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Rachel was sure she was destined to remain sigkehad taken it
for granted for a very long time. But a visitor ficher past, who
brought back the nearly forgotten magic of vanishma almost

made her change her mind. And Rachel found the pattrue

happiness somewhat rocky.



CHAPTER ONE

AT the renewed sound of churning gravel and the grmndf gears
Rachel straightened and stood on tiptoe to look the yew hedge
dividing the rose- garden from the drive which tedhe house.

So—a second coach-load now. There had also beawmadepcar or
two, and a walking party. That meant about sixtpgbe. As she
thrust a straying lock of dark hair behind her eard knelt to attack
the pruning of the next rose-bush on the bordechBlawas already
engaged in a gratifying piece of mental arithmetic.

At that rate a twice-weekly opening of the Elizalagthwing to
visitors at fifty pence each person could meanraoter of around
sixty pounds. One couldn't calculate whether wgsdeould be good
or bad for trade. But it might be possible to hégrean average of,
say, forty pounds a week.

Between that rose-bush and the next she straightegean, this time
to look across at the house itself and to expeeidoc its familiar
grey stone pile an ache of fondness that was alpaostul.

From here her view was of the end of one arm oEtlséape in which
the original manor-house had been built among thetlg Essex
uplands in the reign of the first Elizabeth. Thesanwing had been
modernised by Rachel's grandfather, Robert Soutrerd before
Rachel was born her parents had lived there, asheativo aunts,
Caroline and Nicola. But Falconers had seen muahg since then.

Aunt Nicola had married well and had gone aways, IRachel's
sister, had been born three years before theinfmahad been killed
in a skiing accident, and Grandfather Southern gi¢le . same year.

The burden of double death-duties had driven Auarblthe and the
two children to less expensive quarters, and thsébad been let to
a succession of summer visitors—Americans, Canademd others



who had paid well, so that when Rachel had putd&odviner plans for
returning there themselves, Aunt Caroline had hsstned... argued
... but finally yielded.

So they had given up the house they had rentdteingarby village
of Hoops Cray. Aunt Caroline had given Rachel adtlea of five
years to prove her case; somehow they had weatbevet and were
still at Falconers, even though the grinding ;'eadhad taxed them
all. Aunt Caroline bore her new poverty with bewidd, genteel
patience; Iris, in her demanding teens, veereddmtvan affectation
of cynical resignation and fits of tempestuous lebe It was left
always to Rachel to tot up the endless unrewaranegunts, to worry
over the bills and to debate ways and means ofmgaaome of their
precious capital produce the regular income whiah dstate must
have.

She had made mistakes, of course ... She blush&tasmembered
her vain hopes of selling garden produce to peegie all had
gardens or allotments of their own. But at leastrttushroom crop in
the barns, for which she employed occasional cdahbalr but which
otherwise she tended and marketed herself, wastamuammg success.
And if only the latest venture went on as encourglgi as it had
begun, Falconers—dear, mellow Falconers, a dreamdiay's May
sunshine—might see a brighter future ahead.

When Rachel had first had the idea that Falconeghtntopy the
greater 'stately homes' in offering open houseditovs at so much a
head, Aunt Caroline had been rigid with disapprosad Iris had
tittered maddeningly. But Aunt Caroline had beemwoer by the
suggestion that it was being 'done' from LongleaKnhole, from
Arundel to Luton Hoo. And though Iris still scoffeshe had taken
gracefully to the task of showing off the house]j &achel guessed
that privately she hugely enjoyed the role of cipafroness of their
modest treasures. Oddly enough, it was Rachel fmmwthe whole
necessity of making a show-piece of Falconers somstappeared



as an enormity she could not forgive herself. Afeewshe felt that,

she was grateful that Iris did not mind if she plyruant for a

while—as she had done this afternoon, coming taovieeders and

prune roses in a privacy which she felt sure wialdespected by the
eagerly tramping strangers on the far side of dvesy

She kicked her rubber kneeling-mat into a new pwsitand
concentrated on the needs of the next bush. Hatesgs poised, then
cut cleanly, sharply, above each outward-pointing.dThere, my
dear,' she murmured as she scrabbled the discatdilgs into a
heap. 'Drastic but necessary, and in six weeke gos'll be glad --'

She broke off quickly as a shadow struck acrosshitreler and
turning, she saw that a man, a stranger, was sagéer from the
turfed path alongside. Someone, evidently, whorhased the way
to the house.

She scrambled to her feet and stepped acrosstémeaning soil. But

before she could ask his business or direct hinydgesaying as if the
matter held mild interest for him: 'Tell me, do yaddress all your
roses so personally? And aren't you, anyway, dpauy pruning far

too late?'

Rachel stared, needing to look up at him to scardities of his lean
but intelligent dark face. Expecting the slightiyotogetic 'Excuse
me, but --' she was not prepared for, and rathesnted, the easy
patronage of his voice. She had never seen himdgedad he could,
she thought, have waited for her to appear toervis comments. If
people like him considered that payment of thdty fpence made
them free of every kind of privacy, then perhapswhng Falconers
open hadn't been such a good idea, after all. iiggonis first
guestion, she answered his second with a colgotifknow anything
about gardening, you'd know its limitations. Or hadscaped you
that in April we had some Arctic frosts which maase-pruning
guite impossible?’



He smiled fleetingly:Touche—but | wasn't in England in April, as it
happens. Meanwhile --

‘Meanwhile,' Rachel took him up quickly, 'if youtnsiting the house,
you've missed the way in. Beyond the clump of besgfou should
have kept straight on. There's a pointing arrowtjusre.'

He stood his ground. 'Yes, | saw it,' he agreed.

'I'm glad. It was put there to guide people. Itdydhe Elizabethan
wing of the house that's on view,"' Rachel pointed o

'l see. No straying sheep allowed. "This Way. Hyemt. Keep Off

The Grass and TrespassiMgrboten." As a matter of interest,
couldn't you have thrown in a stroll round the gardoo? Or would

you consider that more than our fifty pence is W't

Beneath the banter his tone was tinged with anra®jaand Rachel
felt her hostility rise to meet his. She repeatedgkdly: 'It is the

house that is open to the public. We've made ramgaments about
the gardens, which aren't of any particular intesesl which are and
will remain private. So if that's clear, perhaps yion't mind --?'

He nodded, appearing to accept his dismissal.dBilltyatching her
beneath crookedly drawn brows, he said: 'Quiterctbanks; and of
course you are entitled to your conception of "dngwthe line

somewhere." But isn't it a rather meanly narrow?irAnd ifyoudon't

mind, might | suggest that there's a point of vietwich could

guestion whether you really ought to expect to haleth- ways?'

'‘Both ways?' flared Rachel. 'Are you suggesting thakeeping our
garden private, we're not giving you your moneysth? If so,
please ask to have it returned!

'l haven't paid it yet,' he reminded her infurigtin



‘Then please don't think of doing so, and meanwtHilu still feel
you've been cheated, | hope you'll consider yolisek to go
anywhere you wish --'

He put in quickly: Then Imay bypass the house and explore th
garden instead?'

Rachel shrugged. 'That's what | said. But thee'g Nttle to see, and
beyond the far hedge there's nothing.'

'Isn't there?' He seemed surprised.

'‘No formal garden, | mean,' Rachel corrected herg€aly a path that
skirts the kitchen garden and leads off throughralgbery which, for
scarcity of labour, we've had to let run wild. Bluyou really don't
want to see the house, the path will bring you bytthe lake where
people may be picknicking, and you'll be able tovkethe grounds by
a gate which isn't far away.'

‘Thanks, I'll do that. And | re --1 can visualiséeve the path brings
me out. | came in by the lake gate, as it happens.’

'‘By the——=2 Oh, yes.' Rachel caught back her slight surptidake
gate'. The boundary gate in question did not léagbaisly to or from
the lake, and somehow she had not expected hisrefsgnce to it
by its well-used local name. "Then | may go?' he asking formally.

'Of course --' But as she made to turn aside iedfftly he suddenly
caught at her hand, thrust something into the thidkielding palm

of her pruning-glove and firmly folded her fingerger the object. He
said: 'Just to show | don't want to bilk you --laatrode away.

Rachel paled with chagrin, knowing without lookitttat he had
thrust upon her the ultimate humiliation of théfifbence piece which
he had claimed to think was in dispute between tHgéut he was
gone beyond call before she had decided whethgo tfter him, to



hurl the offending coin in his wake or to pocket Ipeide and do
nothing.

In the end she did nothing but continue to rageanally after she had
rejected yet another futile gesture—that of grigdime coin into the
soil of the rose bed with her heel. Instead shelavkeep it. And if
ever that man crossed her path again, he shouldihbsck.

It made matters worse that she had a rankling siespthat he had
not put her in the wrong entirely without reasome $iad been
over-hasty to resent his criticisms. But, on theepthand, he had
presumed too much too early,-and from there thestility had
simply gone on striking spark after spark. As foe final insult of
that coin --!

Though Rachel returned to her pruning, determinesbhcentrate on
it, the golden peace had gone from the afternoon.

She worked on for a long time and until after sae heard the last of
the charabancs leave the drive. That meant treatMould be ready
for a late but well-deserved cup of tea, and tleyctchave it together
before it was time to drive down to the eveningntraith the day's

mushroom pickings.

However, from the solitary car still parked oltside the house, it
looked as if Iris had not yet despatched the laghe day's visitors.
So Rachel decided to put in the time waiting farlhetackling some
badly-needed weeding in the bed immediately berteatimullioned

window of the sitting-room of their quarters.

On warm days they usually had tea in the win- deatghere,
leaving Aunt Caroline to make her own in her roofteraher

afternoon nap. Today, as usual, the casementswigecto the sun,
but. not expecting Iris to be there, Rachel didgiatce into the room
before she knelt to her task below. And she hackedbfor several



minutes before she realised that, as well as tahivgk of teacups,
she was listening to her sister's light, bell-likeice and to the
occasional deeper tones of someone else—a man.

Rachel levered herself into a squatting position fer heels,
preparatory to rising to show herself at the operdew above. But
the movement suddenly froze as, though unable &o the words,
she recognised in Iris's companion's tone thaieofown antagonist
of earlier in the afternoon. How on earth --? Sae supposed he had
not meant to visit the house at all' Suspicion, anen a vague fear
gripped Rachel. And in Iris's reply, arch and piative, there was
still greater shock.

Iris was saying: 'Oh dear, you don't seem to bengethis. Look, I'll
begin and tell yowall about us if you like?'

To that the stranger replied with the invitatidtiease do --' And after
that there was no question of Rachel's showingelferShe was
determinedly and unashamedly eavesdropping assiigéry tongue
proceeded to outrage, for her companion's benefie family
intimacy after another.

On a drawled, 'W-e-ll ---' Iris began, 'there arettiree of us. you see:
Aunt Caroline, Rachel and me. Aunt Caroline isguardian, though
Rachel of course is long past needing one. Shate gld and
spinsterish and sheoonsa lot --'

'‘Rachel? Or your Aunt Caroline?'

Iris tittered, 'Silly! Aunt Caroline, of course. thbugh --Well,
anyway, she was the only one left to look aftewhen Grandfather
Southern died. Our other aunt, Nicola, is married laves mostly on
the Riviera and we lost our own parents suddenlgnvhwas about
three. Daddy was Grandfather's only son. so thlisg$ort of belongs
to Rachel and me, though of course it will be AGatoline's home as



long as she needs one. But don't think we're gitinetty, please. For,
in fact, we're quitenadlypoor.’

'‘But you two girls share ownership? | envy you.'

'Envy me?' scoffed Iris. 'My dear man, I'm living foretday I'm of
age, when Rachel and | must come to some arrangeandn can
take my share and be off on my own. But that'§ atiéad. I'm only
seventeen now --As for this place, though Rachelrexslit, she
practically admits that we're only managingptop it up. Of course
the only possible solution for it all is for one ws to marry a really
rich man --'

A tiny pause. Then: 'One of you? And which one —H&hoor
you—nhas been cast for the role?'

Iris laughed, and Rachel's imagination saw the,lgngceful line of
her throat as she would have thrown back her heedd 0. She said
silkily: "You oughtn't to expect me to answer tHé8 really not quite
fair.'

'‘Not fair? To whom?"

'‘Now you're being a deliberately mean man! Afténalu say you've
seen Rachel. You must simply ask yourself. | meaachel is
twenty-eight, and mostly she just couldn't care less what shksloc
like. Such a pity about Rachel, really, when takebits she's quite
good-looking. Her figure isn't bad, and though Inkhimost men
would admit to preferring blondes, Rachel couldsdmething with
that straight dark hair if only she wouldn't wrentlack into that
hideous knot. Then take the shape of her faceskier, and her
eyes --

'—respectively, oval, a kind of flushed olive, amglery dark grey --'



Another small pause. Then Iris's voice, soundinghtly taken
aback: 'Quite observant, aren't you? | thoughtsaid you were only
speaking to her for a minute or two. Anyway, it\yes that she has
some points which a man might notice if she botth@t@out making
herself attractive. But she doesn't, so --'

'So it may devolve upon you to save the old honaeistéVould it be
impertinent of me to ask if you have any particigaitor in view?'

‘It would be impertinent—because you're laughinghat So to pay
you out, | shan't tell you whether | have or notrNmaybe, the
reason why Rachel isn't interested in men. Buttlyloe'd like to,
hear?'

'l think you'd like to tell me.'

‘Yes, well—it's because she put Romance with aaaRibehind her
agesago. About when she was seventeen or so. Atithatwe were
too poor even to live here, so the house was lqueues of people,
and Rachel and the only son of one of the famikéigor each other
in a big way and used to meet secretly without AQairoline
knowing, because she would have said Rachel wagotoag --'

‘Then how didyouknow?'

‘Silly! Of course | didn't at the time. | was jusbabe. Iheard about it
since from village gossip. But it was only a sdr-of idyll really,
because after this boy went back to Canada, hegusof faded out.
Some girls get themselves treated so, don't they?'

'Implying that it could be some defect in them?'

'Oh, I'm not saying that! But it must make them allyf unsure of
themselves in future. That is, if it doesn't mdke as hard and dried
up as Rachel is. You know, it's rather funny -- Whevas describing



Aunt Caroline, all | said about her being spinsteand moongould
apply to Rachel too— oh, heavens, now what --?'

Iris broke off with an embarrassed giggle as Rachel anger a
coiled spring which had at last to find releas@adtion, stood up to
reveal herself to both people at the open windaav.&Fsplit second
the three of them stared at each other, as arrastadcinema 'still'.
Then the man rose to bow. Iris began: 'Why, Radh&d no idea --'
and Rachel managed to swallow coldly upon the isgwb wither
her sister's kittenish complacency there and then.

But a loyalty that went deeper than anger foundughadignity to
keep her silent before this stranger.

She said: 'l was putting in time with some weediegause | thought
there were still some visitors in the Wing. Thesil a car there,

anyway.'
‘Mine, I'm afraid --'

She allowed her glance to slant in his directiorr Koice took an
edge as she-said: 'I'm sorry, I'd jumped to theclesion that you
were on foot. Also that you didn't mean to visé thouse --?'

‘Well, he didn't. | asked him to tea.' Iris's vomé jerkily across the
implied question. 'You see, he was down by the &ick-- But look,
dear, if you haven't had tea, come in and havepantule | tell you

about it.’

'About what?"

'‘Oh, come in, do! This balcony-scene effect isiggtime down’

There was no sugar-coating now to Iris's nervoastion, and as
Rachel went into the house to join them there wagisna satisfaction
in knowing that during the respite the two of theware almost



certainly debating just how much she could haverleeerd and
understood.

She took the cup of tea which Iris had poured outhkr. Iris said:

‘You've met each other already, haven't you? BathRl, this is Mr

Winslow. After you had directed him to the lakewent down there,

and he was just in time to haul out an infant who&haged to get
entangled in the weeds under the boathouse. Hehalyto make a
long arm himself, but the kid was soaked, of cousse as he had left
his car there by the lake gate, he bundled thel emt the mother in
and drove them back here --'

Rachel said quickly: 'Is the child all right? Whare they now?'

Mr Winslow put in: "'The mother preferred not to tv&he belatedly
produced a spare pair of rompers, made it cledrsima thought it
careless of you to leave the lake lying about, r@qmined her party.'

'So, as Mr Winslow had been so kind, | asked histay to tea,' Iris
took up the narrative. 'l meawe're awfully grateful to him, aren't
we?'

‘Very,' confirmed Rachel, without warmth. "Though the lake is
small and very shallow, I'm afraid | hadn't fores@eas a danger to
anyone. Now | suppose we ought to patrol it or éemoff.'

She had addressed Iris, but it was the man whoexesh'| shouldn't
worry, if | were you. The gentle shelving of thedshore makes it an
ideal paddling place for children, and all you ndeds to clear a few
weeds from the boathouse area—no more than a ngssmiork for
one of your men.’

‘Thanks. I'll put one on to it tomorrow," said Relghoping that he
did not guess that the work would probably be dopderself and
lame Tom from the village, who helped with the nmosims.



'Yes, | should do that. And perhaps you could iatidhe depth of
the water at one or two points. There, I'd say,ry@sponsibility

ends.' He rose and shook his head at Iris's prtitashemusthave

another cup of tea. He bowed to Rachel and Iris wegee him out.
When she returned her pretty face wore a mulisk Wloich Rachel
knew well.

Iris said in explosive defence: 'There's no nedzkteo upstage! After
he'd lugged those people up here in his daad to ask him to tea,
hadn't 1?'

'Of course,' agreed Rachel quietly.

‘And how was | to know that you'd practically slumg off the place
earlier?'

'Did he suggest that | had?'

'Well, he said he'd strayed into the rose-gardehthat you hadn't
seemed to like it much. | suppose you were justiabe short with
him as you can be sometimes.'

'So you made up for it by being as expansive asilpie® Iris, how
couldyou confide all that cruel nonsense about—abotd agperfect
stranger whom you're never likely to see again?'

Iris said sulkily: 'l might have known you'd be memough to listen!

‘And if I'd guessed at the beginning that you'dniean enough to
utter the things you did, there wouldn't have baeything to listen
to!' retorted Rachel.

'‘Well, | had to make conversation, didn't I? Antshet so much of a
stranger as you think." With an air of pulling @utrump card Iris
added: 'He's Synthics,. if you want to know!'



'Synthics? You mean that huge plant over t - theRachel nodded
towards the eastern horizon—-'for making plasticssamething?
The place they haven't finished yet? And how do iy@an that this
man "is" it?'

'He's to be head of the English branch. You knovheard the place
was built so quickly because it was being done vAtherican
dollars?’

'‘But he's not American, is he?"'

'‘No, Canadian. And not a day over thirty, and oar like a dream.
And you grudge my being friendly! Aren't | everrteet any eligible
men? And this one wasterested,vailed Iris.

'So interested," commented Rachel, 'that his eageuanent of your
gossip about our affairs was your excuse for itwds so interested,
in fact, that I'd begun to question jughy.'

'‘But there couldn't be anything phoney about hifmemvhe's the head
of Synthics!" Iris protested.

'I've only just learned of his connection ther@tRel pointed out.

'‘Well, he was perfectly frank about it and told me name at once.
Winslow. David Winslow. Rather nice, really -- WHyachel, what's
the matter now?'

Rachel steadied her teacup, which had rocked damggrin its
saucer. She said: 'Nothing. Time to take the mushsoto the train,
that's all --'

But instead of going out to the weighing-shed, skatwo her room.
How could her first hearing of that surname have missed
significance? Only, she supposed, because shedwadtbo angry
with Iris to heed it. And perhaps, too, becauseudfin her memory



should have known it at once, it had never bedretgast more than
a name without benefit of a personality attached.

Just a name, and that heard only about once—

long ago. For Jon, when he spoke of him at alldsadlly called its
owner 'D'—'a Canadian buddy of mine from high s¢hedo's

staying with us at Falconers'—briefly dismissing filom their

shared enchanted world. They had been in love,fan&achel at
seventeen each meeting with Jon had been the s\beesse it was
stolen against the authority of Aunt Caroline whowd have

disapproved.

Yet she had savoured the wrenching sweetness gif Ifive for
only—how long? A month, six weeks, perhaps. Mdrgou counted
the agony and delight of a few months of love-lstexchanged after
the Sandreds, Jon's parents, had left Falconetiseaénd of the
summer—a flow of letters which on Jon's side hathsit ebbed to
silence.

Jon. Jon. Odd, that his name spoken aloud afterasty years should
come so rustily to the tongue. Next she waitedtlier ache in her
throat which the thought of him used to bring, #meh tried to recall
the near-panic with which she had first realisedt tshe was
forgetting what he looked like.

But it was all gone. Her Jon-wound had healed asddepest of
physical wounds do—slowly and painfully growing ethissue from
the bottom . up—and it had taken today's happenimgdock her
into probing at its scars.

The man Winslow—why had he come to Falconers, s#ignas a
stranger, when he had really been coming back?

He had deliberately concealed the fact in his aggvdo her, and it
was only later that she recalled that he had oeemed to catch back



the word 'remember' and knew why he had been alge/¢ the lake
gate its familiar name. He had come, being franth wis as to his
name and present circumstances, yet deceiving theth in

everything j! else about him which mattered. Why?

He must have thought himself safe after nearly esleyears. But
somethinghad to explain his furtive return to Falconers] &@nshe
were right, he could have come as Jon's spy.

Oh—not because she had any illusion that Jon deildoping for a
renewal of their romance. Even if Jon had not dratva last
irrevocable line beneath that possibility, she dolbérdly deceive
herself about it in the face of the evidence of imaror and Iris's
cruel appraisal of her looks and character thisrafton. But—and
some insight told her that Jon's vanity would netabove it— he
could still have indulged some backward- lookingntsnental
curiosity about her which he believed his frienghtisatisfy for him.

And if David Winslow had not come back secretlyJum's behalf,
why had he come secretly at all?



CHAPTER TWO

AT that point in her thoughts a dismayed glance awagch told her
that if the mushrooms were to catch the evening stae must leave
at once for Hoops Cray station.

The ageing Land Rover tore into the station yastl fi$ the train was
rounding the last curve of the line. But Jim thetpowas waiting to
help her unload the mushroom chips, to write ugtresignment and
to make his hoary joke of. 'Sure you haven't skippe a few
toadstools, Miss Rachel?' which he repeated almghtly.

