on me this morning—just saying smugly you'd fixedp.

How could you manage to get those two into tharhtlte first place,
and lock them in?"

Isobel waved an airy hand. ' It was nothing to \W&'re most
resourceful. We were all out for a walk and Feji@nd Garry were
being so beastly polite to each other we could lsaveamed.

'‘We pretended we could smell smoke coming from ttatshack

with the hay in it. We all belted along to it. Nedlly Felicity and

Garry got there ahead of us, so we slammed thénboie. You ought
to have heard them! They were at least unitedeir tondemnation
of our childish manoeuvres. Felicity was yelling: Wouldn't marry

him if | was shut up with him here till Domesdagid Garry that he'd
sooner be shut up with a man-eating tigress—therkrvesv it was

going to be all right. Though we didn't know abthé rats.'

'Rats?' asked Forbes.

Lucy nodded. Felicity's terrified of rats. I'd quite forgottén.



Her expression was guileless, but it didn't decEwdbes. She had to
add: ' Well, all right, we pretended we'd forgottBut it worked. It
took Garry exactly an hour to get out of that shéelhad to prise the
boards off. When we beamed on them—they came id-hmehand
and looking sheepish—and said didn't they think gplendid idea,
they admitted it was and Felicity said: 'I'd haakein into the arms of
the King of the Cannibal Islands himself, whenwghose horrible
red eyes looking out at me in the darkness.' Aed tharry had taken
her up to the Falls and made her an honest-to-gmsdoroposal.

‘They're going to get a double berth on the shigifewas booked
on and have a year in England. Garry said he knew farm in
Marlborough, and would that be different enoughHter, and that
contrary lass of mine said no, she'd like to comeklhere since he
was willing to have the trip. A perfect ending.'

Forbes leaded back and said quietly to Nicola:€mAryou glad we
settled our own differences? Those two are so eteadath their
efforts, they'd probably have started in on us n¥giu might not
have had privacy for your proposal, darling, buteaist you didn't
have rats.' He felt for her hand. ' Sweetheart,caueat that with just
a fork, a la American. Nicola, howouldyou get so mixed up? Can |
pass you the salt, Aunt Jenny?"

Nicola, in a low tone that matched his and shuttivo a little world
of their own from which they emerged now and thendommon
courtesy's sake, said, ' Everything added up tdhat first night
Grandfather mentioned the quarrel, he said, " nandson." Jassy
said the same. You were the grandson working Maiandchim. |
never thought of Garry. Theveerethings that puzzled me. That time
you kissed me in the truck, when we took the bagkhit was such a
heavenly moment—' her colour deepenedhen the next moment
you dashed me to the ground by saying if Felicay Been it, she'd
begin to wonder. So | thought you'd done it purpgdbkat you'd seen
her coming over the bridge.



'‘When | think of the things | said to you, Forbes advising you to
make pretty speeches to Felicity, telling you Indidhink much of
your technique, I'm aghast. —Would you like somieesp beetroot,
Gran? It's delicious. Yes, isn't it tender, theb&mnd that turkey . . .
Forbes, this is dreadful, it will take us yearsaot it out. Now, | just
can't understand why | didn't tumble to things. Ugfo worst of all

was thinking that even if you and Felicity didn'eke it up, you
wouldn't look at me because | thought we were cmusi. . Yes,
doesn't Felicity's little niece look sweet in thdiite frock and blue
sash? Really, | can't imagine why that fashion et out for little

girls. Nothing quite as sweet as spotted muslithese? Yes, | might
have felt very different about the ducking, Mrs Kedl, if the river

had been colder. Forbes, at times | came very treartruth. |

remember feeling vaguely puzzled when you said gwem father

couldn't remember his mother. I'd a faint idedatldack of my mind
that Grandfather's first wife hadn't been deadoag las that. But |
never followed it up. There were so many otherghion my mind.
And it was really rather a shock to me, when |ireal—the first

morning we all went out riding—that I'd fallen ioMe with you. | bet
you didn't fall in love with me as early in the peeas that!

‘That's where you're wrong.' Forbes's voice wad grophatic. 'l fell
In love with you as soon as you scrambled up fradeun that car,
trying not to show too much leg . . . and were soified when you
saw what kind of a creature had come to your agdi Were dirty and
tousled and completely exasperated and justalittifrightened, and
somehow something happened to me. Now, don't avgheme ... it
did. It sort of put me on my guard with you. | fedeeing you were a
relation of Nesta's, let down by my own feelings, Blast, that aunt
of Felicity's is trying to speak to you again.'

Nicola felt delirious with happiness. ' No, no maoream, thank you.
This waist doesn't allow for excesses, believeMwewonder people
in those days had birdlike appetites! Yes, it's tithereare chestnuts
in the stuffing. Jassy would let you have the recifm sure. It was



made from Jane's recipe. Jassy has it in Jane'svoiung.' She cast
up her eyes as she turned back to hifarbes, we're trying to sort out
our misunderstandings and | have to keep burblm@lmout turkey
stuffing!’