She could afford to take the return journey mooggf, and was glad
she was not driving at speed when the steeringesl@mt of control,

warning her that she probably had a puncture. Sthrfar her hopes
of having time to snatch a bath as well as to chdoggore the simple
evening meal which Aunt Caroline insisted should#@ked 'dinner'!

Resignedly she alighted, reached for the jack amd mserting it

under the axle when another car swept up from loehin

It halted a few yards ahead, and Rachel, straigigeto look at it,
knew its sleek cream lines at once. It was Irtsis like a dream' and
the driver, now walking back towards the Land Rowess David
Winslow.

Rachel stiffened, unprepared for meeting him againnexpectedly
and so soon. To gain time, she stooped once meretlw jack as he
asked: 'In trouble? If so, will you let me help?’

Hating the chance in a hundred which had put héeuan obligation
to him, Rachel hadn't much hope that he would he@a by her
rather ungracious: "Thank you, but there's no n@adly a wheel to
change, and I'm used to it --'



Nor was he daunted. He said briskly: ‘Nonsensad'as his brown
hand edged hers off the lever of the jack, shorarofundignified
struggle she had to relinquish it to him.

He worked swiftly and in silence, leaving her nothto do but pass
him the tools he needed, and when he had finigie¢arning to his
own car for a rag on which to wipe his hands.

As he left her Rachel said stiffly: 'Thank you vemych. I'm grateful,’
and would have let him go. But he strolled backiragand stood

between her and her own driver's seat as he saitthiug her: 'l

daresay your sister will have told you more aboatthan my name.
That I'm connected with the new plastics plant'shit be opened
shortly, for instance? And I've been wonderingoifiye likely to have
any difficulty in clearing that weed from your |lgkehether you'd

allow me to send a couple of men down from the tgiarelp you.

You understand, up at Synthics we've got a dozedslzape men
laying out our grounds, and to divert one or tw&atconers for a day
couldn't matter less.’

Rachel drew a deep breath. She had had to acedptlpiin changing
her wheel. But this! Patronage. Deception. Pity. k@aven's sake,
how much more did he hope to get away with in dtexrzoon --!

She said sharply: 'Please don't trouble. | toldly&hould be putting a
man on to the work tomorrow, and we can manage.'

'‘Can you? | thought you might have some difficalbout that.'
‘Why should 1?'

‘Just something'—he offered cigarettes which sHaseel—'just
something you'd said about having to let the shetnpgo for want of
labour.’



‘The word | used,' she reminded him, 'was "scdicitpt "want".
They needn't mean the same thing at all, you know.'

'‘Needn't,’ he agreed evenly. 'And I'm happy for yothey don't.
Equally, | should be sorry if they did and | codldve helped, and
didn't. That was why | offered the men.'

Rachel bit her lip. She wondered whether she had meant to part
from him a second time without expressing all theetling

resentment in her heart. Now she knew she didNmtv he should
hear what she had to say to hiral-of it!

'l think you know quite well," she said, 'that yaffer arose from
nothing | said to you myself, but from what my erstold you about
circumstances at Falconers which aren't conceivatyybusiness of
yours.'

His glance slid momentarily away from hers. Thétow much of
that did you overhear?' he asked.

‘All that was said,' she told him mercilessly, aéthenjoying the
moment.

'l see.' His eyes met hers again unflinchinglyaadided: 'I'm afraid |
hadn't hoped otherwise. Also | suppose that youldvoegard an
apology as so many empty words?'

'l think | should,’ Rachel nodded. 'And the usualipgabout
eavesdroppers doesn't apply, because in additionetwing "no
good" of myself, | learnt a great deal of valueittes.’

'Such as --?'

'‘As for" instance'—Rachel poised for the kill— thhough you
purported to be a complete stranger, you werelmoteaallowing Iris



to recount with relish a good many facts which ywad known
before.'

'So you knew? Would it be too much to ask— when?’

'‘Not at once. And | admit | don't yet know why.rlp know that you
let me suppose, and gave Iris to believe, thatdyaeVer been to
Falconers before. But you had. You'd stayed inhingese as a guest
eleven years ago and Jonathan Sandred was yaud.frie

‘Not "was". "Is",' he corrected gravely.

'l think I'd guessed that too,' Rachel told hinftéAall, it's the most
likely fact to account for the otherwise entirelynecessary secrecy
you wrapped about your return.'

'‘What do you mean?'

‘That you came,' she said, facing the bitternegs fof the second
time, 'simply to spy for Jon. To satisfy some un§is about me that
could either be curiosity or even a niggling guilis the only

explanation that seems to serve.’

'‘Except that it's crassly wrong!" For the first éiranger snapped in
David Winslow's eyes. '"Whether you find it accefdady not, | must

ask you to believe that | came back to Falconatayt@n an impulse
of my own. Jon had no idea that | meant to rewisit all.’

1l accept that if you say | must. But why, therthe
"thief-in-the-night" approach?'

'‘Partly it was thrust on me. When | came on yotharose-garden
you weren't exactly welcoming and | missed my autell you. And
later, after your eavesdropping as you call itrehgasn't any cue |
could honestly take.'



'‘No, | see that,' Rachel allowed. 'But—"partly"¥&u had any other
reason for secrecy, don't you owe me that too?’

‘Equally, | daresay,' he parried, 'with your owtogne to tell me how
you knew who | was. | didn't realise that Jon heer espoken to you
of me.'

‘Well he did, though not—importantly, and usuaky"®".'

‘Yes, I've always been "D" to him. Bad luck for mhen, as | was
caught out, that you should remember that, wash't i

‘You haven't,' she reminded him, 'told me why didd matter that |
did remember it?'

'‘No --' He paused as if considering his answer.

But instead, his tone suddenly harsh, he went askabruptly: 'Are
you still in love with Jon?'

It was a question to which she had no doubt oatisver. But, taken
off guard by its seeming irrelevance and resentifa a red herring
across <he trail of her question to him, she saldlg. 'If you don't
mind. I'd rather not discuss my feelings for JondAvhatever they
are, it would be difficult to pretend, wouldn'ttihat they could have
any possible bearing on your own inexplicable behawvoday?'

There was a tiny silence. Then: 'Yes, perhapsagneed. 'Say, then,
that | came back to Falconers on a kind of nostajgligrimage,
revisiting a place I'd grown to love very much wehilwas there.'

‘You'd—Iloved Falconers? But if you'd told me youmnel to
explore --!'

He shook his head. 'No. You didn't make it easyna, but that
wasn't all. | really wanted to see the place agauithout witnesses,



and your opening of the place to visitors offeredhance which |
took.'

'l see." It was an explanation she must acceptigthshe still felt
vaguely that it was not the whole truth. She wemt'And Synthics?
Your present association with Jon? Hadn't you betié me wholly
in the picture now?'

‘Yes, of course. You knew Sandred Senior was addmdastics king
in the United States? Well, he set up a brancht pta@Quebec, my
hometown, and put Jon in charge of it when hemntla®ugh college.

| went into it too—from the bottom up, and néwe been given the
English branch. Production hasn't started yet,|'batalready got a
full office staff at work. And by the way, may Isaage you that the
site for the plant, within a mile or two of Falcosgwas chosen for its
suitability only, and is emphaticallgot the spy headquarters you
might suppose?’

At the oblique rebuke of that Rachel reddened walithgrin.

She heard herself saying: 'I'm sorry. When | aatysel of spying
for Jon, | considered you'd got through my defenodairly.'

David Winslow said gently: "You hated what Jon ttid/ou and you
made me the scapegoat for him. Wasn't that hoddiea up?'

‘No. | don't know --That is, I've never hatéoh --'

'l didn't suggest you did, my dear. Only that ydeedhardly human,
and certainly not a woman, if you hadn't hated vaihyour heart
what he did to you when he dropped out of yourddéhe did, without
a word. And when he got engaged --'

'‘By that time,' said Rachel steadily, 'l'd alreadgepted that the end
was not likely to come in any other way. And | earty didn't hate
Jon for it. In fact | think | hadn't much emotiangpare when I'd done



with despising the anonymous sender of a newspap#ing
announcing his engagement. That was a mean tridinpmever
likely to forgive.'

'You had no idea who the sender was?'

Rachel shrugged. 'None. It occurred to me thatutctchave been Jon,
taking the easy way out. But | didn't think so, dese by then he must
have known that I'd realised it was all over. Nowas far more
probably a malicious woman's trick. Someone whaoidwn about
me and was glad Jon wasn't marrying me. | hopesagn't his
mother, and | didn't want to think it was his witekie. But to go on
guessing was futile, and somehow it was easieat® én anonymous
coward than someone to whom | could put a name.'

David Winslow threw down his cigarette and grouhdinder his
heel. 'l suppose,’ he asked, 'you hadn't thougdt ttne sender's
concern could have been only for you?'

'So concerned for me that she or he made their atences
anonymous?' Rachel's lips curled scornfully. ‘Samehdon't think
so. Do you?'

For a moment there was silence. Then: 'l don't kagpeculate about
it,' he said quietly. 'l know. For | sent that augtto you myself.'

‘Yousent it?' Rachel stared at him, incredulous thatshould have
been on the point of forgiving him today's hoséht only to find that
her years-old unknown enemy had taken his shaptheAtime she
had fastened on the canker of her resentment, kgothvat indulging
it was saving her from hating Jon. And though she ¢rown out and
away from it since, she was appalled to find thatas still there and
that the man facing her was its cause.

By the time he nodded and began: 'l did it bechssav it as a duty
that was due to you. But I'd never met you andd/tave rightly



resented a letter --' she was past the abilitisterl to explanations or
even to give him credit for a confession he nedadhage made.

She cut him short: 'All right. You did it. But thags a long time ago,
and I'm not asking you to elaborate your reasons. tioexplains a
great deal and it's evident, anyway, that on thigesti of cowardice
you and | don't speak the same language, whiclke$eao more to be
said.'

As she took her seat in the Land Rover, brushingdside, she saw
his jaw tense and his eyes go cold. But as shend@e&d no more to
say to him she drove away.

It helped the riot of her anger to force her mintbithe simple,
mechanical duties of driving, of remembering topstdf at Tom's
cottage to ask him to help her with the lake wdezlriext day, of
putting away the car and unloading the returnedtghips before
going in to face Aunt Caroline's plaintive annoyatitat she was late
for dinner and that she hadn't even changed.

'Sorry, Aunt Caroline,' smiled Rachel. 'l was lgé#ting away and |
had a puncture coming back. Can you persuade MeetSw hold
back dinner ten minutes while | wash and get otitisfgrubby shirt?'

But as she made to run upstairs, Aunt CarolinedasBy the way,
what's this about a young man —someone who canweto the
Wing this afternoon, | understand—whom Iris insw&smust know?
You met him too, | think?'

Over her shoulder Rachel said: 'Yes. His name issW@w, and he's
to be head of Synthics when it opens.'

'Synthics? You mean that factory that's gone upsimvernight and
Isn't as much of an eyesore as we feared, withdbits that could



almost be mistaken for the Festival Hall? Welk Beems quite taken
with this Mr Winslow. But is he quitsuitable,Rachel dear?’

'‘Quite suitable, I'd say,' Rachel's tone was dry.

‘Then | must ask him. To cocktails, Iris though©Oh dear, Iris says
it's so nineteen-twenty of me to say cocktails whewadays
everyone says "drinks"! I'd have said a small dirpeety would be
nicer, but of course inviting him at all must degem Mrs Sweet.'

'If you think Mrs Sweet is likely to make troubleshouldn't ask him
to either," advised Rachel. 'Because, as a mdtfact | don't think
he'll come.’

Aunt Caroline fretted: 'Oh, why not? | mustkhim; Iris will be so
disappointed if | don't --Yes, yes, Mrs Sweet, djoite ready now --'
And she scuttled towards the dining-room aheadeofousekeeper
without waiting for Rachel's reply.

Upstairs, knowing that it was only 'cold' for dimnend that Mrs
Sweet had bullied Aunt Caroline without cause, Radid not fulfil
her promise to hurry. Instead, seated before hessdrg-table, she
took time out to debate Iris's probable reactiomdaring that she,
Rachel, would be no party to any invitation going fsom Falconers
to David Winslow and that it was far from likely n@uld accept any
which did.

Iris would protest and sulk, and perhaps accuseh&anf being

jealous of her own easy success with men. Shedvaalitibefore now
in temper, never able to see Rachel's argumenthbatdifferences
in age, temperament and looks made rivalry betwésm

unthinkable.

And how unlike they were! Iris, very fair, daintiglue-eyed; she,
dark, long-limbed and— better to face lIris's apiaisonestly!
—plain.



Chin in hand, she raised critical eyes to the ctifl@ in her mirror.
Plain?—of the girl who, for Jon long ago, had bdws 'lovely

elf-faced gipsy'? But Iris's faint praise was a egamore damning
memory, and another echo—that man's cool analyslseo face,

feature by feature—did not help.

And Iris had said, and he had listened to thoserdtiings which hurt
more, much more.

'‘Some girls get themselves treated that way ..uljywlinsure in
future ... Or hard and dried-up like Rachel And then the final
cruelty—'As spinsterish as Aunt Caroline ...!"

Spinsterish—said of her to the man who had seérthat she should
learn just when Jon, the only person she had eaeted to marry,
had gone out of her reach. What a triumph the delspaf that
news-cutting must have been for David Winslow if lreed never
wanted Jon to marry her !

And yet ... and yet—she had wanted so much to\eehén when he
had said that it was love of Falconers which hadight him back to
the place.

But that moment had passed, would not come agaith. \supreme
effort she shrugged off the memory of what hadofedd and
belatedly set about changing for dinner.

It was as she pulled off her shirt that somethelgffom the breast
pocket to roll away across the floor. She went¢& t up, handling it
distastefully when she saw what it was.

David Winslow's tip, which she had meant to rettarhim if they
ever met again!

She looked at the coin in her palm, closing hegdns over it as he
had closed them for her. And then, upon an impslse did not



understand, she unlocked the empty trinket box upbcer
dressing-table, dropped the coin on to the velviimvand turned the
key upon it. There would be a time for returningstte felt.

From her glance round the toolshed the next morsirggconcluded
that Tom had collected the gear they would needlé&aring the lake.
But when she arrived she was unprepared to fintdwtamen she did
not recognise were there also with Tom.

Granted that the mounting pile of water- darkeneddvand sludge
behind the boathouse evidenced that between theynhidd nearly
finished the work, Rachel was none too pleased wWitdm's

enlistment of mates without her knowledge and whsira would

have to pay.

She accosted Tom: 'We could have done this betwseemom. We
didn't need help. Who are these men?"

Tom glanced in their direction. 'Said they'd beentsso | brought
‘emon --'

'Sent?"

"Yup. By their boss, who got it from a Mr WinsloWwp at the new
factory, that is. Why, Miss Rachel, didn't | dohigo take '‘em on
when they offered?’

‘N -- Yes, | remember now, there was some arrangeméh Mr
Winslow, so you were quite right." Seething as Rhulas, there was
no profit in revealing her chagrin to Tom, not ewerhighhandedly
ordering the men to stop worker quarrel was with David Winslow.
How had he dared to humiliate her? After the bit@uses of their
parting last nighthow had he dared --!



She looked at the lake water now rippling cleangaiast the
boathouse piles. "You must nearly have finisheu®'asked.

Tom drew in the last of the floating weed betwees tines of his
hayfork. 'That's right, Miss Rachel. No need fouyo wait if you
don't want.'

'l won't, then. Afterwards, go up to the house askl Mrs Sweet for
beer for all of you, will you?' And with a few waaf thanks to the
other men, Rachel swung away, rehearsing the anginod her

coming exchange with David Winslow as soon as sludoget to a
telephone.

With her withering opening words ready on her Bssshe rang the
Synthics number, it was galling to be forced torapph him through
at least three people at the other end of the And.when his voice,
taut and detached, said: 'Yes. Winslow here. Butdorry, Miss

Southern—my secretary should have told you | wgaged,' Rachel
heard the click of his replaced receiver beforersteuttered a word.

Quivering with frustration, she rang back at a orid@ she did not
get any further than his secretary, a pleasant-doi@man who took
the blame politely enough for the rebuff Rachel had. She said: 'l
oughtn't to have put you through when | knew Mr glnv was in
conference. You see. Miss Southern, although weta production
yet, he'll be terribly busy until we are, and evempment has to
count.’

Rachel said coolly: 'l should have occupied verw fef his
"moments".’

'Yes, well—that's why | put you through, becausgleolught it was a

personal call he might want ;o take. But since fyiai rang, he has

asked me ;0 say he's sorry he couldn't speak tdythat as soon as
possible he'll get in touch with you himself.'



With that, though she felt he had deliberately v@eghe initiative
from her, Rachel had to be content. Telling Auntdliae that if a
telephone call came for her she would like to kdehked, she went
down to the mushroom houses to do the morning sgyay

She checked the temperature, opened up the verdilahd noted
that, for all yesterday's heavy crop, the powdee-tilth of the long
beds was again satisfactorily pricked over withaomg pin- heads
and buttons, coming through singly and in roseffégre would not
be a crop ready for market tonight, but tomorrow ahd Tom could
gather heavily again.

She fixed the hose at a stand-pipe, tested thedsseof the spray and
then, in order to achieve the right humidity of agphere, turned the
gentle ain on to the walls and floor as much astarhe beds
themselves. She worked through the first two oftlinee houses and
was fixing the hose in the last one when she setisddthe open
doorway behind her was being darkened by someanelisg there.

She turned quickly, prepared for her summons toelephone. But it
was David Winslow himself in the doorway, and thiodige dimness
with-I in gave her a momentary advantage over hamething about
his purposeful stride towards her warned her thaight be the last
she would get.

He said without warmth: 'Good morning. After youwnsmary

dismissal of me last night, | hardly expected tarlfeom you today.
At the house | was told | should find you here. Yaad something to
say to me?'

'Yes—about the men you sent over this morning/ dffetold you
definitely that we had no need of their-help.'

'Men? | sent no men to Falconers!



‘Then why should two have reported, claiming thatrtorders came
from you?'

'I've no idea. Wait, though --' He threw back hesth and bit his lip.
'Yes, it's possible that I'm to blame.'

‘Then you did send them?' pounced Rachel. 'Howddgwe ignore
my refusal and send them just the same?'

He cut icily across that: 'Kindly don't jump to @usions. I've said
that it was my fault they arrived, but when theg do it was against
my order, not on it. I'd given one, admittedly --'

'Why?'

'‘Because as | thought you might accept the gestiihegrace, | had
given the order before we met on the Hoops Crayd.rddy
countermand this morning must have gone astrdyelf turned up.
Would you like me to call them off? Or have you ddhat?’

Rachel said loftily: 'l thought it better to letetm finish the work
they'd already begun."

The crooked brows drew together. 'That was— handsafrigou. Or
was it, | wonder, that you didn't care that theg gour own man
should witness an exhibition of false pride whiauypreferred to
save up for me?'

Rachel protested: 'That's not fair! You know pdifecwell
why—why | couldn't accept!

He nodded. 'Yes. Originally your reason was a raple¢ty show of
iIndependence. Later it was because you wouldwwaylourself to
take anything at the hands of a man you had alrgmdjdged

as—how did you put it?—as an "anonymous coward".



'‘Anonymity for that kind of ends cowardly,' said Rachel in a low
voice.

He turned on her roughly. 'Look here, let's fac&his isn't a quarrel
about whether my men or yours should clear yous @kweeds. It's
really about a kind of dead man's gulch of prejaeditat's yawning
between us over an action which you see as a piegeatuitous
malice, but which | believed was the kindest thireguld do for you
at the time.'

At Rachel's impatient turn of her head he laid adhguite gently on
her forearm. 'Yes, | know,' he said. ' "For thetbasd "For your own
good" are pretty hard medicines to take. But listen

When Jon got engaged to Julie Latour, | didn't krmu that you
were still hoping that you and he would marry salag. So | told
him in no mean | fashion that he ought to tell yde.wouldn't, for j
fear of hurting you, he said --'

'‘Hurting me!' rejected Rachel violently.

David Winslow's eyes narrowed compassionately.,"Y#sought it
odd myself that he could delude himself into behgwthat the news
of his engagement could be more wounding than #uwe So |
chose—that way of telling you myself.’

'A letter would have been kinder," murmur&ahchel.

'‘No. | couldn't have written without offering you—el; call it
sympathy—and you could have 1 resented that. Yawncto have
seen that news-cutting as a morbid triumph over Yaas of Jon to
Julie Latour. But really | sent it in order to gutu clear of Jon and of
any hopes of him you might ] still have. And thougiu won't take
this, | dare- | say it was my tribute to the sortcotirage | judged 1
you had from all I knew of you.'



Rachel echoed shakily: 'From all you knew of 1 méGu
mean—what Jon may have told you?"'

‘Yes, that.' He added thoughtfully: 'But more 0, gierhaps, for what
I'd learnt for myself between the lines of youtdes to him.'

Rachel jerked back from him, her face white. "Yead my letters to
Jon? But they—they were love-letters! Hooauld you have let him
show them to you? Or did you have a kind of basystem about it?
You bandied your own love-letters withim?' As she broke off,
Rachel's disillusionment with Jon was final, congldBut with the
passing of her last regret for Jon her instincte@oil was from the
man who had shared her letters with Jon and segnergected her
not to care...

But the look he turned on her shamed her contergsaid levelly:

'On my side there weren't any love-letters to sh&ihren they were at
a deadlock of silence until he asked: 'Well, hawe cleared our
decks, if only slightly, you and 1?"

'l suppose so.'

He seemed to accept the grudging tone of thataBulie said was:
'You know, | think your sister was right about yo{ou haven't let
sentiment or any of the softer emotions help yaallahrough eleven
hard years.'

She was grateful to him for toning down Iris's attwords. 'How
could 1?' she asked. 'It's too easy for the s@&ieotions, as you call
them, to slip into self-pity, and by the time last Jon, Falconers was
offering enough problems of its own.’

'‘Problems you had to shoulder alone?'



'Who else? Iris was too young. Aunt Caroline's gatnen had never
had them to face. Besides, solving some of themavedmallenge, and
I've been happy, in my fashion.’

'‘Have you? I'm glad." A pause. Then: 'Do you realisvonder, that
that's a question you haven't asked me about Jon?'

'‘About whether he has been happy too? But is thaiething you
wouldn't know?'