Forbes was looking down on her with tendernesssrefies. How
could she ever have thought them hard, derisivekmg? Her eyes
dropped to the dyed beard. | don't even know wirat &f chin he's
got, she thought dazedly, and I'm going to marny. hi

Forbes continued: ' | wasn't going to let you goy know. | was
going to get this Centennial hoo-ha over and tiséryau straight out
If you were really in love with this chap in EngthnThe fact that
Nancy had had the courage to break things off Wtncis was the
most encouraging thing in that diary for me. It made absolutely
sure that the only thing to do was to tell you @t had to have her
courage. | was going to impress upon you that hgnlesfore a
mistaken loyalty was a tradition in both our faesli Not that mine is
really this family, even if | bear the name of Wagfield. Dad's name
was Forbes. But when he was twenty-one, off his dah he
changed it to Westerfield, as a gesture of gragitadd love to
Granddad . . . Oh, thanks. I'll have tea, not &gffeelebrating a
hundred years is thirsty work and it's more fittiogtake tea just as
the pilgrim fathers did. Nicola, you've given memso very bad
moments. Are you going to make up for them tonigkn@ | promise
to try to count up every bad momdive given you, and cancel them
out. Every last one. You'd better write and teluyaonother and
Humphrey tomorrow, and tell them to let us knowt juken they can
get over, and how soon, and we'll get married.'\sise changed,
held a note of laughter. ' | say, Nicola, look aither and Aunt Lucy
and Aunt Jenny . . . look at the look on their facEhey've twigged
what has happened to us. Trust them!'

All three were staring. As well they might, with lées using one
hand, and his left one at that, to scoop up hisl.fémrbes leaned



forward, ' Hold it, you three, or I'll shut you upa rat-infested barn!
This is Grandfather's Big Datle, as head of the family, must know
first. But this isn't the moment. Later on.'

The three women fell into excited whispering. Tast shadow lifted
from Nicola's heart. They were all wholeheartedgdgabout it.

The rest of the day passed in a dream, with perthaosiost moving
moment for nearly everyone the one when the opertaurch
service was begun. To know that they were repe#t@agervice that
was the first held in Lyttelton after the arrivdltbe first four ships.

The vicar described it . , . the tussocky hillshwiist a few houses for
the officials, two unpretentious hotels, a few atidps, the barracks
for the colonists, about sixty huts and a fairlpstantial jetty.

And the men and women in their Bond Street fineny Savile Row
suits, emerging from their crude shelters and gtortye first church
service, in a windowless loft over a warehousehenquay.

Forbes read the lesson that had been read that dagt there He
setteth the hungry that they may find them a atgiwell in; that they
may sow their land and plant vineyards and yielenthfruits of
increase. He blesseth them so that they multipeedingly and
suffereth not their cattle to decrease.'

Forbes resumed his seat by Nicola and under cdwbemext hymn
said: ' We'll ask our vicar if this chap could Isked to assist at our
wedding, eh?'

Then they began to sing Jane Temple's favouritenhy@h God, our
help in ages past, our hope for years to come, Hm Dur guard
while troubles last and our eternal home.'



Coping with meeting so many people, talking to neaper reporters,
trying to remember names, losing sight of Forberetones, then
suddenly finding him at her side again, his fingeeling for hers,
was both tantalizing and yet delicious fun.

After tea there was a lull in the programme, tqpare for the ball.

'‘None of this nonsense about drifting in to theailag at ten o'clock
with the night half gone,’ Grandfather had decréed. starts at
eight-thirty, with the Grand Parade, led off by &lga and myself for
those in costume, so | want everyone down herdéndrawing-
room, ready assembled, at eight.’

Forbes disappeared at seven. He whispered to Nibhalahe had
something important to do and that she was nobmaecdown till the
tick of eight.

Letty dressed in Nicola's room, a vision in pringgguze with an
underdress of white lace peeping from under the pahniers. She
piled Nicola's hair high on her head this time,giaut securely with

a comb studded with brilliants, coaxed two copprms to fall over

her left shoulder. She tied the brown velvet riblmm which the

miniature of her grandmother was threaded, abowe |thv-cut

bodice, gave Nicola her long white gloves and aimvory fan.

Letty heaved a huge sigh. ' | don't suppose we#r avear such
glamorous gowns again. Nicola, that bustle makes yaist look

twice as small. But for heaven's sake let's remertbéft up our

skirts for going downstairs. Nicola, did you eveesanything so
funny as my Dan, with that bright ginger hair of,land his freckled
ears, sticking up above that white satin stock laigti collar? Dan,
despite his love of ancient things, is so undisgilis a

twentieth-century bloke! But | wouldn't tell him &ar anything, poor
lamb!'



The house had been so busy all day it was lovelgdk down and
find the hall deserted. From the drawing- room cémeesound of the
piano being played. Nicola paused on the stailisten, a little smile
playing round her mouth.

Forbes had a very fine baritone voice, and he wagg tonight the
song Francis had often sung for Jane— as she lcaddezl in that
last diary of all.

His voice could be heard now . . .