'l do know, as it happens. | could have sparedigguyour contempt
by sending you that cutting. Jon's marriage neaarecoff.'

‘He—didn't marry? He isn't married now?'

'‘No. Julie jilted him for a glamour match with airag-driver named
Gil Benson, making the excuse' she knew Jon whsnstove with
some English girl he'd loved long before they rRet.. "English girl"
read you, of course.’

Rachel shook her head. 'She couldn't have meaht me.

'‘Between you and Julie | happen to know there veasne else for
Jon. But to finish the story as far as it has gof@-Benson was
killed later; Julie, whose home was originally imé€pec, has gone
back there, but there's been no contact sinceveleet her and Jon.
They don't move in the same circles.’

Groping towards something which had eluded hel thngn, Rachel
asked slowly: 'Is that really why you came to Fakrs yesterday—to
tell me this?'

His glance was steady but unreadable. He said:td\ you why |
came—to find out whether the place still held sarhéhe magic it
had for me eleven years ago. | came selfishly,faotlon. And |



calculated of course that, if you were still hgm@y would learn this
news of him sooner or later in any case.’

‘Why should 1?'
‘Why not?' he countered.

He left her then, before she could tell him thdardher now, Jon was
a stranger whom she had | known briefly long ago @rat almost
certainly he had by now no lingering passion far he

Jon was in her past, and more sharply defined enptiesent was
David Winslow himself. Yesterday he had rousedhali hostility.
Yet today, somehow, he had earned her reluctapéces



CHAPTER THREE

As Rachel had expected, and while Aunt Caroline flatered
ineptly on the fringe of the argument, there hadnba dinner-table
scene with Iris over the projected invitation tovisdBWinslow.

Iris had pouted: 'lt isn't as if you wanted him yaurself, when you
never bother to attract any man. It's simply thatu'se being
dog-in-the- manger because he showed a bit ofeisitén me!

From Aunt Caroline: 'Dear, how can you say suchghito Rachel?
Besides, she has already told me that she doesiktthe young man
would accept.'

'‘But of course he'd accept! If he didn't, it woaldy be because of the
deadpan welcome he got from her whemnashere. Why on earth
shouldn't he want to come?"

'‘Because,' Rachel had told her icily, 'he's hadh éess of a welcome
from me since.’

'Since? How? When?'

'I met him again on my way out from Hoops Cray, aladft him in no
doubt of what | thought of his pretence of nevevihg been to
Falconers before, when | knew for a fact that het'ha

‘How could you know?'

'l happened to have remembered his name as a tgueshe lot of
the people who leased the house while we wereit't in

Iris pretended admiration. 'Some memory, you masehYou don't
say?Whichlot of people?'



Rachel met her eyes. 'You wouldn't remember themepleenamed
Sandred. About the last tenants who had the hoefeedowe took it
back.'

Iris looked thoughtful:Sandred?So --'

Which told Rachel Iris not only had heard the goss$ie had claimed
to David Winslow, but also knew names and datesenejet
discussed between Rachel and herself.

But she asked no more questions then, and thougheRaxpected
her to return to the attack, a few days later she full enough of
another prospect for it to be possible to suppbsehad already lost
interest in the whole affair.

She looked up from the letter she was readingesiast as Rachel
came into the room.

'‘Aunt Nicola is coming over from Cannes for som@ming in
London,' she announced. 'She wants me to go ue¢b iner and stay
at the Queensway for four—no, five nights next weeélly, what a
thing I've got about wanting to get away from here efeerso long!'

‘Lovely for you,' commented Rachel, pouring her mwffee. "Which
days will you be away?'

'‘Well—over Wednesdayand Saturday, I'm afraid. But you can
manage, can't you?'

‘Yes, | daresay.' Saturdays and Wednesdays wedneédpesn' days for

visitors, but it was not fair to deprive Iris ofae treat on that score.
Rachel, her mind already busy with ways and measided: 'On the

Wednesday Tom and | can get the mushrooms doneciafeakfast.

And on Saturday, as Glenda doesn't go up to toatdidy, she would

probably come up and give me a hand.’



Glenda Moore had been widowed young, but now atynéaty she
owned a tiny modernised cottage in Hoops Cray, fwimch she
travelled up each day to the West End dress saluohwshe had
created by her own effort during a widowhood tred hever become
embittered. Petite, poised and shrewd, she had rfraands, and
could have married again a dozen times if she hashe claimed,
valued her freedom too much. Meanwhile her life wasunending
round of thehaute coutureshows, of buying, of designing her owr
models and of alighting at Hoops Cray each nighit @nweek-ends
for the unspoiled peace she found there.

Iris agreed eagerly: 'Oh, I'm sure Glenda woultient added
diffidently: 'Talking of Glenda. | haven't a thinig to wear for
meeting Aunt Nicola. And | can't afford anythingther. This
guarter's allowance seems to haveltedaway.'

‘Then what was the significance of your "Talking@énda --"?"' put
in Rachel. 'You couldn't afford Glenda's pricearat time, allowance
or no.'

‘No, but——Iris shifted a piece or two of table silver wamervous
hand. 'Well, | was wondering whether | could getsthing from her
on credit; whether you would ask her about it f@?n

'l would not," said Rachel decisively.
'Oh, Rachel, you might --I'
'No.'

‘Just because you don't care what you look likesadf) you think it
doesn't matter to me either!'

'l know it matters to you. Look, how much would yloave to spend
for something you could bear to appear in when yet Aunt
Nicola?'



'‘What's the use of saying?' sulked lIris. 'At thawnittle boutique in
Chelmsford, up to fifteen pounds, | suppose.'

‘Well, try the new little boutique in Chelmsford.’

Iris sprang up, frown and pout wiped from her dige face.
'‘Rachel—you'll actuallyend me fifteen pounds?’

'‘No, but I'll pay for whatever you choose in Chdiond. You don't
have to spend fifteen pounds.'

'Oh, lwon'tif | needn't! But I'll dash straighter there today. Rachel,
you really are rather specialperson when you like. Sometimes
wish --'

'Wish what?"

‘Well, that we were—sort of closer. That we talkemdre—about
clothes and make-up and— and men.'

‘About your clothes and your men?' queried Ra¢bathed.

'l suppose that's what it would amount to," twidKies. ‘After all, you
don't care about either, do you? Oh dear, do ymk tl be lucky
enough to meet anyone terribly super at the Quesntvis time?"

'‘Perhaps,' teased Rachel, 'it depends on whatblenSford boutique
can produce! I'd better give you a cheque.’

‘Thanks awfully. | promise not to spend too muaokll Aunt Caroline
| shan't be in to lunch, will you, there's a deak®d with a
lightly-blown kiss in Rachel's direction she was gon

Before she left the house it was arranged that idaahel took in the

mushrooms that evening she should pick up Irisoaids Cray station
and drive her back. But the Chelmsford train cameithout Iris, and



when Rachel arrived home, she was already theeeh&th changed
into a becoming summer two-piece in a shadowed ame grey
check, and at once demanded Rachel's approval ardtof her
business acumen in keeping well within Rachel'sjabdor its costs.

Rachel praised: 'Very chic. Extremely Queens-wayaat. But how
did you get back? | thought there was no bus cialyg?"

‘There isn't. Rachel, would you say the hem isegsitaight at the
back?'

‘Perfect. But how did you --?'

Iris, fronting the mirror, glanced over her shouldath a slightly
defiant: 'How? Oh—David Winslow drove me. He sagdhiad had to
go to the County Council offices about some perniitsiet him
accidentally in the High Street; he gave me' sogaeaind offered to
bring me home. And as you had to go in to the@tanyway, | knew
it wouldn't matter if | didn't come off the train.'

'Of course it didn't,’ Rachel assured her quiciBwt if he was kind
enough to drive you all the way home, didn't yoki faisn in?'

'l did, but he wouldn't stay.'

‘Why not?'

'‘How should | know? Except'—Iris's glance beneathlashes was
slyly goading—'that, though | told him you probak¥eren't in, he
could have been afraid of meeting you.'

'‘Why should he be afraid?’

'‘Well, say as determined as you are not to meetAnyway, though
he was perfectly sweet with me, he lost no timghaking the dust of



Falconers off his car wheels, and he must have'sbatk reason for
that—I say, you do really think this thing suits,mden't you?"

‘Yes, | do.' Rachel was thinkin§he must know his reason. Of cours
he talked, and of course she listened. And thoughgveed that we
had 'cleared our decks,"' as he put it, he probdidyrefuse to come in
this evening because he didn't want to see The. thought struck
coldly, she did not know why.

Iris was saying: 'I'm glad, because | adorediirstt sight. And when
| opened the box and allowed him a peep at it, @agreed that at
least the colour was absolutely me.'

‘David?' Surprise jerked the echo from Rachel's lips.

'Racheldear, you don't suppose that in this day and age ondda:
stay at the "Miss Southern", "Mr Winslow" stage farer? When
you're attracted to a man and in not much douhtiteaneans to see
you again, what on earth is the sense of keepimgalhiarm's length
until he has lost interest in getting any nearer?'

Rachel said drily: 'l wouldn't know. It's a techuggl'm not very well
up in.'

‘You're not really, are you?' dimpled Iris. 'And fas my seeing
David, however unwelcome he may be here, tlaegesother places
than Falconers, you know!

'‘But there's no question of his not being welcomewnSurely,
while you were with him, he told you that | had Egised since for
misjudging his motives that day he came here first?

'‘No, he didn't. And | shouldn't think that by now bould care less
about the petty little mystery you've made of baéhgnas you did.'

‘But --'



'‘My pet,’ put in Iris sweetly, 'here's another peinfor that

"technique"” of yours that you say has gone rustyyou! David

Winslow and | didn't discuss you at all this afteyn, if you must
know. And that was because when a man has begyet toterested
in one girl, he's not going to be fool enough tetedis time with her
by talking about another!

'‘No, | suppose not. Anyway, it's of no significanoav, and when
you get back from Town we'll ask Aunt Caroline mwite him over
for drinks.'

'‘Please yourselves about it.’

It was not difficult to discern that Iris's indifience and her dismissal
of the 'petty little mystery' was her way of cryilsgur grapes'. But as
Rachel returned to her room she wished she did fimot as
unwelcome as it was odd the fact that, over thayctea in
Chelmsford and on the drive home, David Winslow hatlso much
as mentioned her own name ...

On the morning of Iris's departure for London Raaheve Aunt
Caroline in to Hoops Cray, parking the Land Rowveandath the plane
trees lining the High Street while they separatedteir errands.

At the bank Rachel was delayed longer than shectagpe\When she
came out, from some yards down, the street shetssvlner aunt was
already .binding beside the car and that with kerprisingly. was

David Winslow. It was Aunt Caroline who had diretteim to the

mushroom houses on that second visit of his todfals, and later
that morning Rachel had identified him for her las $ubject of the
dinner-table argument with Iris.

On that occasion Aunt Caroline had murmured: Hengseea very
well-bred young man to me. | can't think What yawd against him.
And though you said he wouldn't want to come hegi@rg he seems



to have done so quite soon --' But she had notghrtowp his name
again, and Rachel would have said that, meetingdaisually, her
natural reserve alone would have prompted her méoebow and
pass on.

Yet here they were, chatting like old friends. Anod Rachel's
approach Aunt Caroline said quite gaily: 'Dear,Winslow has been
so kind. Coming across from Peacey's, the wind adbkny hat and
would have whipped it down the street if he hadalight it just in
time. And as you came along | had just told hint,ttieugh Iris will
be away until next week, he must really come ogdfdlconers one
evening --'

'‘And | was telling Miss Southern,' put in David Wiow, ‘that, much
as I'd like to accept, | have to be in London fomse time from
tomorrow onwards and can't say just when | maydzkb

Reflecting that she would have wagered he wouldcoote, Rachel
began a formal, 'I'm sorry. We'd have liked toyme--' Just as Aunt
Caroline gave a start and began to peer about her.

'Dear, what's the matter?' Rachel asked.

‘Well, | don't quite know. But the haddock for llmeon—I don't
seem to have it, you see!'

'Did you buy it?'

'Oh, yes. Mr Mills recommended it particularly, ahchad it at
Peacey's, | know, for the string of the parcel waiting my finger.
Ah yes, that was why | put it down while | gave tivecery order, so
it must still be there.'

'‘Let me --' offered David Winslow.

'‘No, indeed. | remember where | left it quite wéll.go myself.’



As Aunt Caroline hurried back across the streetidD@/inslow said:

You know, though I think I only saw Miss Southetmout once that
other time | was here, I'd say she has alterediyhatdall in these
eleven years.'

‘You met her, then?' asked Rachel, surprised.

'No. Only had her pointed out to me. | never spwkleer, any more
than | ever spoke to you.'

‘You remember seeing me, though we didn't meet?'
He nodded. 'Yes, | remember.'

'l don't remember you. Ever seeing you, | mearhdtitvith—-with
Jon or not. | should have thought— --'

'‘What?' he challenged. 'That you'd have been awofamayone at all
who stood in the long shadow Jon cast for you?'

'I meant that | wish --' She caught that back.
'l mean, I'd have expected Jon to talk about yooetines to me.'

'l don't know why you should. People who are intamthe business
of falling in love don't use their time togetherdiscuss even their
best friends,' he reminded her.

'‘No, | suppose not." (Hadn't Iris said the samaghin different
words?)

But there was something to be asked of him whiag there alone. At
sight of Aunt Caroline already emerging from theagr's, Rachel
said urgently: '‘Before my aunt comes back—she dokisow about
Jon. So, if you can help it, don't mention himasie.'



"You mean she didn't know—then?"

‘Not then. Nor since. And unless your connectiaihon has to arise
I'd rather it wasn't brought up now. I'll tell lrabout it myself some
time. But there isn't any reason why Aunt Carolsteuld ever
know.'

As she made to get into the car he opened the fdodrer. But he
stood blocking it and looking down at her after $tael taken the
driving seat. He said very quietly: 'That's notgpio be too easy, I'm
afraid. You see, Jon plans to come over to Engameh we open for
production at the plant. It opens in three weekset and he'll be
flying over just before that. He's a free agent] kdon't know how
long he will stay. But if it were only overnight dou think it likely
that you and he wouldn't meet?’

‘Not o£ my planning!
'‘But almost certainly of his."'
‘You've no right to speak for Jon!'

‘Not for him in particular. Only out of knowing fonyself that a man
never forgets his first love, never runs away friy@ chance to see
her again, and whoever else he loves or marriegyneholly escapes
from her all his life.'

'It's not like that for a woman. Once dm&sbroken away, she's free.
Do you --' she despised the catch in her breath-yédosuppose |
need to face Jon in order to know how much or htil& | still care?'

'‘One way or the other,' he said steadily, 'l thiok've got to be sure.
So | believe you'd go to a meeting with him, if pibr the sake of
that proof.'



Rachel said slowly: 'lI'd go, | think, for prideake. Not for proof of
something | know --'

She saw a pulse throb once in his temple. But s aroline trotted
up, all he said was. 'After all this time even gdonldn't ask more.’

Rachel knew that Aunt Caroline was hoping that gister Nicola
would return with Iris to spend a few days at Fatrs before going
back to the Riviera, where her husband, Maxwelrg urad interests
in a line of English hotels.

B ut on the evening before Iris was due back Aunblise came
from the telephone to tell Rachel that Nicola wontit be coming,
after all.

At sight of the disappointment in Aunt Carolineascé Rachel
protested: 'But she didn't come the last time she im England!
Couldn't she even manageenight?'

'l don't know, dear. She said not, and | didn'spiieer, because | felt
she didn't want to come very much. You see, witthalgaiety she is
used to, she is bound to find us very dull.’

'‘She could still conceal her boredom with us faerty-four hours or
so, | should think," retorted Rachel crisply. 'tss Icoming back
tomorrow anyway?"'

'Oh, yes." Aunt Caroline appeared to be glad tongbahe subject.
'‘And Nicola says of her that 'now she has lostphgipy fat she is
becoming quite a beauty, and so tempting to dré&smligh of course
that makes me hope she hasn't overloaded Irischathes which are
guite unsuitable for wearing down here.'



But though Aunt Nicola had done just that, her igdace did not
prevent Iris's grumbling to Rachel: 'lt was too kdAunt Nicola

promising to phone Aunt Caroline theiteapproved of David for me,
and then not doing it --'

'‘David?' Momentarily Rachel had fumbled the deft folding af
mushroom carton from a pile of cardboard 'flal30 you mean
David Winslow?"'

'Of course. And Aunt Nicola digromise.But if David so much as
rings me up before she gets around to it, can'tsgauAunt Caroline
digging in her heels against him?'

Rachel said slowly: 'l shouldn't think Aunt Car@iwill be difficult.
She has met him twice now, and likes him herselhatM don't
understand is how Aunt Nicola can approve or disagpof any man
for you whom she hasn't even met.’

Iris's silvery laugh tinkled. 'Not met him? Buta@durse she has!
'How? When?'

‘The first time—over drinks at the Queensway, tighnafter | went
up to Town. And if you were going to say "What ancadence!" of
course it wasn't one. On the drive back from Chdndsl'd told him
where I'd be staying, and when he said he might iawe in Town
himself, it was a pretty sure bet he would turnAmyway, you knew
he was in London; he says he met you and Aunt (Darah Hoops
Cray and told you so himself.'

‘Yes, though not that he'd be seeing you.'

Iris giggled complacently. 'Perhaps he didn't wargdmit to himself
that he wouldn't be able to keep away! More likétpugh, don't you
think, that he didn't consider it to Ipeally your affair? Anyway, he
made a fourth in our theatre party that night;nclbied with him the



next day, and on my last night he dined Aunt Nicatal me, and
afterwards he and | went on to the Circle and da&in8e it was rather
tiresome of her not to warn Aunt Caroline, dont yoink?'

'| gathered,' said Rachel, 'that Aunt Nicola didvéint to think there
was anything serious in it for either of you.'

'‘But their generation never does! They seem togguzkople being
in love. Even you --! For pity's sake, Rachel, taven you
remember what it is to feel you know—oh, just bg trery way he
looks at you—that a man is meaning whole worldserthian he
says?'

Rachel said: 'Yes, | remember thdt | thought | knew, and was
wrong!) Aloud she added: 'I'm sorry, chicken. And as 1bid you, |
don't [ think Aunt Caroline will put difficultiesniyour way when you
want to see—David again.’

‘That's the first time you've called him David, egtin a shocked
echo after me! For now, though, he's got to beandon. But when
his opposite number comes over from Canada foroffening of
Synthics, there's to be one whale of a receptmihwhich we shall be
invited, of course.’

'l haven't heard anything about it.'

‘Well, neither had David until his partner cabledemanding that it
should be laid on. The invitations will be terrilbbrmal, but naturally
David took it for granted that | should accept, awkn that you
would too. And though | told him you hardly evernwanywhere, he
said quite maddeningly, "This time | think she wiihe'll have her
reasons --" You see? Knowing something about yaultion't. Or is
it something you know abouhim?'

'‘Didn't he tell you?'



'l tried to tease it out of him. but he said yoas#ted him not to. As if
| shouldn't have to know sooner or later, if he bnd

‘Yes, of course. And | told him I'd tell you myseNot that it's
anything personal against him— now.'

‘Thenwhatis it?'
On a long-drawn breath Rachel said: 'Well --'
and told her all she did not know already about Jon

At the end, Iris said in grudging wonder: 'l cahink why | didn't
jump to it. That first night | thought it might a@lly have been
David, until | realised that in that case you'dd&aown each other at
once, however mucyoumight have changed.'

'In eleven years he would have changed too," Racheded out drily.

'‘But not as m --I mean,' Iris corrected lyaffe hastily, 'men don't
change as women do. Why, before | know it, | slal nearly
thirty—and what sort of a hag shall | be then?'

Feeling the question required no answer, Racheredf none. And
after a moment Iris went on: 'No wonder David cdogdso sure that
you'd accept this invitation. You've "got your reas'—and how!

'‘What do you mean?'

'‘Dear—no more and no less thaeameant! Look , at the facts. Jor
Sandred is still free. You've never looked at a siane. He's coming
back to England at last. And he's the son of d@aondiire.'

'For all that, he's nothing to me now. Nor | to hiRechel's tone was
sharp with conviction.



'Silly! You were in love with him once, so how caou know? Odd,
Isn't it, that when | cracked that one to David#thane of us having
to marry money, | didn't really mean you? But ylogd to the
Synthics reception—ihink! insinuated Iris as she pirouetted out c
the room.

The next day, when Glenda Moore rang from Londoasto Rachel
to take pot luck with her for dinner that eveniftpchel accepted
gladly.

'‘Pot luck’ with Glenda meant that there would Beautifully cooked
meal and afterwards they would relax with coffed aigarettes in
the soft lamplight of Glenda's sitting-room, whéastk and laughter
would alternate with friendly silences and evenirthigercest

arguments would end in a 'Let's agree to diffecedr

Besides, tonight she badly needed to ask Glendaisen...

Her opportunity came as Glenda poured coffee irtmé&se lacquer
cups, her expressive artist's hands making of dkk & rite to be
watched with pleasure. Knowing that her friend ddobk beneath a
compliment to the question it posed, Rachel sd#id: good to be
merely with you, Glenda. Everything about you isafloof a piece
with the rest. Your looks and your clothes, yourceoand the way
you move amount to a kind of—rhythm.’

Glenda's tawny gold eyes glinted with amusemehariks for saying
| "got rhythm"! | know what you mean, though. Antlamurse | do
work at grooming and dress, because it's expedterk oand it's part
of my job. But your "rhythm"—that's an outcroppifigm the natural
grace that, blessedly, every woman is born withg A&ou, I'd say,
with more than your share.’

'l, graceful?Why, at home I'm supposed to be about as graasfah
elephant and considerably less well groomed!



Glenda pursued imperturbably: 'That's nonsense—ath bounts.
You groom as suitably for work as | do. I've nekmown you to put a
foot wrong over things like tweeds or working ¥nd whoever said
you hadn't natural poise can never have watchedwabkior noticed
the carriage of your head or even seen you sit-eqqitite still, as
few women can.'

Rachel blinked and began a little shakily: 'That'sew picture of
myself that | can't quite --'

Glenda retorted. 'Because you've lived for too lenth the other
one. You've made the slacks- and-shirt set-up a mmifand an
ingrowing attitude of mind, and I've despairedyfou long enough to
be-afraid that when this did happen, it might bel&te.'

'‘When what happened? What do you mean?'

‘The "something",’ said Glenda shrewdly, 'which saddenly made
you wonder about the relation between looks andegpdily hitherto
complacent ugly duckling is actually craving thecgging of swan
pinions—why?'

‘Nothing really.’
'‘Nothing?'

'‘Well—simply that for a quite silly reason and pbssfor only one
night of my life | wanted to be —a swan.'

'‘And the silly reason—that one man should see —answ

Rachel said: 'Yes. One man --'



CHAPTER FOUR

GLENDA queried calmly: 'Could there be a better reasan th want
to appear lovely for just one man?"

Colour flooded up from Rachel's throat. 'But itd like that! It's just
a string tied to a very old story, that's all -AdA\as detachedly as she
knew how she told Glenda about Jon, only to finat,thike Iris,
Glenda knew the local version of the affair already

Rachel puzzled: 'You've never asked me about it.'

'‘Well, you see, | knew it hadn't had a happy endorgyou, and |
didn't know how much it might still hurt. But nowoy say it hasn't
hurt for years, and that you want to appear at yeuy best at this
reception purely as a gesture of pride? You warftaint a little
before him. Isn't that it?'

Rachel murmured: 'Put like that, it sounds meretjreap!

‘Not at all. Just the excusable running-up of g tlaat could have
tattered—and hasn't. How much time have we befaseeinchanted
evening?'

‘Till the twenty-fourth. But, Glenda—imagine the alxfity of my
craving glamour for—for any reason at all! Not teemtion the
impossibility of doing anything about it!'

Glenda smiled: "You underrate me! I've told yoerd's an attainable
"you" simply waiting to be brought out, though afucse you'll have
to put yourself completely in my hands. Let's selee-ttventy-fourth.
Why, that's Midsummer Night, and the very gift ofitke for your
gown! But it's less than three weeks. You'll haweggive me two
fittings at least; then there'll be manicure, tharg of your make-up,
matching accessories and your hair has to be styldtere's my
diary? Now, when --?'



Rachel protested: 'Glenda, you're not proposingetigna dress for
me?"

Glenda cocked an eye over the rim of her readimgsgls. 'You
weren't expecting,' she asked mildly, 'to get anGdeMoore model
off the peg?'

'‘But | can't afford a Glenda Moore gown, in orderdreate any
Impression in the world!

'‘Who mentioned affording? You'll be modelling foermy creation

"Midsummer Night"! In peacock, | think --Yes, vesubtle shades of
blue-cum-green which, with your colouring, you'dreedare to buy
for yourself. Perhaps amber somewhere for a toudh

warmth -- -- Yes, it's taking shape already.'

'‘Glenda, you're evading the issue, and you kndw it!

'l know nothing of the sort. I'm no designer if mignature isn't
written all over Midsummer Night for any fashionaszious woman
at that reception to * read! And the Glenda Mo@les won't exactly
suffer fromthat. So now it's settled, what about a first fittingkhe
week?'

Rachel was worried enough to take to Aunt Cardimeeproblem of
the obligation Glenda's kindness had | thrust upen But to her
relief Aunt Caroline thought she could accept, pogout that no
doubt Glenda was taking pleasure in playing famg-gnother for a
night and so must not be rebuffed.

But Iris could not resist playing down Glenda'stges

Wasn't peacock a verydd choice for Rachel's olive skin? And the
hair style suggested by Glenda— surely it was uawischoose a



special occasion like the reception for wearinfpitthe first time?
And though of course Rachel had to pretend she mascly
pandering to a joke of Glenda's, it was obviousvgag hoping for a
miracle when she came face to face with Jonathadr&d, and that
made David soight --

Meanwhile Glenda was high-handedly busy on Rachebsilf.

Rachel was allowed to see the uncut material for dress, but
thereafter was fitted only bipile in Glenda's work-rooms; Glenda
superintended her choice of evening sandals aresagges; she was
swept to Glenda's own hairdresser, and Glenda mpaigo
experimented in artificial light to match make-upnés to her
colouring. Glenda's final despotism was her insistethat Rachel
must dress at | her house. David Winslow, who waadlriving both
girls to the reception, must call for Rachel théed on the evening
itself Glenda's enthusiasm for the facade she heated for Rachel
was far too infectious to resist.

At last—Et viola, madame!With a studiedly professional gesture
Glenda swung a long mirror towards Rachel for ivet head-to-foot
view of herself since the blue-green shaded govahshid over her i
head with its rich, important whisper of fallingksi

Rachel gasped. She had expected to look diffepenitshe was not
prepared for an emergence of a Rachel Southerdoshked like this.

Glenda had agreed that the simplicity of her usti@ight-drawn
hairline suited her. But her twisted knot had bede&pensed with;
shaped and lightly curled, the whole of her badk Wwas piled high
and fastened, not now by combs, but to a half-hdaprder velvet
flowers which exactly took up the tone of her ambéarrings. Her
skin had a warmly golden glow and her eyes, theés dramatically
shadowed, appeared enormous. Above the softly diagaice of her
gown a filmy stole framed her shoulders, and abdwatr



amber-sandalled feet the rustling skirts were nave,bnow green,
according to each facet of light they took. Theranis reflection was
of a girl made beautiful by Glenda's art. But thatas also herself
was something Rachel could hardly believe.

'‘Well?' smiled Glenda. '"You look as if you werentaing, "This is not
1", like Marguerite inFaust!'

‘Yes—yes, | was! I'm so grateful to you, Glendat Baw am | to live
up to all this, even for a few hours?'

. 'Any woman,' ruled Glenda crisply, 'should befisiégnt actress to
live up to an effect—for a night. There's your escoan's car now.
You'll be able to ushisreaction as a kind of try-out, don't you see”

(A try-out for meeting Jon? No. It was the momenmiediately
ahead which held for her an importance that hatimgtto do with
Jon. And, face to face with it, her courage failed.

She pleaded to Glenda: 'You'll come down with mePdon't know
David Winslow terribly well. He could think I'd ge suddenly mad!

But Glenda shook her head. 'No, I'll bring up tearrwith your
gloves and your cloak. Just play the thing lighthat's all you have
to do. And, believe me, your effect even on thisiD&Vinslow, who
means nothing to you, is something you're goingemgy' And
gently propelling her towards the staircase, Gldaftder to descend
it alone.

From the top and from behind a four-square king-pdsch hid her

from his view, Rachel could see David Winslow stagdby the

flower-decked fire-place of Glenda's entrance louriget at the

rustle of her dress he turned, and as his glantewad upon her she
met it anxiously, wondering whether it had held stmng

unguardedly before it masked | into a polite acoe of her
appearance for which she was not prepared.



But what responskadshe expected from him? They were no long
open enemies. But that did not make them friendsl #ince he had
been attracted to Iris, he had seen to it that llaelyscarcely met.

That alone made nonsense of her hopes for this mipmed sheer
madness of the need behind the hope—the needawdig to-night,
as Glenda had put it, 'for one man.' For one man edntainly was
not Jon ... Meanwhile the evening still lay i ahe&der, and she must
play it as lightly as Glenda had advised, pretegdiat she wanted
nothing of it but that little salving of her pricet Jon's expense.
Wanted nothing, in fact, at the hands of David Wins Nothing at
all --

When he came across to her she offered him her aaru$s the
baluster. They said the stereotyped politenesses,tieen Glenda
joined them, was introduced and was offering dripéfore they left
for Falconers to pick up Iris.

When David went out to start the car, Glenda heddHel back.
'‘Well?' she queried again.

Rachel smiled faintly. 'Either he didn't noticeetse he was making a
silent comment of "The less said, the better"!"

‘All the same, over his sherry he was watching yast of the time.'
'‘But not with admiration!'

Glenda pursed her lips. 'A bit inscrutably, | admituzzled?
Disapproving of the change? N-0-0— neither, quitendst as if he
were regretting something.’

'Pitying me for—for trying, you mean?"

‘Just let him dare! No, rather as though he sugdeatl found he
didn't really know you and— minded against his wilren't men



odd? They run after and claim to be intrigued b einknown. But
with any woman they care about theyyad to feel secure --'

‘Not," put in Rachel, 'that that could apply betwé&savid Winslow
and me.’

Glenda looked at her sharply. 'No. No, of courseé Rwoactically
strangers, you say? But you must go, dear. He'silogpé¢he car door
for you. Good luck. Let me know what happens. An
remember—-with Jonathan Sandfexep it light!

The Synthics reception was to be held in the huggerably hall
which occupied a large area of the ground floortleé plant's
executive block.

When David Winslow drove up, the entrance drive wask with
cars on their way in. But after a moment's survéyheir own
position he said: Luckily, we can bypass this,' badked towards a
side door to enable Rachel and Iris to alight.

He went in with them in order to direct them to theakroom. But
allowing Iris to go ahead, he touched Rachel'starhold her back.

‘Jon flew in this afternoon,' he told her. 'He olm&d time to snatch an
early dinner in Town and to drive down in the cee laid on for him
while he is in England. He'll probably be in thellhdoing the
honours, by now. But | can contact him, and if gaather, you could
meet him alone in my bachelor hideout on the fotiabr:'

Rachel shook her head. It had become importargrtthiat he should
not think she regarded this meeting with Jon venosisly, and she
urged flippancy into her tone as she echoed: 'Mertalone? What
awfully heavy weather to make of saying "Hullo"géach other after



all this time! And poor Jon—supposing he had to iatimat he barely
remembers me, if at all!"

David Winslow said levelly: 'You can't believe tisapossible. So
why pretend you do?"

On the threshold of the toilet-room she paused ancéeof Iris. But
she was not to be seen in the packed, clamorowgiood women.
Rachel had ! gained a seat at the line of backatdkInirrors be- fore
she heard Iris's voice raised on the far side@&fth

Iris was talking to an acquaintance of theirs fitbmn other side of the
country, praising the other girl's appearance andeastly belittling
her own. Actually, in lemon-and-white organza,' slaes as freshly ;
pretty as a daffodil and could hardly fail to kndw

‘Sweet of you to say so, Tricia,' she was purrivigs, rather madly
expensive, how right! But just wait till you've seRachelMy --!'

'‘Rachel? But she isn't --? Well, | mean, | thousjie never did?'

'She has, this time. No less, in fact, than a Gldidore model, and
all the trimmings to match.'

‘Not a pukka Glenda Moore? | say, thatenethingHow come?’

'‘Don't ask me. At least, | do know really. Sheteuad somewhere,
but when you meet, for pity's sake don't look thmsed.'

'‘D'you think I'm entirely devoid of manners, young?'

'‘No, but you could bearalysedby what she's done in the way o
glamour. Quite a million dollars' worth. But tooptwistful, really --'

'‘What do you mean? Not a man? NotRachel?'



'‘But indeed for Rachel! And not just a mahhe man of the
evening—this Jonathan Sandred, no less. Ready H®e?let's get
out of here and I'll Tell All while we wait for héo gang up.'

Rachel crouched forward to her mirror and let tlggmOf course she
had already guessed that Iris believed she hadymeesin Jon's
renewed interest and it had not greatly mattered.h®w her sister
could make a barb of even an innocent word liketfwi'! And if she
said much the same to David Winslow, did she inviés his opinion
too?

The evening's guests, Rachel was to find, were lyn&op-ranking
business people with varying close or remote istsrm the plastics
industry. But she knew certain of the country fadkid she spoke to
one or two on her way towards the hall. Thereviias not to be seen,
and Rachel stood alone until i hand went beneathelw and
David was again it her side.

‘You haven't seen Jon yet?'
'‘No. And Iris --'

'‘Never mind Iris. She can meet Jon later. I've @autker with sherry
and a surge of admirers. And is I've managed tdgettemporarily
roped off, so to speak, will you come?"'

After that there was the minute or two they tooknass the crowded
floor and then the uncharted moment of her firgingse of Jon,
mature, urbane, and except for the turn of hidh#ignveak jaw and
‘he ruffled line of fair hair along his brow, withbvisible trace of the
boy in his twenties whom she had loved once.

He had stepped forward and, with both her handsigltt between
his, he was dropping the lightest of kisses upancheek. Holding
her off from him and swinging her hands, he saichdang breath:



Rachel, myqueet How utterly wonderful you look! Tell me, where
haveyou been lurking all the years of my life since last met?’

At seventeen she would have glowed to the statalggell
compliment and she would have answered it with ¢eno gravity.
But now she must take it at its face value, andid#inslow, at her
shoulder, should see how she handled an admiratioich he
believed she had deliberately sought.

'‘Where do you think?' she laughed, flicking herdsafree of Jon's
clasp, 'but here in Hoops Cray, where | was alviayze found ?'

'l don't believe it!"
‘True, | assure you.'

‘There! No wonder | couldn't push along the Highe8t for traffic.
The total male population queueing up, | supposed £ think |
allowed old D. here to come over and find you! Hong is it, by the
way?'

You surely don't expect me to admit | remembér@'quipped.

‘Then I'll tell you. For me, aeons and a lot tomgo For you,
yesterday. At most, the day before.’

‘Yesterday?'

'‘But of course. Are you any older now than by twefotur hours or
so? Deny it if you can!

It was a vein of flirtatious banter which she hader tapped before.
But exploring it was easy and even stimulating, ribat time with
him was no longer precious, as it had been in kthelays.



It became easier still over a couple of champagoeKtails taken in

the company of Iris and David, and she did not evielce when she
heard Jon describing her (in a theatrical falsedt®his ‘'long- lost

boyhood's sweetheart' to a group of strangers dse/mames she
never learned.

That group broke up and she was swept into brotliare were more
drinks and a great deal of laughter, and whenltwoe fvas cleared for
dancing. Jon was there, claiming her for a dancgoas as he was
free of his obligations to his 'duty' guests.

As they danced, nodding across the room, he askd:the
way—sister Iris, dancing now with D.—where was shthose days
? Our days, | mean ?'

Rachel, following his glance, was in time to ses liaughing
provocatively up at her partner before the swirtahcers hid them
again. She said : 'lris? She was still in the nyrsghe was—six."'

Jon's eyes widened. 'Oh, no, | protest! There dam'tso much
difference between you two. Better count again.’

'l don't have to,' she assured him drily. 'lIrignlg seventeen now.'

‘Seventeen—and all that witchery and eyelash fintjeperfected
already? Oh, well, she's quite a, honey, and |esgppome of ‘em are
born knowing ill the tricks. Not much doubt, eithénat old D. is
falling for them fast, eh?'

'Yes. | think he was attracted by her as soon @g thet. Or has he
told you as much?'

'‘My dear, he doesn't need to. And though I've negen him so taken
before, | can't accusemof cradle-snatching. He's the type, don't yo
see, who couldn't kiss a girl goodnight without gaming his



honourable "intentions" at the same time. Tell m@ugh—how do
you get on with friend D.?'

Rachel thought carefully: ‘We're just friends. Tingb you. Through
Iris --'

'‘And you like him? You can face the idea of hinadsother-in-law, |
mean?'

'If he's going to marry Iris I—shouldn't have muwtioice, should 1?*
It was with an effort that she forced the wordstghs tight, dry
constriction of her throat.

‘You're so right, at that," Jon confirmed with ang{And how could
he guess that the possibility they had agreed wooaquably had
lacerated something in her heart?)

They danced on, talking of other things. But af@ndg, when Jon
claimed that, with more duty contracts before hima, must have
some more champagne, she excused herself froormgHtre other
half with him. Her head begun to ache a little, ariebn he drank to
her, saying 'The night is yet young!" she couldehaished that it was
older than it was.

However, she whipped up enough gaiety to resporidnih to the

attentions and easy flattery of the men Jon brotagybe introduced.
She soon learned to keep the ball of conversatioarater in the air
and toss it back as lightly as it was thrown. llnaant very little, but
she could feel she was being a success, and wasexgised at the
speed with which the later part of the evening @dss

She did not dance with David until past midnighrd avhen, twice
during a quickstep, she missed her step and stalmidebrought her
to a halt.



He said quietly: 'You're tired. Why didn't you sgyu'd rather not
dance again?' But before she could reply or laudgh her
maladroitness she was horrified to realise thafdus was blurring
out of focus, and though colour had flooded into ¢feeeks i: had
receded again in a great wave of chill which enpetbher whole
body.

The ultimate humiliation—she was going to faint!eSkould have

fallen, she thought, if his arm had not still bedaout her. Then they
were in a cool corridor where, by contrast, thenais like vine, and

she felt better already.

Outside the automatic lift to which he led her gphetested: 'I'm so
sorry. But I'm all right now. Please --' only todseerruled by his: 'No.
I'm taking you up to my rooms. It's quiet and copl.here, and you
can rest as long as you like.'

As the lift slid upward he told her that his swtethe fourth floor had
'the essentials’ to his bachelor needs, but thatsenot occupying it
yet. While Jon was in England they were stayingetogr at the
nearby Country Club. Later, when the plant wasiihgroduction, he
planned to move in to the suite and employ a dadn for the chores.

In the lounge which was partly study he drew a tivepholstered
chair over to the open window for Rachel and hatf-salf-leaned on
another near by.

Watching her, he asked: How do you feel now?'

'‘Much better, thanks. But if | could, I'd rathetdito stay here until
Iris is ready to go home. | needn't keep you, thounged 1? Do go
back.'

'‘Not for the moment. I'll go presently.' He paubetbre adding: '‘Are
you going to think me brutal if | don't offer youdank?'



Rachel almost shuddered. 'Heavens, no! 1 don't wanbok at
another drink tonight.’

'‘Good. Wise of you to know when you've had enough.’

Was there implied criticism in his tone? In caser¢hwas, she
claimed quickly: 'lIt was simply the heat that made feel faint. |
certainly haven't had too much champagne!

'l didn't suggest you had. | was only congratutatou on realising
that alcohol at least has its limitations as atlge for something
which isn't there.'

Rachel stiffened defensively. 'What do you meathlay?' she asked.

‘Well, itisn't, is it? If you felt you must creatdfalse effect—all right.
But | was merely agreeing with you that there'siatbeyond which
even just one more drink doesn't aid any performanc

‘My "performance”, as you call it, didn't dependdsmk at any time!'
'‘But it wasan act? My dear—why?'

Feeling trapped, she fell back upon half-truth. Sdud: 'l told you—I
needed to bring a lot of pride to this meeting widim.'

'Yes, | know. But wasn't all this'—with his hand $lestched a silent
description of her appearance —'enough to serve pyagose with
him? Did you have to assume the cheap, brittleyzuitit too?'

*You don't understand. My pride simply wouldn'kri#on's thinking
that I'd been languishing all this time in selfypdand regrets. It
helped—giving him the impression, just for an engnithat | hadn't
let my looks go altogether and that | could stél gay. But | didn't
want him to recognise in me the—the girl | was then



'l see. You want the clean cut, the fresh start?"

‘Yes. We could start again as friends. In factnklwe have started
But we're two different people now. Jon is diffdreso am .’

With unexpected suddenness David Winslow levereaséif from

the ease of his position, straightened and sto@d ber at his full
height. As she | looked up he set a finger and thantbe point of her
chin, tilting it upward. He queried cryptically:réyou so different, |
wonder?'

A moment later he was across the room, snappintheunain light,
leaving her in the softer rays of the reading lampind her chair.
Over his | shoulder he said: 'You'll stay and resmn't you?

I'll send lIris to you, or bring her up myself." Thethe door closed
behind him and she heard his footsteps echoing dbercorridor
towards the lift.



CHAPTER FIVE

A QUARTER of an hour later it was Jon who came to find bayjing
that he would drive her home, while David wouldhash the last of
their guests and would bring Iris home when he s to leave
himself.

When Rachel admired the sleek lines of his carsdmit "What make
do you drive?'

'‘Just a Land Rover.'

'‘But isn't that,' he frowned, 'a kind of estate wa® | really meant the
private one you would use for parties and shoppind whatever
makes up your social round? Wid you do, by the way? Do you
hunt in the season? Go racing? Paint the towngdase, round about
in the country, you're one of the leaders of yaiP Jell me.'

‘There's nothing like that to tell, Jon. Falconem't run to any car
but the Land Rover, and | haven't got a social do#s a matter of
fact | grow mushrooms for Covent Garden, and thimmeer we've
begun to show the Elizabethan wing of the housasitors at fifty

pence a head!

He threw her a quick, incredulous glance. 'But.&zn't be that poor!
D. never gave me a hint of how you were placedid@sn't he know
either?'

'Yes, he knows. In fact he first met Iris when lagdmis fee to visit
Falconers like anybody else. But later, when hd toé you were
coming over to England, | think he understood howelt about
meeting you again. So he probably didn't pass oyotoanything
about my circumstances now which | mightn't haveated you to
know.'



Jon protested: 'Hang it, Rachel, things didn't wauk for us. and |
realise we've been as good as grangers since.oBog, we'd met
again, how did you hope to keep from me anythingualpou which
everybody else knew?'

'l think," she said slowly, 'l didn't look beyondist meeting which
needn't be followed by others if the first was madifécult than it has
actually proved. And | argued that as you wouldgbeng back to
Canada, one meeting with you would be enough to—to

‘To get me finally out of your hair, so to spealdt grinned ruefully.
‘Well, that's frank, at any rate, and I'll conféisat | was also a bit
cagey with myself about looking beyond a kind ofailHand
Farewell" to you which could have embarrassed ds. [But as soon
as | set eyes on you | knew it wasn't going takeethat. D. had told
me, of course, that you weren't married, and myginmation had
ranged between finding you a rather dreary spirsteso high-hat
that you'd have nothing to say to me; Instead yerewo radiant and
glamorous and—- wellgenerous-that | told myself it was odds-on
that you were well in the thick of a love affair mh was making you
happy and was likely to turn out better for youtloarrs did. | noticed
later that you weren't wearing a ring, but sinceaneein this laudable
mood of confession with each other, how right wabdut that?"

'‘Not right at all, Jon. My "glamour" was only a yespecial
effort—Cinderella stuff which | couldn't repeat.’

'‘No Prince Charming yet?'
'‘No Prince Charming.'

'So | was wrong. But tell me the rest, won't yodf?n§js aren't too
easy with you? Why?'

‘They're no harder, really," she told him, 'thanddot of people in
England who possess houses they love but canttiatidkeep up.’