'O, believe me if all those endearing young charms
Which | gaze on so fondly today,

Were to change by tomorrow and fleet in my arms
Like fairy gifts fading away,

Thou wouldst still be adored as this moment thou ar
Let thy loveliness fade as it will,

And around the dear ruin each wish of my heart
Would entwine itself verdantly still.'

The door opened and Dan stood there, a contradlictibme, just as
Letty had said. He smiled, beckoned them down.

The company was standing as Nicola entered. Shedsiai them a
little self-consciously, and hesitated in the domywit looked like a
celebration . . . there was a big bowl of fruit paron a table, and
glasses set out.

Grandfather and Grandmother were on the hearthhgy, other
members of the family circle, plus the Melfordsdaof course,
Felicity and Garry, grouped about them.

Nicola's eyes went round the room in search of €odnd failed to
find him. Naturally she'd thought to find him orethiano stool, as the
song wasn't ended though the music had stopped.



But £ stranger sat there. It must be some conmeskie'd not met yet,
because there was a strong likeness to someotk@aive Black hair,

close-set ears, strong profile with a very angjalar. . . rather pale ...
he had long sideboards and his attire was thedaahle evening
dress of that day and age . . .

He ran his fingers lightly over the keys and plaffeat last line again.
Nicola gave a little cry. livasForbes . . . Forbes with his bearc
shaved off, pale where it had been. That ridicukliesy/-cat, piebald
beard had gone! He got up from the piano-stood beat his hand to
her. ' Come, my love,' he saidhey're waiting to toast us.’

'l believe,' said Old George, ' that the questi@s \actually popped
when they were in the river this morning. It seddisola was all

mixed up. And it took a ducking to sort it out. bmder how many
couples could display a photograph of the actuspqgsal ?'

They drank the toast, received their good wishes.

'It would be very interesting to know,' said Forbdather, his arm
round his daughter-to-be, his eyes holding hissséexactly at what
moment the declaration took place. Did that kigs sind seal it? If
S0, it's a wonder you could bring yourself to smhaiskface with so
much gusto, Nicola, my dear!

There was a lot to be said for fans. Nicola broumggns up to conceal
her instantly hot cheeks. Then her tawny eyes b&gdance above
the painted sticks.

'‘No, we were still fighting madly at that momentthvnone of our
misunderstandings ironed out,’ she said. ' Sodhgagement has
been announcedkeforeit's been signed and sealed!

Forbes swooped down on her, seized her hand anat $weout of
the room. He looked back on the laughing compaagnfthe door



and said firmly: ' There aren't going to be any-ejtmesses to this
one!' and the next minute he was rushing her, gtiotg laughingly,
upstairs.

Jane and Francis's room was as perfect as it hedthat morning,
ready for the visitors' inspection. The little noirwas swung on its
stand, the lilac spread under the white crochetoged cool and
fresh as if it hadn't known anything like one hwettlyears of wear.
The fat cupids clung lovingly to the candlestickise roses and
mignonette with which Jocelyn Westerfield had @lli¢he vases
dowered the air with fragrance. Jane's portrait larahcis's smiled
down on them. The little chair, in its new covetistpod by the bed,
the row of miniatures, Jane, Francis, and all theur children,

looked down in a slanting row from the far wall.

Smiling, Forbes drew Nicola in. Her bosom in itedacut gown was
rising and falling more quickly than usual. Shedetthe bunch of
skirts she had gathered up hastily in the mad upsthe stairs.

He put his hand in his pocket, and when he withdtethere was
something in his palm. ' It may not fit,’ he sdidhut Grandfather
wanted you to have it tonight. Jane's ring."'

He held it out for her to examine. A simple affafrturquoises and
pearls.

It fitted perfectly. ‘A good omen,' said ForbeBhé omens were good
all the way, but we're too modern to believe thEnen the fact that
we heard the echo of thei that night was blotted out for us by the
toss you took a moment after. | still have nightesaabout that,
Nicola. Did you know that Grandfather heard it too. from the
stable-yard, very faintly? Yes, | know it's sheeincidence, but very
satisfying, don't you think?'



He smiled. ' What are we waiting for? They'll begsng out for us
any moment. Let's get on with that signing andisgal

Nicola's eyes danced. '"You said no eye-witnessesvaiting for you
to remove the same.'

He followed her pointing finger. There against &y shams on the
pillows it lay ... a small, angelic- looking whig@odle!

'‘Good grief!" said Forbes. ' That ubiquitous dog | thought it was
one of those ridiculous doggy nightdress casefidltross my mind
it was an incongruously modern note here.'

D'Arcy opened his pink mouth and stretched it ie thidest of
possible yawns.

'‘Oh, leave him be,' said Forbes, 'he's not in ¢astlinterested, and
besides, he's not a witness, he's a mascot. Atirstimeeting . . .
didn't I tell you then that when you were in yowvegt eighties,
milady, you would be telling your grandchildren kviride that you
were oncenearlykissed by the Bushranger. I'll amend that. Ydgll
telling our grandchildren!’

He grinned. ' You'll like it better without the vdaNicola, my love,’
and he held out his arms. As she came into thetmsasouth came
down to hers, he murmured, ' Here's to our nexttedyears.'