'So it's Falconers which is the white elephant, B couldn't you
sell it? Rent it out again? Let it off in apartm&rit

Rachel shook her head. 'It's too big and inconverfieg most people,
and it would-break Aunt Caroline's heart to semarved up. Besides,
it's her home, Iris's and mine.’

‘But when you marry, what then?'

'It's a question which hasn't arisen so far.'
'‘But when it does --'

'I'm already twenty-eight, Jon.'

'‘What of it? Don't interrupt. What it amounts tahat the ideal would
be for you to fall in love with someone who caréd@st as much for
Falconers as he did for you, so that he'd takeaitse to his heart as
willingly as he was taking you. D'you know any pbkss who

qualify?'

'I'm afraid | don't.' There was nothing in the Tigdss of the reply to
reveal that the memory of David Winslow'S&ay then that | came
back on a kind of pilgrimage to a place I'd growm lbve—had
stabbed momentarily but cruelly across Rachel'simin

'‘Well then,' pursued Jon, 'what about a marriageoaf/enience to a
chap who mightn't care a fig for he place, but Wwhd enough money
to tolerate it as a kind of poor relation that beld afford to support
out of his petty cash, so to speak? Less romantticourse. But at
least a solution. How does it appeal?'

She wondered if he came near to guessing what ie&ieaeally
meant to her. But still matching her flippancy ie,lshe smiled; 'It
doesn't appeal at all, even though Iris does somasticlaim that it's
the only solution there is.’'



'Does she indeed?"

‘Well, only in joke, of course, and neither Auntr@lane nor | could
bear to see her marry except for love.'

'‘Which," shrugged Jon, 'it looks as if D. wouldinitely prefer, too.
But was this hypothetical discussion about Irial& | thought it was
about you?'

‘Making it even more hypothetical still! But loakgn, we're just on to
the turn in to the drive -- Ahead on the right,yda remember?, Yes,
here --'

When they drew up at the house, Rachel said theutdvibe a tray of
sandwiches and iced coffee awaiting them, and thdog demurred
that he knew she was tired and could not wantwaarhim in, he
agreed without much persuasion to stay until therotwo returned.

Coffee glass in hand, he moved about the roominguttisjointed
guestions about the estate. Then: 'You haven'daskgthing about
Julie, Rachel," he said. 'Aren't you at all curiabsut the | next girl |
chose after you? And she was the only "next", yoomk'

‘Thank you, Jon. But | thought you might not wantalk about Julie
now.'

He shrugged. 'lt doesn't matter, and you've bemrkfwith me. But
maybe | flatter myself that you care at all what sfas to me?'

'Of course | care. It's just that | didn't know htwsay | was sorry it
hadn't lasted for you. Was she- like me, Jon?'

'‘Not a bit.' He smiled down at her. 'There justdren't any copies
made of you at seventeen, my sweet! No, Julie imgs\ivacious, a
redhead; French-Canadian on one side, a touch iainibtbod on the



other. She lived at about twice the rate of otlemgbe and she wasn't
afraid of anyone or anything.'

‘She married and is a widow now, David said. Do ook she will
marry again?'

'l wouldn't know. But | shall know when she doe&he has always
made the local gossip-columns as news, and shéhenil'

'‘But you, Jon—you'll marry?'

One shoulder jerked upward in a shrug. 'I'm inntfaeket, | suppose,’
he said indifferently. Then he looked at his watatked: 'Do you
realise what j time it is? No good waiting for tlowe-birds any
'longer—I'd better say goodnight. But | may comaia@’

'Yes, of course.'

He was offering her both his hands. But when hé& teers and drew
her to her feet he did not release her at oncetedeated: 'In the
market—yes, I'm afraid that just about sums up reg@nt attitude to
marriage now. And | can say so to you, becausepretty certain
you're not shopping my way any more, are you?"'

Rachel shook her head. 'Not any longer.'

He nodded agreement, not looking at her. but dotwther linked

hands. He said slowly: 'All the same, there's arautAnd, for you,
the problem of Falconers, which isn't likely to irape. So, provided
we accepted that it was on undemanding terms dmddes, might
there still be some sort of tolerable future in nage for you and
me?'

'Oh, no --I'



Rachel stiffened in a recoil which he could hardistake. And
before she could find words with which to turn teége of her
refusal, he said with a rueful *mile: 'All rightoy don't have to
amplify that! As an idea, it probably wasn't so.H&o forget it, will
you? | promise not to mention it again.'

‘Thank you, Jon. You do see,' she pleaded, 'tlvatorming you and
knowing you don't love me,douldn'tmarry you for—for --'

'For the sake of turning your liabilities to thie@e over to my petty
cash account?' he prompted. 'No, | see you couéittl should have
known better than to ask. Meanwhile—Dbless you #and frank and
kind and as lovely—only differently—as you weresatenteen --'

As he spoke he slid his hands to her upper armsligavd her to him,
putting his lips to hers in a gentle kiss so ehtivathout passion that
she saw no reason to resist it. She returnedigsdiiness without
embarrassment,, and slipped from the embrace wieesaswv that he
was looking beyond her shoulder to the door whitold ajar to the
lighted hall.

'‘What is it?' she asked, turning.
'Iris and D.—they're back at last.’
'l didn't hear the car.’

‘Nor I. 1 only glimpsed a flutter of Iris's dressthe hall and heard her
laugh.’

'‘But why haven't they come in?'

‘Arriving at the moment they did, they could har@gined we didn't
want to be disturbed," Jon grinned.

Her throat tightened oddly. 'They couldn't haveé grotested.



'‘Well then, they wanted privacy for their own swpattings. Where
else could they go to enjoy them?'

'There's the little breakfast-room across theall

‘Well, if its door is shut | certainly shan't wéar D., and ifyou're
tactful, honey, you'll take yourself off to bed!eSene away first,
though?'

The hall was empty and silent, but behind the dobrthe
breakfast-room, which was fast shut, there was aroawmur of
voices and, again, Iris's laugh. Jon chuckled. 'See?"

‘The next morning Iris did not appear at breakf@st. when Rachel
went down Aunt Caroline was already at the tabtyrimg their
coffee and eagerly awaiting news of the party.

'‘We've been unfair to you, dear,' she worried. W/édaded every
detail of our worries on to you, and I've belieyed too easily when
you've claimed not to care much for going aboustlmaght, when
you quite outdid Iris in-that lovely gown Glendasamed for you, |
realised that since you were little more than &¢lgou've hardly had
a chance to bgoung.'

‘Last night was only a rule-proving exception!" ledi Rachel. 'Just
try persuading me that I'm dispensable, and se¢ willehappen if
you do!'

'‘Dear, of course we couldn't do without you; thattsy I'm afraid
we've imposed on you. However—you enjoyed thisypaahd it
mustn't be the last. In fact, I've been wonderirmgther perhaps we
ought to try to give one here for you.'



‘Aunt Caroline, I'mnot a debutante, and you're not to worry abol
parties for me. But | would rather like you to akkathan Sandred
over—say for luncheon or for drinks. He drove menkdast night,
and he said he would like to come over again.'

‘Jonathan Sandred. Oh, yes—he's the Canadian partBgnthics,

isn't he? Now was it you or Iris or Mr Winslow wheminded me that
his people had rented the house during that timevere letting it?

Anyway, if you remember him dear, yes, do ask hinemever you
like.'

'Or when Mrs Sweet likes?' teased Rachel.

'Oh dear, yes, | suppose so. Tch—that reminds i’ grandson
came up to leave a message with Mrs Sweet fortgaggay that Tom
has his lumbago again and won't be at the mushroatay.'

‘Tom won't? Heavens!-—and we haven't gathered far days,
which means there'll be the father and the motlies orop this
morning!" Rachel glanced at her watch and spranfyarp the table
in dismay.

'‘Well, I can't help you to gather, dear. But | ¢ald cartons or check
for you when you weigh up,' offered Aunt Carolifdeanwhile, Iris
must help you to gather for once. I'll go and balt myself now.’

‘Well, tell her to dispense with her nylons and totome at all if
she's going to grumble that her head is spinningréeshe has
gathered half a pound,' Rachel advised crisphg.o0ff now to get the
spraying done first, and don't expect to see merbédfinch.'

In contrast to the heat outside, the mushroom fowsee cool and
smelt richly of moist earth and lush growth. Thisrming all the long
beds were covered with a carpet of smooth white edopressing
cheek to cheek. With lIris's amateurish and possiblyilling aid,

Rachel doubted whether the crop could possibly leared and



despatched in time to save the loss of the bestenprice if many of
the ideal 'cups' and 'buttons' must be left to lolosv.

Meanwhile she was glad of the need to concentratdamiliar,
routine tasks. It blunted the edge of the thruspah beneath the
surface of her mind. ... She sprayed, ventilatetbhied stacks of
chips -and punnets from the store and had filleceisg¢vbaskets
before Iris appeared nearly an hour later.

Iris grumbled: "Well, of all the wretched jobs te &xpected to face on
a morning after! What d'you want me to do?"

‘Gather like mad. If possible, | want to clear tiwole lot today.'

‘Today? But Rachel, you can't! It's nearly elevieeaaly, and David
and Jon Sandred are coming to lunch. And if yowjim&|'m going
to sweat at picking beastly mushrooms without ewee to change,
you can jolly well think again! Besides, there's idea that they
should drive us over to the coast this afternoerafswim.'

Rachel said: 'You won't be swimming this afternoand neither
shall I. And | don't see how they can be cominlgibhcheon. Because,
though | told Aunt Caroline I'd like her to ask J@he knew quite
well we'd got to work here all day.'

'Oh, she didn't ask them! | asked David last night| we agreed there
wasn't any doubt Jon would want to come too. Auatoline is
choosing to fuss, because she considers any iovitahould be by
R.S.V.P. card sent three weeks in advance. Angpase,' provoked
Iris meaningly,you'refussed lest the impression you were making «
Jon last night mightn't be quite the same today&an, dungarees, no
make-up and mushrooms for market a bit of a far cry from
glamour and model gowns.'

Rachel bit her lip. 'Jon knows all about the mushis, for | told him.
And I'm "fussed”, as you call it, because | havany intention of



missing the market with this crop. You can't put dmd David off
now. | see that. But | shall have to come bacloas ss possible after
lunch, and | hope you'll explain to David and caoe.'

‘And miss driving to the coast on this glorious 2l&pou are the limit,
Rachel! Sometimes | believe you don't eweant me to have any
fun --Oh, bother these wretched things! Why wolnéyt come up
when they're pulled without bringing half the besdvneell?'

‘They will if you twist them. Look --' As Rachel weto kneel beside
her sister, she wondered whether Iris knew thatwa @and a childish
show of helplessness would always evoke her haedpa@ly it was
an appeal she had never failed to answer. Prolsaklyever would.

They worked for an hour. Then Iris cast frequenanmeg glances at
her watch, and at last Rachel said: 'All rightcken, cut along. But
don't take so long to change that the men arride®damt Caroline has
to cope with them alone. You know how shy she mg] she hasn't
ever met Jon.'

Eager for release, Iris sprang to her feet. 'l kheive agreed. 'But
Rachel, if she never had so much agleamabout you and him
before, isn't Jon going to be rather difficult tgokain to her now?"

‘Not particularly. | had wondered whether | wouédl ther. But it
seemed rather pointless to worry her with thatsoaly after all this
time.'

‘Then how, with her notions of propriety, d'you egpher to take the
iIdea that, if you are practically strangers, yod dan have become
like that—Iris linked her forefingers in a graphic
gesture—'overnight?’

'‘But Jon and | aren't "like that", so there's naghiior Aunt Caroline
to take. Or'—Rachel paused as a thought struck la@e—you
jumping to conclusions? Did you see him kissinglase night?'



'Of course. You shouldn't leave doors ajar on youe scenes, dear!'

'It wasn't a love scene. It was the merest of éimoodnights. In
that spirit, | kissed him back.’

‘You're tellingme! lIris tittered. 'And | thought that if you and Jor
went enthusiastically on from :here today, Aunt diae most
certainly wouldn't approve.’

Rachel repeated a little wearily: 'lI've told you-hete's nothing
between Jon and me to cause her any concern. Astarrof fact,
although he practically denied it, | got the im@iea he may still be
in love with the girl who jilted him.’

Iris shook her head. 'David says not.'

‘David could be wrong. Haseenwrong, in fact. He once hinted tha
he believed Jon might still be in love with mejddaachel drily.

'‘And he really isn't, after all?' Without percejilcause there was a
tiny inflection of relief in Iris's tone. She-weo: "Well, if I'd known
that, I'd havemadeDavid agree to surprise you in Jon's arms, for
joke. But when | said, "Oh look! " and "Let's --€ baid'No" in a hard
sort of voice, as if, even by snooping accidentallg were stealing
something from you. Then he literally swept me avaayoss the
hall --'

'—into the breakfast-room, wheyeudidn't leave the door ajar.’

Iris giggled. 'One up to you! And of course we sthé door. You
weren't the only girl to be kissed, my pet. Théalégnce was, though,
thatDavidwasn't merely wishing me goodnight --' A shaftuflgght
from the doorway dusted her bright hair momentdrédjore she was
gone with a patter of heelless sandals acrossattke y



Rachel worked on, wondering a little at the detashinwith which
her eye continued to select and | her hands to mewguickly and
deftly while the I rest of her mind was facing sogigp at last the truth
; she had desperately thrust aside until now.

Here it was then—the thing which, between Iris hadself, she had
believed could never happen because they wouldrneaat the
same gifts from life, never share the same desies. it had
happened. Jealousy was an ugly word. But if wantuigt Iris
wanted, aching for the lack of the love which hed was jealousy,
then she was jealous. And jealous—the irony of f+the love of
the man who turned from being her own imaginaryngnento
someone who would never know the extent to whistvery smile or
frown could light her world or leave it dark ...

At luncheon Jon was at his gayest, flattering laptls equally and

setting himself to win his hostess, by relating soaf the more

hilarious escapades he and David had shared dthratgong-ago

summer | at Falconers. It was when Jon remarkedhhalanned to
lengthen his stay in England by regarding it paaya vacation, that
Aunt Caroline turned to him to ask: 'You are alolke,Sandred? |

don't think | have heard whether you are marriedat?'

I'm not married," he told her.

'‘Oh --Dear me, forgive me, won't you? You are aomidr? You have
lost your wife?'

There was a tiny pause. Then Jon said: 'No. I'fajast married,
that's all.’

Lest Mrs Sweet should regard the making of aftacheon coffee as
an imposition not to be borne, Rachel went to mepaherself.
When she returned with it she found that Iris wasoeraging the



suggestion of the drive to the coast as if thenisiied work on the
mushrooms did not exist, leaving Rachel to explelny they could
not go.

'So what?' grinned Jon. 'Where's your worry? temtorrow another
day?'

Rachel pointed out: 'But it will be Saturday, anel show the Wing.
And | mustn't miss the week-end market with the cidpw we've
begun to gather, it must go off tonight.’

'‘Well, couldn't we help you with the gathering, astdll go?' It was
David's voice which intervened. 'Even if it takdsteof skill, Jon and
| could probably learn. And if it's merely a matbéhands, aren't four
pairs better than two?'

'‘Well——' Rachel hesitated. But with pleasure for thenatditake it
seemed churlish not to agree that the work couthicdy be halved
and that, once the crop was despatched, probabiy c¢buld still
drive over to the coast to swim.

When Jon acclaimed the idea as if it were his dws, who liked
always to run with the crowd, accepted the compsemvith good
grace.

To the accompaniment of a good deal of laughtergaas from Jon
that he had never expected to meet a mushroomyoothar social
plane than with kidneys and bacon in a mixed gt men were
instructed and set to work. And when, at the erethdfour, they were
already gathering in the third of the houses, Rlacakulated that
even the weighing and checking could be completedhother hour.

But Iris's forced interest was on the wane. Shep&d gathering
altogether, accepted Jon's offer of a cigarettd, strolled up and
down between the beds, sighing at intervals andntedly
suppressing small yawns.



At last Rachel took pity on her to suggest thatstmild go across to
the store for the last supply of chips they wekelli to need.

‘All right." Iris ground out her cigarette on therse floor and paused
midway between the kneeling figures of David and.J®Vho's
coming with me?' she invited impatrtially.

David glanced over his shoulder to ask: 'Must sam@oCan't you
manage them alone?' But Jon stood up, grimacingflariohg his
knees. 'Could do with a leg-stretch,' he remarkdccome."

The other two, with the full length of the centb&ld between them,
worked on in silence until they drew near enoughal& without

raising their voices. Then David asked questiomaiathe cultivation

of the crop, listening with interest as Rachel teted for him the
rhythm of the whole process, from the autumn emglhof the

compost and the spring renewal of the beds, todharding point

where the new season's first pinheads were sedye tpricking

through.

After the stark avowal to which she had forcedheart that morning,
Rachel had not expected to experience anythingaldill pain in
David's presence again. Instead, she was surgdnséuoe quality of
her ease with him when they were alone. Strangdlgre was
contentment in the very feel of working beside hile they talked
of impersonal things. And though with one cornehef mind she
was aware of the length of time Jon and Iris haghlgone, she was
not over-anxious for their return.

But as last David sat back on his heels to annotimtehe needed
more chips. As if the absence of the others hatdsjusck him, he
added curiously: 'By the way, whegethis store?"

Rachel smiled: 'Only across the yard. They coultehmade a gross
of chips in the time. I'll go and see --'



But she got no further than a few steps outsiderthghroom house
where she came upon a stack of baskets placedicoasply in her
path, with a note in Iris's writing twisted abobéttop handle of the
pile.

The scribbled message said,

‘Jon has admitted to being, like me, the teenigstweary of
mushrooms. So we're being naughty. We're goinday tpuant and
skip on ahead in Jon's car. So long, honeys. Yawhbably be able to
catch us up somewhere, anyway.

'P.S.—If David is hurt at my running away, you masgs him—just
once—for me, if you like.'

Frowning with annoyance as much at the airy noraetea of the note
as at the petty meanness of Iris's defection, Ratta#ched up the
pile of chips and went back to David.

She paused in the doorway and said in a blank welteh cracked
with irritation: "They've gone!'

'Gone? Gone where?'
'Without us, to the sea. Iris left me a note. Ledk

Coming in out of the sunlight, she could not atemacus on the
half-light within, and he had taken from her theagcof paper she
handed vaguely in his direction before, remembetinegpostscript,
she wished she had read it to him instead.

He scanned it and crumpled it. His voice was asesgonless as the
outline of his face was dim to her vision as hel:sdican't imagine
that you want to, do you?'



'‘Want to—what?' But she knew, and the angry cataar surged into
her cheeks as she spoke.

'Kiss me, as Iris suggests—for her. Kiss anyonghfat matter, at the
moment. | gather you are far too annoyed?'

‘Well, it is too bad of her, and | am annoyed.’
'You're determined to blame lIris, not Jon?'

‘Naturally. Jon couldn't know how much more wor&rthwas left for
the two of us to do, but she had a very good iBeaides, as you saw,
she was pretty bored already. She must have pedilaah --

'If you say so." With a shrug and no more commiean that, David
went on with his work, leaving Rachel to wonder titee he saw the
slight to himself in Iris's action and to feel thatbtly, they had
become ranged on opposite sides—he on Iris's, sdervs.

In the end they had not finished weighing, checlkang loading of
the big consignment until five o'clock. As it stithd to be taken to the
station, Rachel suggested, rather wearily and witlsense of
anti-climax, that it was certainly not worth while attempt to drive
over to the sea then.

'‘But please don't trouble about me, if you wargab

But David cut short her directions to the quietdiethey had meant
to visit by saying: 'No, | agree it's too late, dhdre's no point in my
going without you. Do you know, I've a strong feglithat it's up to
us to make some kind of gesture of our own?'

‘A gesture?'



'In the game of General Post that's been rathastthpon us, | mean.’
His eyes narrowed upon her quizzically. 'So—punelthe spirit of
game, of course—will you retaliate by dining witle

Rachel thought swiftly, Retaliate? Retaliate upas bf course --So
he did feel it and hevashurt!

But though her pride ought to resent his use otbempany merely as
a weapon against Iris's shabby little disloyaltytm, she knew that
she was going to say 'Yes.'



CHAPTER SIX

LEAVING the choice of where they should dine to David,Hehavas

not surprised when he suggested the Country Chub b8lieved she
foresaw that he calculated upon Iris's and Jotusiréhere during the
evening and he was intent on savouring his 'rét@afiaagainst Iris to
the full.

The arrangement made, he had offered, if she wiousd him with
the Land Rover, to drive its load to the statiaming her time to rest
and dress before he called for her at half-pastrsev

It was while she was changing that she had afteghts about the
invitation. Somehow she wanted —and would have egge—him
to forgive more willingly Iris's silly impulse toun away from him
with Jon. Rachel thought illogically, | love hing §m entitled to be
on the defensivéor him. But if he really loves Iris, he should make
allowances for her. He ought to be above the olsvietort of taking
out someone else.

When David came he suggested that Rachel should Arswimsuit.
There was a pool at the Club and they could swiheebefore they
dined or afterwards, when the moon would be riskighe Club they
agreed to have dinner first, and when they werélgaar drink in the
lounge, Glenda Moore came in with a man and wonech& did not
know.

Glenda met her eyes across the room, waved gadypassently

came over. With a twinkle at Rachel she said shetedato hear

about the previous evening's 'success' and woald prerhaps, care
to join up with her party for dinner?

Rachel hesitated: 'Well, we are rather expectingbéo joined
ourselves by Iris and Jonathan Sandred --' Buglaarce at David



received no confirmation of this. His cool, 'Are 2vevhich puzzled
her was at once taken by Glenda as acceptance wiitation.

Though her brows had lifted in a momentary quesdibtihe linking
of Iris's name with Jon's she immediately sweptdther two away
for introduction to her guests.

They were husband and wife and were French. Monsiauren
spoke English more perfectly than Madame, who walklie-aged
and jolie laide —ugly in an attractive way, and beneath a Frent
elegance which she carried easily she seemed wikkitad.

It emerged at dinner that she and her husband lthdsa salon in
Paris and that Glenda was planning a partnerstiptivem. Glenda
appeared very happy at the prospect and shookeaer in laughing
denial when Monsieur Mauren hinted with rather lyegallantry

that, with her attraction, they might not keep faera partner very
long.

Glenda said: 'Don't worry. | enjoy my lone-wolf deisce. | shan't
marry again.'

'‘Ah, you may have been able to say "no" in LondorParis it will
not be so easy to continue to SApn"!" he teased her.

‘You underrate my strength of will.' Glenda appdateRachel: Tell
him, won't you, the extent to which we career gaien't dependent
on the male animal at all!"

But before Rachel could reply he was scolding: "Maust not
involve Mademoiselle Rachel in your feminist argmtnagainst her
will' And you, monsieur—he turned to David—'having gained he
favour so far, you cannot tolerate, can you, the should be
snatched away from under your very nose. You wghtf for such
ground as you have gained with her?'



David twirled the stem of his glass. 'For a wonmlahalways fight.
But in my own time. And after my own fashion.’

'‘Ah—in your own time? In dealing with a womangpnsieur,a man
should be' warned thatsripe time may prove to be too late!'

David shrugged. 'Perhaps. But there are circumetamhere that
may have to be risked." He had not glanced towdRdshel
throughout the exchange.

Laughing, Monsieur Mauren translated what had lssed for the
benefit of his wife, who smiled, nodded and tapplee back of
Rachel's hand. In rapid French, of which Rachelaids to catch the
gist, but which she fervently hoped David did notderstand,
Madame said‘Alors, your man is one of the proud ones; one of tt
stiffnecks of his sex. But if you decide to takenhn yourgood time,
mademoiselld, think you may be very happy!

Rachel began: 'Oh, but |—that is --' and was ordyes from
complete confusion by the fact that Glenda was ntala move
towards adjourning to the lounge for coffee. Theyplroke up soon
afterwards, as Monsieur and Madame Mauren werendrivack to
London that night. Glenda left with them, and Radband herself
wondering in what tactful form David would makeesdsy for her to
suggest they should soon go too.

He glanced out of the window. 'lt's hardly darkt tlee moon is
coming up behind the willows. Shall we give ourssla little longer
to digest our meal before we go for our swim?"'

‘Yes, let's. You—you're sure you want to swim?'
'l thought we'd arranged to? Don't you want to How?

‘Yes, of course. | love swimming after dark. Buter&and Iris?"



'‘What about them?' he retorted, with an odd arpahding upon her
for mentioning them.

‘Well, for one thing—where are they? They must hlaftethe coast
hours ago. For another, | was surprised when yoiedgo Glenda
that we were expecting them."'

‘But were we?"'
‘Weren'tyou?"

'l wasn't counting on it as a probability. As tleyhot here, they'll
have returned to Falconers or stopped off for dirsoenewhere on
the road. Would you like another cigarette, orlsialhave one down
at the pool before we go in?'

There was an enchanting half-light abroad when gtefled across

the sloping lawns which led down to the willow-fredypool where

the addition of diving staging and crazy-paved twsahad adapted
the flow of an old millstream for the pleasurelod Club's members.
As David had said, the moon was showing behindkiteof the trees
on the far side of the pool, and the lawn there da& by contrast

with the lighted terrace and dressing cabins ratgddhd the diving

stages.

There were a few swimmers there before them; langtbated
intermittently over the water which settled, smoa@hd almost
unruffled, soon after each dive or curvet of linfked cleaved its
surface. The night air was warm and very still.

When they had changed, by tacit consent they stiteolawn side by
side, hugging their knees-and watching the othemswérs dive and
turn and dare each other to feats. But one by baesinall parties
broke up; then the shouts and laughter were only frabin to cabin
or from people on their way back to the Club bugdi, and the dark
water was really at rest.



David stood up, held out both hands to Racheld'{fou bring a robe
?' he asked.

'l thought we shouldn't linger, so | didn't.'

'l did. If it's warm enough to laze afterwardd,gét it for you. By the
way, the water temperature still reads nearly sgveRleasant
enough --Will you dive first or shall 1?"

'l will." Rachel chose the middle board. A littleermous of his
watching eye, she poised, plunged and enjoyed i sgdond of
satisfaction that she was going to strike cleamg go deep. She
came up in time to see David in mid swallow-flighthen he came up
beside her, laughing and thrusting back wet hair.

Rachel said: 'After the first shock, the waterike Isilk. Swimming
after dark, | always feel a little guilty about widbing water when it's
earned a right to a night's peace.'

Lazily floating, David murmured to the sky: 'Theeai-natured pools
don't 'mind. It lets them know they're alive. Letieon, shall we? Or
do you want to dive again?"

They 'mooned’, talking a little, treading waterpating and

sometimes taking the length or breadth of the patd by side at an
easy lope. One of these journeys brought themedatvn fronting

the willow trees, and Rachel reluctantly climbed. ou

'‘Have you had enough?' David was standing beside he
'‘Not really. But it's getting late. We ought to'go.

'‘Could you bear to stay for a last cigarette #gtched your towel and
my robe?'

"You smoke. | won't. And I'm not cold."



'You may be.' He flashed back across the poolaméack again, dry
towels and his robe over his arm.

Rachel dried her legs, arms and hair, but said\shéd only sit on

the wrap until or if she felt cold. David reached his cigarettes and
lighter from its pocket and lay beside her, hisnchropped on his
hand.

Their talk was fitful, question and answer emergiingm and
dropping back into silence. David asked: "You kribvg pool, you
say?'

'Yes. Iris and | are non-resident members of thabCBut | don't
often find time to come."

'When you do, d'you come alone?’

'‘Sometimes. Occasionally on Sundays with Glenda.tBig is the
first time this summer.'

Pause. Then: 'l suppose you wanted to dine withahdrher guests
this evening?'

Rachel denied:l didn't. But when you queried that we wer:
expecting Jon and lIris, | thought you meant --'

‘Well, | didn't. | was merely accommodating youcitfentally, I'm
sorry anything | said at dinner as a generalisaimuld have been so
misread by Madame Mauren. | didn't mean you torbleagrassed by
it.'

Rachel's breath caught. 'How—did you know | was amassed?’

‘You blushed and kept what she said to yourselti &idn't repeat it
or comment on it "in clear".'



'‘But you'dunderstood it?"

He reminded her obliquely: 'I've lived for—how maryears
now?—in Quebec, where, with ninety per cent of plogulation
French, understanding the language is a necessity.'

'‘Oh -- But you didn't correct Madame Mauren?'

'l hadn't corrected Monsieur Mauren, who had bessaraing much
the same thing, and it meant retracing the argumgint back to its
false start. That would have made heavy weathédr which would
have embarrassed you still more. Besides, | thotglent some
much-needed colour to our game of General Post.’

‘But how could it help, to give complete strangarsmpression of us
which wasn't true? Glenda, for instance, will sytgve corrected it
by now.'

'I'm afraid | hadn't taken into account the extentvhich Mrs Moore
might be in your confidence. Also | thought it wagerobable we
should meet her guests again, and that made itig®ie to play our
harmless game wholeheartedly. But you don't agree?'

'‘No, | don't. But it doesn't matter.' With an effRachel looked at the
argument from his angle and saw that her objectivae indeed
making something ponderous of his 'harmless gadieinging the
subject, she went on: Tell me about Quebec, wani? All | know
about it came fronThe Seats of the Mightyhich Jon lent me to read
years ago.'

David stirred, then settled himself more easilyhos back, fingers
linked at his nape. Not lookipg at her, he saidelMGilbert Parker
was as good an historical introduction as anyallkssely city and not
industrial at all. The only way to make your fiegpproach to it is
from the sea --' He talked to her silence for s¢ime, and then in



mid-sentence he sat up. 'That's enough for now.r¥aold,' he
accused.

Though she denied that she had shivered, he wagntu@t the
bathing wrap, forcing her to get to her feet. Stagdhimself, he was
a pace above her on the slope, looking full dowonuiper upturned
face as he threw the robe round her, tied the medkc

‘Thank you.' But as she made to step back she fbarsklf pinned
where she stood by the weight of his hands uponsheulders.
'Please --'

Warned by instinct, she jerked her head asideatpdl he caught her
to him, his lips brushed the length of her chedbkieethey found her
mouth.

For a moment she was still, compelled as much ache of longing
to allow her body to curve willingly into his holtk by the arrogant
mastery of a kiss which she dared not believe heidmeaning for
her. Then she thrust free, and he made no effarhagletting her go.

Panting, she faced him, hungry to hear him sayhbdiad meant it,
but guessing that he could not even defend an sepahich, so far
as she was concerned, threatened to put them orbrthe of
near-enmity again. But the same instinct which $aaght to avoid
his kiss warned her against letting him suspedttiad troubled her
to deep hurt or real anger. Guarding her voice ftoamor, she
accused him lightly: "You certainly enter into t@rit of our game
more thoroughly than I'm prepared to. Perhapaun@erstandable,
since you invented it. But at dinner you took itther than | had
bargained for, and now --'

'—And now—still further, and against your will? tlsat what you
mean? If so, I'm deeply sorry.'



She managed to shrug. 'If it was merely an ideaake the "General
Post" more realistic, it isn't worth an apology.'

His jaw set. 'l see. You acquit me of intendingeaffe. But you still
take it?'

'‘No. | was only reminding you that even female -selficeit is
entitled to draw the line at being kissed agaimstwill and in—in
default of someone else. At this point and thesmuoistances you'd
have kissed Iris, | suppose?’

By some trick of the glancing moonlight his eyesravevithout
expression, glassily cold. 'Probably, yes,' he icowd.

In Rachel's heart a knife stabbed, turned. Anddutdcnot know he
had used it upon her! As she began to walk awayndihe slope:
'With happier results, it's to be hoped?' she asked

He caught her up. His hand behind her elbow was nioest
Impersonal of supports. He said: 'Shall we say—nme@enly shared,
and leave it at that?'

They parted at their cabins, and their talk indaeon Rachel's way
home was a small tide of commonplaces, unimporiadmjtely safe.

There was a message from Mrs Sweet on the telegdazhéMiss Iris
rang up. She was having dinner with Mr Sandredalci@ster.'

But no one heard Iris come in that night and thoRglkthel was not
present, Aunt Caroline took Iris to task, both faserting on the
mushroom gathering and for staying out until thalshmours.

At luncheon Iris varied sulkiness with a mannersaaliously polite.
And, knowing her signs of storm, Rachel was alrpospared for the
outburst when Iris joined her at the entrance ¢dAhng to await their
first visitors of the afternoon.



Iris poked irritably at the pile of small silver weh formed their float
of change. 'You'd think,' she raged, 'that I'd cattea a crime. And it
wasn't just a pi-jaw about being out late. We wexth bater the night
before last, goodness knows. But according to Aambline that was
quite all right, because it was a party we'd beertad to "properly".

What do you think of that for an attitude too ugtenneteen-thirty? |
was on the mat for—let's see—one for leaving Davithe lurch --'

‘Well, you did, didn't you?"

‘How were Jon and | to know you wouldn't play upg aame along?
But count number two was that I'd pgduin a false position with
regard to David by forcing you to rely solely or thelp of a man for
whom apparently you don't care at all. Aunt C'scéxards!’

Rachel said rather wearily: 'What | don't get igywihyou wanted to
skip the rest of the mushroom job, you didn't taievith David, not
Jon.’

‘Jon offered. David didn't. Anyway, I'm getting tiséghtest bit

browned off with David. Of course he's still agattve as | could ask
and he never fails to kiss me when | want him tat Bhat does all
that add up to, if he still doesn't come to thenpgdi

' "The point" being a proposal of marriage, | suggsd And you've
known him for something under seven weeks!"

'So what? He's free, white and over twenty-onét i@’ demanded
Iris pertly. 'If he means to ask me, what's he dengdor?'

‘And if he asked you, you'd accept?'

Iris shrugged. 'I'm not telling you Yes or No. Ahdl probably keep
him guessing for a bit first." Oblivious of Rackdlinch of distaste,
she went on: 'Anyway, you didn't suppose, did ybat | was going



to let Jon conclude that everything was all signselaled and
delivered between David and me?'

"Why should it matter what Jon's conclusions alyout are?'
'‘But don't you see that it would write me off fayagl in his eyes?'

A little wearily Rachel said: 'Look, | realised yeslay that you went
off with him because you were bored with work anabably he was
too. Also, since, I've suspected that you wererérse to making
David a bit jealous of Jon. But --'

'‘But'—put in Iris sulkily—'you didn't then, and yalon't want to
now,, believe that Jon Sandred could possibly bewssy interested
in me? Well, this is rather where we came in, ig@'tSupposing,
though, | could make him serious? Supposing, 3fésterday, he
could be so taken with me that I've an idea | rresedly try?"

'‘Supposing—supposing' on a rising cadence in Iusise usually
meant that she was inviting a 'dare' which shendidexpect to be
taken up. Suspecting that she would be relievéuisfone were not,
Rachel ignored it.

It was only later—and too late—that she was toiseat had been a
gage flung down, a challenge hung about with camseces at which
even Iris herself could not have guessed.

So far as Rachel knew, Iris did not see David thhowt the next
week. He might have rung up, but he did not cones tw Falconers,
and Iris was evasive to Aunt Caroline's suggestiloats he should be
invited to dinner or lunch. Aunt Caroline worrieol Rachel about
what she called their 'lover's quarrel’, but Ind dot appear at all
upset by their apparent rift. She spent her tinee gneat deal of busy
letter-writing, and at the end of the week the resoiderged. She was



going, she said, to spend a fortnight or three weakh Aunt Nicola
and Uncle Maxwell, and her manner of announcingrlgation to
her aunt and to Rachel had an air of daring theputalifficulties in
her way.

She dealt swifty and summarily with Aunt Carolgemild
objections. 'Yes, | realise it will mean extra wéok Rachel, showing
the Wing. But when | come back I'll do double dutlyile she goes
off if she likes."' And: '‘Otoursel can travel alone! It's simply a direct
flight, and they're paying for everything." And Rachel's blunt
guestion: 'Yes, David knows I'm going. I've toldhhat if he's good
he may drive me up to the airport.’

As the quarrel was evidently made up, Rachel siggpske must get
used to the thought of David and Iris togethereting, parting on the
promise of meeting again ... making love. But dasie had too vivid
a memory of his head bent above her own in the figigrwhile he
sought her uplifted mouth in an invitation withaaéaning from him
to her.

On the day of Iris's departure Rachel said hemwfalls and good
wishes for the journey and contrived to be out whenleft with
David for the airport. David rang Aunt Carolinedain the day to say
that he had seen lIris safely aboard her planeuple®f days later
there followed a picture postcard each for Rachdl lzer aunt. Iris
had arrived safely and on 'marvellous’ time; Canvees'marvellous’;
so was the weather; she was havimgmost marvellous holiday and
(in a cramped postscript) were they both all right?

Aunt Caroline replied by letter giving their own akinnews, and
Rachel sent love. But after that, for more than tihee they had
expected Iris to be away/there was silence fromn€sr-a silence
which was broken explosively when one morning Daainly Rachel
on a personal call.



Surprised, she took the receiver handed to her by $4veet and
while the Exchange confirmed the contact, had tor@uzzle why he
should have made an importance of only speakifgetoWhen he
came on the line his, 'Rachel?' was so urgent stignehat she could
not keep apprehension from her tone as she repfied: What is it?
Is anything wrong? Why --?'

He cut across her questions. 'l must see you, dod'l want to come
over to Falconers. Can you, instead, manage to tothe plant? My
secretary will expect you and we can adjourn toguarters to talk.
How soon can you get here if you'll come?'

Rachel made a swift calculation and told him howrnsdBut she
could not leave the mystery there. "What is ibalbut?' she begged.

He cut across that too. 'Jon has left the tellongy discretion, and |
happen to feel strongly that you should hear st fir

‘Jon?' Her deepening perplexity caught at the name. 'h'tdo
understand. If it's Jon's news and he is there yaith why doesn't he
tell me himself?'

David said, his tone brittle: 'Jon isn't here wriB. You should know
that.'

Irritated now by their cross-purposes, Rachel adkithe impulse to
retort that she was not Jon's keeper. She saidt, 'Whdn't know,

and I'd have expected you'd be together at thet.dBat if he isn't
there, where is he?"

David said: 'l can hardly credit that you don't Wwnd@ut if you really
don't—he's in Cannes. Forthe rest, he and Irigagaged. I'd rather
you hadn't made me tell you over the phone. Soywill come?’



The receiver clicked as he rang off.



CHAPTER SEVEN

As RACHEL drove the Land Rover fast towards her appointmiit
David the echo of Iris'supposing | could make Jon seriowasg
ceaselessly in her head.

With every turn of the car's wheels she was agogisowards her
meeting with David and at the same time dreadisgébuff of her
sympathy. That night a month ago he had not bedréye with a
word of reproach for her defection with Jon. Ansidér-might not
have guessed he had felt the slight, at all, adayton the telephone
he had sounded equally negative and withdrawn.

When she arrived at Synthics she was shown intootfise. He
greeted her formally as 'Miss Southern’, told hat flon's letter was
in his quarters and after a word or two on a bussmeatter with his
secretary, he took her up in the lift.

Her first glance at his face had confirmed that ggthising with him
would not be easy. There was over-tenseness and about the set
of his jaw; his eyes were guarded and watchfulesfdnd there was a
new tension in the way he held his shoulders. He= dreer a chair,
offered cigarettes and remained standing, an elbow the
mantelshelf, when he had dropped the opened Ietterher lap,
advising that she should read it for herself.

But Rachel rejected it, shaking her head. 'I'deaffou gave me the
bare facts of how and why,' she said.

David's lids momentarily shadowed his eyes. 'As pl@ase. In fact,
Jon writes sincerely enough to convince me théficdit as it is to

take, Iris's impact on him was as inevitable asotwaw's sunrise, and
one knows these things happen quite unbiddenfBatld rather not
read it, the bare facts are that he flew to P#aldgng his car by air



ferry a day or two after | saw Iris off to Cann8hortly afterwards he
drove south by road, and the next address | hakiffionwas Cannes.'

'‘But,’ frowned Rachel, 'as soon as you knew hethava® didn't it say
anything to you? Didn't yowonder --?"

'‘Wonder what? Cannes isn't a walled city; theret igardah for
women in the West, and why shouldn't they bothhfefjg in the same
Riviera resort? Perhaps you consider that | ouglitatve cabled an
urgent warning that if they so much as met for kijnthey were
infringing certain rights back here? Heavens! hoarynof their sex
must women be if they have to fear and suspectithrso early?'

Seeing his irritable flick of ash from his cigasstind hearing the rasp
of cynicism in his tone, Rachel thoughsuppose he needs to last
out, not realising that "he needn't conceal histifuoom me. But if
only he had less courage! Just the little less thatld put him in
need of some comfort of mine --

Aloud she said: 'That's unfair. We don't suspetiout reason. But
I've realised now that if | had known they wereeibgr in Cannes, |
should have had cause enough.'

‘Well, I hadn't,’ he said shortly. ‘And what cabsé you?'

'‘Just that some time before Iris mooted the Canisds—in fact, after
the night when --'

'When you and | dined and swam by moonlight at Gheb?' he
dropped into her pause.

‘Yes, the day after. Iris hinted then that if shented to, she was
confident she could attract Jon whenever she plleaskdn't believe
then that she meant to try, or that she would saedeshe did. But
evidently the plan to wangle an invitation to Casiaad to suggest to



Jon that he went there too was her way of arrangingr meetings.
That done, she seems to have found the rest—easy.’

David said quietly: '"How determined you are to baimns as the
prime mover towards this engagement! Surely, invémy nature of
things, she could hardly have achieved it withaut'sl consent? You
only destroy sympathy by not being fair.’

Rachel said grimly: 'I'm being fair. You may knoweolris. | know

another—the one who usually finds conquests easly velmo is

piqued by those which aren't, or are forbidden gdowshe couldn't
have had more than a passing interest in Jon st fihen she
imagined she'd been challenged to a flirtation vaitin and she set
out to arrange it. Since then she has seen thentdes in being
married to him and has managed to entrap him inesér without

caring whose happiness she wrecks in the process.’

'‘Entrap is a very strong word.'

'‘Not too strong. | don't believe she could claire &fves Jon. What's
more'—she turned on Davis —'areuprepared to accept it without a
fight?'

‘There's nothing either of us have a right to fighe advised.
'‘Besides, where do you this interference would ygrt? Do you
imagine Jon would thank you? Or that Iris wouldrefeegive you?
Hasn't life taught you anything, girl, if you havtelearned never to
come between two people in love?'

‘These twaren'tin love! How caryou,of all people, claim to believe
they are?'

He said on a short sigh: 'Let's agree that I'venkxh the futility of
making a passion of wishful thinking—about anythaigll.'



Rachel supposed wearily that he was refusing toestine struggle
with her because, loving Iris still, he could nanlg himself to blame
her for anything she did against him. But as ae#fstrt in his cause
she muttered: 'There's still one thing. Iris is emdge and Aunt
Caroline would have to consent to her marrying'Jon.

'‘Would she withhold consent? Jon is eminently —elieg’

‘There's also the frightful difference in their agsaid Rachel, before
she remembered that Jon and David were much ofj@araad that
Aunt Caroline had been happy enough about IrisCzandd.

Without pointing out the weakness of that argumeatagreed: 'Yes.
But Iris isn't a childish seventeen, nor Jon a ipaldrly sober
thirty-four ---' He paused, gathered the sheet¥oafs letter and tore
them across. 'Meanwhile," he said then, 'there'si¢tws to be told to
Miss Southern before Jon brings Iris home tonight I'm hoping
you won't refuse to help me with that?'

'l wondered whether Jon would have put that taskaantoo. | must
say he expects a good deal of our friendship fa'hi

David shrugged and looked at her oddly. 'In itsetitrhas withstood
more—and managed to survive,' he said drily.

More than that, having lost your girl to him, ychwosild be left to pick
up the pieces, to tie up all the Graying ends@ried Rachel in silent
amazement.

Equally with the fact of the engagement, Racheugd that Aunt
Caroline would resent having been kept completelyeé dark about
the affair until then. But after her first hurt dhiay she thanked David
for giving her the news and did not question tHeoat of having to
hear it from him instead of from Iris or Jon orrfrdier own sister.



Feeling for her, Rachel assured her: '"You mustmitki Aunt
Caroline, that | had any inkling which I've keptrin you. Neither had
David until this letter from Jon. And before shentvaway Iris wasn't
even interested in Jon.'

'No." Aunt Caroline's glance slid to David and shyhed. But she did
not attempt to put her sympathy for him into worElse thanked him
again for his trouble, adding: 'Would it be expegtioo much to ask
that you should dine with us all tonight, | wondéou said, | think,
that we may expect the others around seven or so?'

David said: 'Yes, I've checked the time of therivat by the air car
ferry. And if you'll have me, I'd like to dine.'

When David had gone Aunt Caroline said: 'How weltékes it! And

before she went to France | was so happy in belkiethat he and Iris
were on the point of becoming engaged! Do you ss@pRachel,
that even then this plan to meet Jonathan Sandré&thannes was
already in the child's mind?'

‘There's no doubt in mine now,' said Rachel dtihat she went to
Cannes solely with that idea. If Jon hadn't be&rasted in a casual
suggestion , that he should go down there toouldcappear that she
had merely invited herself for a holiday with Auxiicola. When he
was interested, she must have felt safer altogeth€@annes. She
could guess what | would say about her throwing @avid as she
has done. Not, | daresay, that she would havd jiten altogether for
anything short ok firm engagement to Jon, who happens to be t
better match.'

'‘Dear, isn't that rather bitter?' Aunt Carolinehgd again. 'But
perhaps you feel you know lIris better than | dmuist say I've never
known quite how to handle her, and as she knowgstonl well that

she, not you, has always been Nicola's favourite afraid she had
traded on that. But | do think Nicola should havarmed me what



was going on. It wasn't kind of her not to. It wagmd at all!" .. At

the sight of her aunt's quivering lip Rachel sawhwiismay that not
the least of Iris's mischief might be the drivifgpovedge of offence
between the two sisters. And that must not hapfenshe said
gently: 'Aunt Caroline, you shouldn't blame Auntdlg, | think. She
had met David in London, but she may not have knthan Iris had

encouraged him and had gone on seeing him. Asessek#te affair,
Jon must appear an excellent match for Iris. Sbhaper she told you
nothing until it was settled because she wantew ibe a happy
surprise.'

'It could be that, | suppose,' murmured Aunt CaraliYou think that
Nicola may really have believed she was actingterbest?'

'I'm sure she did." As if almost against her owih \lRachel went on:
'‘Perhaps we haven't the right to judge Iris ovethasd. | have been
blaming her, you know. But if she really didn't éoavid, it's a good
job she found out in time. And Jon may be genuimelgve with her.’

After luncheon she persuaded Aunt Caroline to goesb as usual
while she herself arranged a welcoming bowl of #eosvfor Iris's
room and helped Mrs Sweet with the early prepamnatior dinner.
During the afternoon the telephone rang with agi@phed message
from Iris which she decided Aunt Caroline need m®tdisturbed to
hear.' 'Darlings,' it ran, 'forgive big news breaking Vizavid.
Thought better that way, as wee bit nervous w:os&mproval in
home. Deliriously happy. Ring jungle diamond, whepgExpect us
sevenish by car.'

But seven o'clock came and went without sign ofrthand when
David arrived between half-past seven and eighthBlavas pouring
a drink for him h hen the telephone rang again.

‘That'll be to say they're held up somewhere,fgrexast as she left
the room to answer it. But it was neither Iris's don's voice on the



line. It was a stranger's, putting a terse quesisto her identity and
squandering no unnecessary words about the nénas ito give.

As she listened the blood seemed to drain from &acheart, and it
was with a stern effort of will that she steadieddelf to put her own
guestions, to acknowledge the answers. At lassalte 'Thank you.
Yes, someone will be coming over. At once --' aaplaced the
receiver.

In the pleasant sitting-room David and Aunt Carolivesl stopped
talking and were watching the door for her retiut at the sight of
her their expectancy seemed to freeze, and as Das&and came
over to her, it was as if what she had to tell thed already stalked
before her.

She said: 'It wasn't Jon and Iris, but—about th&hey've had an
accident. On the way down --'

David snatched quickly at her hand and she readmutered:
‘Steady!" as a warning to be gentle with Aunt GaeolHe asked: 'Are
they hurt? Where are they? And who rang?'

‘They're in Colchester Memorial Hospital,' she tdion. 'They
crashed nearby, it seems. Jon took the worst afd,his condition is
critical, the hospital says. Iris may be only shetkbut they can't be
sure yet. They're both being detained, of coursaid we'd go over.
But they insist that Jon's condition makes it aalie for his
next-of-kin to be told at once.’

David said: 'Yes, his father. If we get a cable o# could fly over
tomorrow, if necessary.'

Aunt Caroline said: 'Then cable him from here, péeaRachel, we
must go to Iris --'



But as she caught at the arm of her chair in aalase, David's hand
on her shoulder gently pressed her back. 'When dalded Mr
Sandred, would you let me drive Rachel to Colch@stee asked.
‘Almost certainly Iris wouldn't be allowed to corback, and if she
may not even be seen, you'd have had the jourmeytbing. May |
persuade you not to go, Miss Southern?’

Aunt Caroline glanced undecidedly from him to Rache
‘What do you think, dear? Ought | to go?'

But Rachel added her advice to David's, and whent Aaroline
gave in on the understanding Rachel should ringg Bacsoon as she
had news, David cabled Mr Sandred and he and Raehelt on the
twenty miles' drive to Colchester.

At the hospital a Ward Sister came to them in théing-room.

‘You are relatives?' she asked, and on hearingtedyowere she told
them that Iris was in a private room attached te ohthe women's
wards and that Rachel could get permission to sebdfore they left.
She was bruised and shocked, but no more, it veagytit now, than
that. Jon had been brought unconscious to therSisten ward. His
chest was crushed and one arm was broken; he leaddea blood
transfusion at once and he was still on the opegatable. His
condition was very grave indeed.'But what happeister?' asked
David. 'We've had no details, you know.'

She shook her head. 'The police are puzzled. Miggh8rn's account
Is rather confused, | understand. It seems thatdingust slewed at
speed across a completely clear road, hit a wathenwrong side,
and half overturned across it.'

‘A burst tyre?' suggested David.



‘Apparently not. | hear that Miss Southern clairhe spoke to Mr

Sandred just before; he made no reply, and theshexknew was that
the car was piling up on the wall and Mr Sandred slamped across
the steering wheel. Fortunately she didn't reallsst he'd been
crushed helplessly on to the steering column, a&tgl\Wwas quickly at

hand. But it looks like an accident without causkess --'

‘Unless?' prompted David as she paused.

‘Well, I may be exceeding my office by telling ythis. But Mr
Sandred's failure to answer Miss Southern couldtgoihis needing
to give all his attention to controlling the careavthen. Or to his
having lost control of it because he was unconscioefore the
crash --'

Rachel breathed: 'You mean, Sister, a kind of—roke?'

‘Yes. But I've only told you because you asked,iacwould have been
something less serious—even a momentary cramp. apyMiss
Southern may be able to give more help when dkeesshocked than
she is. I'm afraid there's nothing you can do forSdndred tonight.
But would you like me to ring through to see if ycan have a few
minutes with Miss Southern before you go?'

Rachel went alone to see Iris. She was lying weh lread turned
from the door and one bandaged arm was outflungsacthe
coverlet. There was a damp ball of handkerchiefrben her fingers,
and though she sat up and tried to smile at Rabtleelgyes filled
again with weak tears.

'‘Dear—how are you?' Rachel's hand smoothed hentbngr. 'We
came over as soon as we got the message you were he

‘Aunt Caroline too?' gulped Iris.

‘No. David brought me.'



'‘Oh—David." Iris paused blankly.

'He was at Falconers, you see, because he was tgoduge with us
when you and Jon came home.'

'Did—did he mind much? About Jon and me, | mean?'

Rachel said guardedly: 'He didn't reveal what lite lbet I'm sure he
wants you to be happy.'" Changing the subject, sliehtd the
bandaged arm. What's the matter here?'

'Oh, it's badly grazed somehow. I'm a mass of bsusverywhere
else too. And my neck is so stiff --'

As she rubbed at it ruefully the big diamond on lnend winked and
flashed and Rachel pointed to it with a smile.'Song? May | see?'

'Oh, yes." Iris spread her fingers in a gestur@isydlay and said with
vague pride: 'lt cost the earth in France, andnmnidn't tell me what
he had to pay the Customs to let me bring it ine abruptly she
drew her hand away and raised frightened eyes ¢tbdRa.

'‘Have you seen him?' she asked.

'‘No, he was still being examined in the operatimgptre. There are
some complications about his condition, we gathei&dt you
mustn't worry that he isn't going to be all right.’

Iris faltered: 'I'd—I'd try not to, if it had beenwell, just a car crash.
But it wasn't, you know. It was something that hapgd to Jon, so
that he just let the car go. | heard them sayinge—etbctor and the
police—that if he hadn't been helpless beforenamccduld have
braced himself against being as badly hurt as Ise Tieey meant that
he was kind of paralysed at the time we crasheadliflzat's ehorrible
thing to believe of anyone as fit and young as'Jon.



'‘Anybody is liable to be taken suddenly ill at twbeel of a car,’
Rachel pointed out.

‘Yes, but -- Well, if it was something wrong witlishheart or his
brain, it could happen again, or even never geéb#tis time! Why,
he might become an invalid—and we've only justgugaged! Oh,
it's not fair; it's just nofair --' And Iris burst into a storm of weeping
which brought a nurse hurrying into her room.

After a sedative which gradually quietened herrmginess she fell
asleep. And upon the nurse's promise that whewske there would
probably be some news about Jon, Rachel left. S8lephoned to
Aunt Caroline and went out to David, waiting for Ine the car.

David said: 'l've seen the surgeon who will opeoatdon. They hope
to know the result in an hour, and they'll telephé&ialconers as soon
as they do. How did you find Iris?’

‘Asleep now, but she was very overwrought. Theyehdvold her
much about Jon's immediate danger, | gather. Be's dorturing
herself over the implications of his collapse beftirey crashed.’

'Poor child! And I'm afraid they've decided he didve some
paralysing seizure. But while he was unconscioosfhis other
Injuries, they couldn't gauge the extent of itcofirse.’

At Rachel's quick sigh of dismay David laid a had her knee.
'Forgive me,' he said. 'lI'd no right to forget whkthis means to you
as well. You've had about as much as you can siiaindrive slowly,
will you try to doze on the way back?'

To satisfy him, Rachel closed her eyes and tried. @esently the
very rhythm of the engine had taken up the beati®s§ unguarded
cry—It's not fair. It's just not fair!'



Not fair to Jon? Or not fair to the promise of 'Bidrilliant
engagement which Jon's seizure had spoiled? Rachad not
forgive herself for her rankling doubt.

On receipt of David's cable Mr Sandred senior taokpassage at
once from Quebec. But it was to be several anxiays before Jon's
name was removed from the hospital danger list, taree weeks
before he was allowed to be moved to a small belusive nursing
home near the Country Club where his | father wagirsg with
David.

Meanwhile, Iris had not been detained in hospttadugh she had
been allowed to see Jon before Rachel had gonetovaing her
home.

By that time Rachel knew the worst that wasfeamdJon. His
stamina had pulled him through the very seriousaime on his ribs
and chest. But the crippling spinal seizure whi&d hed to the
accident would lift only by degrees and might psrgr a modified
form for an indefinite time.

At that stage his surgeon-specialists were noetodmmitted to any
promise for him. On the other hand, there was hbpe he might
recover suddenly or that the superlatives of modeaingery would
achieve the same result. But his present prospests for nothing
but a very quiet convalescence and the most graduah to normal
life. It was agreed that he could marry, but reahmality for him was
still a long way off.

Not knowing how much Iris had been told or had gedsRachel had
respected her frozen silence on the drive backlwoRers. Iris would
need and seek very soon all the sympathy and meassuthey could
give her, she believed. But throughout the day<imwllowed Iris



had continued to rebuff to theoint of rudeness even her future
father-in-law's. attempts to comfort her.

Mr Sandred was a spare, shrewd-eyed man of sixtyhal created a
huge industrial empire within the span of his wogkiifetime. He
wasted few words and his manner was austerely alBuphe could
be gentle, and it was patent that for many yeaisiakffection and
indulgence had been centred upon Jon.

When Jon could be seen regularly Mr Sandred pat ared chauffeur
at Iris's disposal, so that she could visit thesimg home every day.
He was unselfish enough to allow her to go aloné, las went on
her daily errand with a lack of either undue eagssnor reluctance
which, Aunt Caroline confided to Rachel, was unrgtand which
disturbed her profoundly.

Aunt Caroline worried: 'She isn't behaving likededf at all. Always
before, she has brimmed over with everything, gawdbad,
concerning her own affairs. But now what do we eveng from her
but "Jon was too tired to talk" or "He was a litbetter and managed
to pour a cup of tea with his left hand"? Surelg shouldn't bottle
everything up like that? She ought to know she nédeep all that
must be worrying her froras.'

But Rachel, who had begun to feel a new respectrimradvised
against forcing her confidence. Rachel thoughteliebe she is
finding that it helps her courage to bottle up. 8ates accepting that
if Jon is out of action for a long time, they ateg@ing to have either
the kind of engagement or even the marriage theaynad. But | think
she's begun to face it. She's stopped cryingndtgair ...'

Then one day Iris surprised her by asking her $d yon, who was
still allowed only one visitor at a time.

'He'd rather see you, surely?' smiled Rachel.



'He sees me every day. He said he wanted you atdhé'd hardly
exchanged a word with you since our engagemeatdlyou'd go.'

'Of course I'll go." How short a time had elapsettes the very

thought of Jon had been a challenge! But now elwenmdproach she
had felt against him for David's sake had draingdya turned to the
cool kindness of pity instead.

She found him cheerful and full of the small pridéshe invalid. He
had done this; he had been promised that; sooroh&lbe allowed
to attempt the other—pathetic achievements in teéras, but
infinitely satisfying to anyone who had to couneatep at a time.

She had brought him a box of his favourite handnwagirettes, and
she shared his pleasure when he opened it anulumhaided and then
showed her some of the many tasks he could dorfasdif with his
one good hand. He had little feeling on the otia of his body, but
fortunately his speech was not affected at all.

Presently he said: 'Do you realise that | don'tvkfar sure whether
I've got your blessing on the engagement? And, rof, aours
happens to be the one | crave. D. was the firstlkgyou, | suppose?
Whatdid you think about it when you heard?'

'It was—a great surprise.'
Jon's eyes narrowed. 'Oh, dear—you're hedging. Why?

'‘No. I'm happy for you, ifyouare.' By now, quite sincerely she was
‘But I'll be truthful. It was less of a surprisetha shock. Because of
David himself.'

'‘Because of him and Iris? She wasn't in love with, though, you
know.'

'I can believe that.



'You mustn't be hard on the kid. Even | have gdate the fact that
she attracts men as a candle lures moths. And thibege seemed to
be something between them at first, I'm quite ngllto take her word
for it that there was nothing serious. Why, if tnad been, wouldn't
old D. have called at once for pistols for two?'

The flippancy jarred newly on Rachel. 'Being Davieuld he?
Remember, you are his best friend.’

Jon shook his head. 'Sorry, Rachel. D. and | agelies all right. But
even our friendship wouldn't go that far.'

'‘Don't you believe that love might?'

'You mean—that once D. realised that Iris loved e, might
sacrifice himself to the idea that her happinegsaidh me and not
with him?'

‘Something like that.'

'‘Well, it's something that a chap like D. would eeadmit to, and it's
not a subject I'd care to tackle him about. Men ‘tdeonduct
post-mortems on love affairs, you know. It's prdpabut of

sympathy for the amount of face they know a chpptde can lose
when he's been turned down. But | suppose thatdsousrd to you?'

‘Hard—Dbut perhaps you see it as salt to a wound.’

‘Yes. And anyway, when a girl has made her chabe, can't be
handed back like a parcel to a man she doesn't wanever much
he may want her. And Irisaschosen me. bless her. I've better proc
of that than the next chap could possibly have,ehavl? |
mean'—Jon's grimace went meaningly to his inerthtrig
side—'whatever hope the medicos hold out for theré) I'm a pretty
poor bet at present for any girl.’



'‘Not for any girl who really loves you.' Rachel pad before adding:
'‘When we talked on the night of the Synthics pgady didn't try to
hide that, after parting from Julie, you were dhntt and feeling
cynical about your future. If Iris has really chadgall that for you,
I'm awfully glad. But—forgive me for bringing thisp—I thought
that it was a terrible tragedy, Julie's throwingiywver, because | got
the impression then that you were still in lovehaer.'

'So | was! So | am.'
'Oh, Jon --I"

'‘Don't mistake me. I'm not cheating Iris of anythiBut the way |
loved Julie happens for a chap once and for ewasn iyou, Rachel
dear, were only a kind of overture to Julie. Budugh a part of me
will love and remember her till | die, all the restgoing to enjoy
loving Iris and shielding her as she deserves. Yisow I'm nearly
seventeen years older than she is. But when bkgitris loves a man
who ckn see his forties looming, she renews higlyéar him. For
me she was suddentyere like a new candle flame. And the way sh
has taken all this wretched business proves tleatslst care. There's
the difference, you see, which in time may turneJunto a mere frail
ghost, She let me down, and Iris., babe as sieegsjng to stand by.'

Jon paused and grinned: 'Heavens, what a speech! déme,
anyway, that | have to explain myself to you? Waswen our brief
trip a head- over-heels affair while it lasted? tines words— when |

go, Igol

Rachel nodded and smiled. 'l know, Jon. You're Hy#uwholesale.
But seeing you so happy about Iris makesreadly glad.’

She meant it. And when she left him that day it waleed as if she
had shed misgiving like dropped cloak.



CHAPTER EIGHT

IT was a week or two later that Aunt Caroline camBRachel with a
tentative suggestion. Mr Sandred, whose stay inafagwith Jon

"was likely to be prolonged indefinitely, was fodcby pressure of
business to bring over his elderly personal segrétacope with the
work which was piling up. Unfortunately the Coun@ub could not

accommodate another guest for a time, and therenadsotel in

Hoops Cray.

'So | wondered,"' wavered Aunt Caroline, ‘whethemght put this
Mr Blake up here for a while. It would be courtednsffer, don't you
think? But of course there's Mrs Sweet. She is suggumble about
the additional work he would make for her.’

Rachel said: 'l don't think we need make a prol@éMrs Sweet. I'm
having a good mushroom season and the Wing is deatigoo. So
we can afford some extra help in the kitchen, aftdl $am's
granddaughter actually wants to go into service.caldd soften the
impact of Mr Blake on Mrs Sweet by letting her halvis girl to train
at once.’

"The offer made, it was accepted gratefully by Mn&red, and a few
days later his secretary arrived to fit himselfointhe Falconers
household with surprising tact and ease.

He was a stout little-man with the bucolic appeeaeanf a prosperous
farmer,, and for all his highly- paid clerical atyi) he had all sorts of
practical skills at his fingertips too. He wouldrriuhis hand to
anything from washing-up to relieving Rachel os loff their duty in
the Wing; he might be working on papers for Mr Sadduntil
midnight but would still be up in time to put in &our's gardening
before breakfast. And when Aunt Caroline fluttenedlismay over
the failure of any mechanism in the house or gresuhg 'Don't
worry, ma'am—I'll fixthat' was a promise he always fulfilled.



Aunt Caroline murmured of him to Rachel: 'l confegssn't looking
forward to having a man about the house. But ndelieve | shall
guite miss Andrew Blake when he goes. So mang litiings one can
leanon him for, don'$ you feel?'

'He's a treasure,' agreed Rachel warmly. 'But gau'step ahead of
me in his confidence, Aunt Caroline. | didn't kndwg Christian
name!'

Aunt Caroline's blush was the faintest of pinksdit you, dear? Oh
well, he just happened to mention that his initiald1. stand for

Andrew Macfayden at the same time he told me tleatdmes of
generations of Scottish farmer's. He told me his, &go, quite
frankly. Though he doesn't look anywhere near ét,id1sixty this
year, and he plans to retire from Mr Sandred's ieenthis

Michaelmas or as soon after as he can be replaced.

‘Michaelmas?' queried Rachel. 'That's an oddly toied date to
choose!'

‘Yes, isn't it? But An—Mr Blake—says that his. fathalways
measured time by that kind of season and so doésldeas, when he
retires, he means to take a small farm, it's nbalit he needs to
unlearn now.’

'l didn't know North America ran much smallfarms?’

'‘But he doesn't plan to farm in North America, d&ghen he retires
he is coming back to look for a little place hete!ll finally settle in

Scotland, | , expect. But he says he needn't regandelf as tied to
that side of the Border, and with persuasion hehindgcide on
something much further south.' v 'Whose persuasiaonder?’

'Oh, | don't think he would have meant ame'swould he? He hasn't
any near relatives living, and he isn't married) gee. At least, he
was, but his wife died at childbirth and the balgddtoo. So he v



must have meant he'd be persuaded, by pressuilecoistances,
mustn't he? For instance, finding that the farnkesl best happened
to be in England. Just something like that --'

But that he had not meant 'something like thatthehwas to learn
from Mr Blake himself. One day he asked abrupflgll' me, will
you, what plans Miss Southern has for the time wymnand your
sister are married?'

'Plans? I'm afraid it hadn't occurred to me tha sbed have any.
Iris's marriage won't make any difference, and dbestion of my
marrying hasn't arisen,' Rachel pointed out.

'But when it does?"

'l don't think it will. But if it did, and whatevethe circumstances,
Aunt Caroline would still have rights here at Faless which
wouldn't be infringed.’

*You mean she could stay on or leave as she chose?'

'Of course.' As a thought occurred to her Rachdkedd'Are you
telling me that my aunt has given you reason toktlshe's worried
about her future? She hasn't the slightest neadkgow. So if she
confides in you again --'

'‘Confide in me?' Andrew Blake's smile was comicaligful. 'l only
wish she thought enough of A.M.B. for that! No, dsar, it's just my
own ideas about her that go round and round likéten chasing its
tail, till I was forced to come to you to get thetmaight.’

'‘Was it so important then that you should?' smiRedhel.

'Important to me. Not to beat about bushes, MisshBla What hope
would you say I'd have if | told Miss Southern thiatve her and want
her to marry me?"



“To marry you?' Surprise alone shot the echo from Rachp$sBut
she saw him flinch, and when she made matters waygaltering:
'I'm sorry, Mr Blake. | didn't mean --' He cut assahat with: "Well,
there's my snub! All right, don't enlarge on itescuse it, my dear. I'
should know better, at my age. That's what youghguvasn't it, but
didn't quite know how to say?'

It had indeed been so nearly her first reaction iReechel blushed. A
moment earlier -he had appeared as just a likeddhdely man and
Aunt Caroline as a respected and loved permaneniogri own life.

Yet here was Andrew Blake splintering into confusiall such

preconceived notions, and Aunt Caroline --Oh, yesy Rachel

thought of it,Aunt Caroline too!

It was that thought which emboldened her to igniamdrew Blake's
guestion by putting one of her own. Beginning tgrerself, she
said: 'Do you know, I'm wondering whether, havimgg tp the point
of asking Aunt Caroline to marry you, you reallil stall her "Miss

Southern" to yourself?'

As she had meant it to, the sheer inconsequentte @fuestion took
him aback. He said: 'Why, no. That is—well, asihntove with her,
of course she is Caroline to me. But why do yolrasid if I've got
to be prepared to be turned down, what does iifgiggnyway,what

| call her to myself?’

'‘But wouldn't you like her to know?' Rachel presse
'‘Especially'—and she allowed a tiny pause to drke point
home—'when | happen to know that you're alreadyréwdo her?’

There was ample reward in his little yelp of diskfelThen: 'D'you
mean you've heard her call me Andrew—just like zhatit where
does that get me, for goodness' sake?'



'Why not,' suggested Rachel sensibly, 'to the peivére you can call
her Caroline to her face and see what happens'then?

‘Yes, yes, | suppose it does. And I'd like to hediggou wouldn't
encourage me if you thought | hadn't a chance. \Mades you think
so—if you do?’

'‘Because | know she has come to depend on youdg|r&achel told

him. 'Because she seeks excuses for talking aloodt-and not quite
calling you Andrew when she does! Because | belseremembers
every detail you tell her about yourself.

And you? When you told her you might be persuaadethtm in
England, whose persuasion had you in mind?'

'‘Why, hers, of course! The only hint I've daredgtee her, and |
might have spared my breath. It went straight dnegrgentle head!

‘Ah, but did it? | believe she hopes you meant wioat did, but is
afraid you didn't! Why not try again—less obliquéfys time? What
about telling her you won't return to England &tfat means your
having to set up house alone?'

'‘And you know what she'll say? "Dear me, Mr Blakethat case then
we must find a housekeeper for you"!'

‘Then don't hedge at all. Say "I've fallen in levigh you, Caroline",
and see what happens then.'

He stared at Rachel, savouring that. Then: 'Hanpwill! Where
could I find her, do you think?'

'In the garden, gathering flowers for the house.'

‘Then I'm for the garden too, while I've got my @me up.'



He was already out of the room, and a minute orlater Rachel saw
his rotund little figure almost trotting towards anchway in the

yews. But behind her as she stood at the windowt Alaroline's

gentle voice was inquiring: 'Now where can Mr Blddegoing to in

such a hurry?'

Rachel turned, took scissors, gloves and flowefroig her, said: 'To
find you, Aunt Caroline. To find you --' And, opegi the french
window, she thrust Aunt Caroline firmly acrosssti before locking
it again with a click. Andrew Blake, she noticedgsaalready loping
urgently back...

Afterwards Rachel looked back on that day as tlet ta be
uncluttered by the tangle of bewilderments whichofeed. Aunt
Caroline, and Andrew Blake remained in the garaeraflong time,
and when they reappeared they did so sheepishljpamdtin-hand.

Aunt Caroline's answer to Rachel's kiss and muwhiNow how did
you guess?' was a deliciously naive apology forhasting guessed
either, but how could anyone suppose that a dgabba man like
Andrew could possibly want to marry a shy, feckleksthing like
herself?

And Andrew Blake said, leave him out of guessinghgs. All he
knew was that it had suddenly come to him when &g seeing to the
bathroom fuse that. she was the one woman in thkel ia@r him. It
was a conviction which had strengthened while he deahung the
coalshed door, treated an antique cabinet for waepaired a
chiming clock. And from- the moment when she hadeatyuwoffered
him for repairs the halves of a Royal Worcestetteplahich had
‘come apart' in Mrs Sweet's hands, he was uttently @mpletely
lost --



The next day Rachel was in the breakfast-room, adeegculation of
the mushroom accounts, when Iris came in, slamntireg door
behind her. . 'Rachel, I've got to talk to you!

Not glancing up, Rachel murmured: 'Yes, just a rt@hdonly to be
shocked into startled awareness as Iris sprangafonto sweep her
papers from under her hand.

'‘Rachel, listen! This can't wait for your silly samyou must help
me—must,do you hear? Because I-—well, | just can't gotbat's
all'

Rachel abandoned her pen and swivelled her clan?" she asked
quietly. 'Dear, you can't afford to lose hope & #tage, you know.'

Iris's crow of laughter was without mirth. 'Loseplee—assuming
there ever was any? And who wouldn't lose it, adtethis time?’

'‘Well, Jon hasn't, for one, and we've admired yamubieing brave
about it too. Besides, it's not been so long, asdlthings go. Just a
few weeks, and hieasimproved --'

'‘No. That's what everyone pretends. But he hadminged at
all—only taught himself to do more. It gets me dote way you're
all so determinedlright. The nurses, David, Aunt Caroline, you—
even Jon himself, though he must know he can't lIm@yp for ever
with hope which isn't there.'

'Iris deatr, itis there. No one is deliberately deceiving either gou
Jon, and he wouldn't be as happy as he is if yoin'hdone some
buoying yourself, keeping him going, standing By --

Iris muttered: 'That was at first. It was easieenthwhen it was
almost—exciting."'

'‘Exciting?what a strange word to use!'



'l meant critical, not day-to-day dull, as it's beamce. Sitting at
Jon's bedside, helping him to do the simplest ®ifging patient
with him: pityinghim --I've know for ages now that | just can't tatke
Well, now I've cracked, and today | haven't beesde him, if you
must know. When | got to the nursing home | seatdar away and
went for a walk instead. The car came back for ttbeusual time
and | was ready for it when it did.'

'‘But, Iris, howcouldyou disappoint Jon so? Besides --'

Iris snapped: 'Oh, don't nag me! Haven't | got ghatio put up with,
without that? And | know what you were going to-sahat it's only a
matter of minutes before Jon gets them to ringougee why | haven't
been over. Well, do you think | don't realise thiaidd you, didn't I,
that it was urgent, that it couldn't wait?'

'Yes, you did. But let's get this straight. Youbeen patient and good,
but you can't bear to see Jon as he is and yoatveked suddenly.'

‘Not suddenly.’

'‘Panicis sudden. You can't tell me you were unkind enougjbadly
to plan not to visit Jon today --—'

‘But | did," said Iris deliberately. '‘As | don't emeto see him ever
again if | can help it, there had to be a firstdimhen | stayed away.
And today was it.'

Rachel stood up. Facing Iris, her greater heightidated the girl's.
She said icily: 'lI've misunderstood, I'm afraid vidayou really come
to me to help you after you've run out on Jon,just today but for
good?'

'‘Well, | can't face him to tell him, so somebodystu



Rachel lashedYoucan't face him! You could deliberately set out t
attract him, and when he fell in love with you, yauld take his ring.
And when he was hurt you could stand by him as Es¢here was
enough crisis to mean some reflected importancgdar But when
he really needs you and believes in you and bankgoo—then, |
suppose, you've the right, not only to let him dplaurt to thrust on to
someone else the task of telling him so?'

Iris muttered: 'He can have his ring back. | h&e sight of it. It
stands for being tied to him as he is now, andflhished with that.
He promised me fun and sport and travel and clotes | can't just
turn myself into a sick-nurse instead."

‘Jon can afford nurses, and you could have yotinetoif they matter
to you so much. You talk as if he had wantonly t&ea/ou. But
those promises were for himself as much as for ylmn loves
pleasure too, and he wanted to share with youhallthings he
promised you. You haven't the imagination, | suppts realise that
if he is ever to achieve them again, he may be gadn

need—badly—someone who cares for him enough tousage him

endlessly to believe that he will? He thinks yoe #@irat "someone".
But it seems you're not.'

'‘Well, | can't help it, can I, if | don't love hias he is?'

'If you had ever loved him, you couldn't have clexhgo soon. But
you threw over David for him. Why?"

'l wasn't engaged to David. He'd never asked nmeatoy him.'

'He couldn't have understood that you expected paceurtship!
And when Jon did ask you, | suppose his ring wasomlcrete
proposition you couldn't afford to miss?"

At bay at last, Iris began to whimper. 'Rachel, 's@inard! But of
course you always have been. You don't understaraie-think |



was in love with Jon. I—I wouldn't have tried sadhdor him if |
hadn't. The difference is that | didn't try partarly for David, so that
| didn't appreciate him enough. But probably laredd him really, all
along --'

'‘No!" The protest was wrung from the very depths of REsh
revulsion.

In weak defiance, Iris retorted: 'He might be vgtsd to take me
back!'

'‘Well, you aren't going to take a single step tcoemage him,' Rachel
told her grimly. 'In three months or so you've deneugh harm. And
not to one man, but to two. David may love you gtoto forgive
you in time. But you're going to give him timand be prepared to
take it on the chin if he finds he can't. Meanwhitere's Jon --'

‘But you'll help me? You can't believe, that | outghmarry him, not
loving him at all?'

'If you don't, no. That's a cruelty you've stoppfdrt of, thank God.
But help you? All I'll do is to ring the nursing ime and to say you'll
go over before the day is out. That will give youe to prepare what
you're going to say to Jon. Beyond that, no onehsdp you. After

all, you're not leaving him much except the righhear it from you.'

‘But he's trusted me right up till now! | can't teim—I can't --'
Craverlly Iris sank on to Rachel's chair and hidfaee in her hands,
while Rachel stood by, not forgiving her yet, bedd ruthless already
towards a quality of weakness she would never shaled.

Iris looked up, her blue eyes brimming. "You wllthim for me?’

'No. You must see him—you owe him that. But I'll chore than |
said just now. Before you meet, I'll see thatalteady been broken to
him.'



'Oh, yes, Rachel—do that. Could David tell himydo think?'

'‘David? No, you've already used him as a pawn ftenol was
thinking of Jon's father, really.’

'‘Mr Sandred? Oh, dear,' cried Iris in fresh patidpn't knowwhat
he'll say! And he's expecting me too—I was suppdsepb on to see
him after | left Jon.'

‘Then I'll go instead. Where were you to see himh& Country
Club or at the Synthics plant?'

'He had to be at the plant, he said. You—you deattt me to come
too?'

‘No, | don't,’ Rachel told her. 'I'd rather hanitlis end of it alone.'

At the plant she was shown into David's office, efthi was empty
until Mr Sandred came through from the secretangsn beyond.

He greeted her with pleasure, adding: 'l was resatjyecting my girl
Iris on her way back from seeing Jon. Good of ywlook in on me,
Rachel, if you'd arranged to meet her here. Sheldhwave arrived
by now, though.' He looked at his watch. 'Howeshg's probably on
her way --'

‘No, she isn't, Mr Sandred. And | wasn't to meethsze.'
'Not? But she has been to Jon, hasn't she? litudhel time.'

'‘She hasn't been yet, though she will. And it wais lycame to see,
Mr SandredFor Iris, and before she has to see Jon again.'



For all her guarded introduction of her errand, lihaw alarm
spark in the eyes which were so like Jon's. Jaatsef echoed:
'‘Before shehasto see him? What's this, Rachel? Something tHd cf
has been up to? Or Jon has, upsetting her in onasofits of
depression?"'

Rachel said: 'lt's not a mere lover's quarrel. Aod is ignorant as
well as innocent as yet --' She broke off to glatmeards the
connecting door still ajar to the inner room. Butem she hesitated:
'It —it's rather private,' Mr Sandred cut in imeatily: 'There's no one
in there, child. Winslow is out, and his secretargtoing a errand for
me. Be frank with me, please, Rachel. Tell me eang you think |
should know.'

Rachel told him.

When she had finished the only sound in the suaagnrwas the beat
of Mr Sandred's fingertips on the leather-toppeskdg which he sat.
At last, not looking at her, he accused: 'l donderstand this. You
two girls—sisters. Living together. There must haween some
degree of confidence you shared? Could you reallynave warned
me before this?

'‘But | assure you that | had no idea of it,' pleaBachel. 'At home
Iris has been subdued and reserved about Jon.\iButhbught that
was her way of fighting her disappointment that, tiee present at
least, she wasn't getting all she had hoped fon fier engagement.’

Mr Sandred's mouth twistet&hewasn't? What about Jon?"

'‘Well, that they both weren't, perhaps. | don'hithséhe consciously
deceived you either. Or if she did, she deceiveddiitoo, up to the
point where even that was impossible. Besides,sJoalief and
happiness in her would always have allayed any wdduimight have
had.'



'Yes, his trust was indeed something to have sébtr Sandred's fist
struck the desk in anger. 'Has the girl any coneepat all, | wonder,
of what her betrayal of him may do to my boy?'

Had Iris? Wondering herself; Rachel did not reply.

Mr Sandred went on grimly: "You must forgive me fbeing
concerned for Jon. If she could be persuaded of simis doing to
him, she might think again.’

Rachel shook her head. 'But could you honestly foptnat for Jon,

Mr Sandred? You couldn't ask her to live in a cwmi lie for his

sake. And surely Jon shouldn't be allowed to baildoment longer
than necessary on foundations which aren't reladyet?’

Jon's father said reluctantly: ‘That may be wisdéau are telling me
in effect that the engagement has been a fooladss for Jon all
along? That, whatever it costs him, it's bettevate ended here and
now?. If so --'

He broke off as the telephone rang in the secrstewgm. But before
his finger went to the switch of the extension be tlesk, someone
entered the other office from the corridor and arsd the call. It
was David, and a moment later he came to the damsbetween the
two rooms. He looked surprised to see Rachel, leusiiled a
greeting to her before addressing his employer.

'It's Quebec on the phone, Chief.’
‘Yes, yes. They must call back!

David's brows went up. 'lt's Leroy, sir. About tGalloid merger.
Weren't you expecting --?'

'Yes, of course. But | can't attend to anything n@vhere's Blake?
Get him to deal with it, can't you?"



David still hesitated. 'lt was Jon's pet projectl &reroy seems to
think you meant to handle it yourself. In fact bag to find out when
to expect you over.'

'l shan't be going, tell him. No, ring off and boakcall in an hour's
time from this end. And then, Winslow, come backelie

When David returned Mr Sandred said bluntly: 'Ratlas brought
shocking news. Iris is breaking off her engagenedon!’

'‘Breaking her engagement! How can she be? Whyjustdooked in
on Jon, and he didn't mention a thing!" David'«kland tone were
blank.

Mr Sandred said heavily: 'He doesn't know yete#ts with me to
have to break it to him, just as Rachel had th&aslisful task of
telling me.’

'‘Rachelhad?' David swung round on her, his eyes seard¢t@ntace.

Mr Sandred went on: 'Yes, and I've been glad &t tnéth her, rather
than with Iris herself. | doubt if | could have Ibe®lerant enough of
the girl's motives to hear her out with patience.itAis, Rachel has
almost convinced me that, once Iris's decisiorbleas broken to Jon,
there's nothing to be gained from attempting talpahings up for

them. So far as he is concerned, then, the whialetate of his faith

in her will be down.’

David nodded. 'Yes, it will be too late then. Butavdesperate hurry
to convey the news to Jon? Isn't there a possiliibta panic decision
arising from a very natural but passing self-digtarslris's part?"

(As if Iris had ever distrusted herself in her lifé&loud Rachel

protested: 'How can it be kept from Jon? She reftseee him again
until he has been told. And it's no panic decis&ime has known for a
long time that she doesn't love Jon "enough". Amced'not enough”



becomes "not at all' --! No, I'm afraid | know qeitertainly that the
greatest disservice she could do Jon would be toyrhan with that
doubt in her heart.'

Mr Sandred said wearily: 'You see, Winslow? Once ¢hnker is
there --No, | can't afford to risk it for Jon. father face him with the
clean cut here and now. When all is said, he'lehather loyalties to
help him. Sturdier ones, thank God. Yours. Mine --'

David turned back to him urgently. 'But sir, youn¢anean to accept
the evidence of Iris's motives at secondhand ofstyRachel'shands?

You'll see Iris, surely? Talk to her? Give her arivegy on her own

case?'

'Yes, naturally I'll see her. But you shouldn't erestimate Rachel's
difficult part in all this, you know.'

'l don't," David rapped out. 'But you will see ksalone—before you
go to Jon?'

‘Certainly. | hope to insist that she comes withtongon. Rachel, may
| give you a lift back to Falconers?'

'l drove myself—in the Land Rover, Mr Sandred.’

'Oh, then in that case I'll follow you later if lapn But thank you, my
dear. Winslow, you'll see Rachel out?'

'Of course.' David stood aside for her at the dBat his glance at her
was unsmiling and he did not speak as they walkethdhe corridor
together. They were out of earshot of the officemfhtight- lipped,
he halted and turned to face her.

He said: 'Well, nausea on my part is uncalled{fgather? | should
have known, shouldn't I? You always meant to filgist over this!
And you have. And what's monegt even with clean hands!



Rachel stared at him, then shook her head as iflimgroff an
invisible blow. 'What are you accusing me of?' fered. 'What are
you implying I've done?’

His hostile eyes met and locked with hers. "Youvkniothink. Don't
forget that you didn't attempt to conceal from noeiryhatred and
resentment of their engagement!’

'Of course | resented the sheer disloyalty aintjthe way they went
about it and announced it. You should know why.i@es | thought
it was a mistake as far as they themselves wereetoned. And it
seems now that I've been proved right.'

‘You'veseerto it that you should be proved right, surely?abeused.
'How long did it take you, and how Subtly did yoavk to work, |
wonder, to convince Iris that she's not, and n&aes, the right wife
for Jon?'

Rachel drew a breath which seemed to take for &@u.really think
| did—that?"

'On the evidence—yes,' he flung at her. 'You aatuie of having
"entrapped"” Jon. And whether or not you manoeuthies you can't
but be glad it has happened.’

Rachel flashed: ' "Glad"? That's an odd word tcosleo But if it's the
best you can do—all rightamglad it has happened in time—befor
their marriage instead of after. Meanwhile, if yoeally think |
swayed Iris to it, you've still time to accuse rmévir Sandred!

She felt almost spent with the vehemence of heeraef. Surely
David must believe her at last? But it seemed tttanger which
had sparked off her own had only banked into asuire when he
replied quietly: 'No. That's something | can't do.’



'l thought you would hardly dare!" She could natist the petty
triumph of that.

His face masked oddly. 'Don't mistake me,' he adlikis tone like
ice. 'If it's to be proved that you persuadedthithis, it will be done.
But not by me --'

'‘Why not by you? You are my sole accuser, arenifyo

She was not prepared for the sudden grip of hiddiapon her upper
arms before they slid down to imprison her own lsac@mmpellingly.
The pressure of his thumbs on her bones of hetswias near torture
as he said: 'Because, Rachel Southern, anythinghwlaiu wantso
badly, | shall always want for you. You must figand you've shown
you are capable of fighting alone. But, heaven hapthough | may
loathe your methods, I've got to be on your sigethat's whyl can't
be the one to raise a finger which might cheatgfodon!'

He dropped her hands with an air of flinging theatkinto her
keeping; turned on his heel and went back by thethay had come.

'‘Cheatmeof Jon? What --? David—don't go!"

Her strangled echo and her calling of his name rhase reached
him, Rachel knew. But he made no sign. In emptyildenment she
watched him out of sight.

She hardly remembered going out to the car or mginiome. Her
mind was a turmoil of argument and counter-argunwnall the
things she should have said to justify herself&viD, but hadn't. And
when, treadmill-wise she came back and back toryyic insult of
his parting words, always they were unanswerabialmee he had not
stayed to listen to her answer, and mere imagind@al to struggle to
explain them away.



David believed she still wanted Jon enough to filuim from

Iris—how had he put it?—'not even with clean han@alnfully she
forced her mind back over any words or actionsesfdwn which he
could have misconstrued into such a belief...

It'was with a sense of shock that she saw how dldelgd up.

They had been the glamour she had craved andGietida Moore's
help, had even achieved for a single night. Itlbeeh for David. But
seeing it, he must have thought it was directebbat And that same
night, if Iris were to be believed, he had seenilndon's arms.

Then he had witnessed her irritation—really fordake!—when Iris
had 'kidnapped' Jon for the truant afternoon asé@& And when Iris
had deserted him for Jon—yes, Rachel saw that el ¢t@mve read
her outraged anger as being on her own accounhetnds it was,
achingly and impotently for him.

The need to put him right clamoured. But it hadwiait on the
impossibility of making such a personal issue tlijext of a
telephone conversation to his office. And once sb@ched the
Falconers lIris's crises had to take a major placesveryone's
thoughts.

When Mr Sandred came over, Iris was closeted wafeiwith him

and Aunt Caroline for a long time. Then he and, Imglined to

hysteria, went over to see Jon. They had stillretatrned late in the
evening when Rachel plucked up courage to ring dati the

Country Club.

She promised herself that she would temporise yn@sfirst
whether Mr Sandred and Iris were yet back. But wéies inquired
for David she got only a non-committal reply, arfteashe had
waited for a minute or two it was Andrew Blake wtame to the
telephone.



Andrew said: 'Ah, Rachel. OhWinslowyou're wanting, my dear?
Well now, | thought you'd know.'

'Know? Know what?'

'‘Why, that he has gone. Yes, back to Quebec. Hghtdlne evening
plane. Sudden? Oh, yes, that. But there's urgerk afoot over an
important merger that's going through. The Chigfldo't go, so
Winslow had to, in his place. How long? Well, thatouldn't say.
Maybe some time. But if you want him, he'll be ian@da by the
morning and you could reach him there.'

Rachel said: 'All right, and thank you. | didn'tdn But it wasn't
important really.'

She cradled the receiver, feeling defeated andgstig alone.



CHAPTER NINE

FOR the last of many times Rachel put down her pentareup yet
another attempt at a letter to David. She had moudght it could
possibly be so difficult to dispel his doubts of ba paper. Trying to
write to him was like groping towards him througfog, and all her
efforts read like whines of self-excuse.

In the end she gave up and clung instead to the tieg he would
feel compelled to explain sooner or later the emigrihhis claim that
for good or ill he must range himself on her side.

What had that meant, if anything? Already she wasirtg against
hope that he would want her to know. Already she e&culating the
first mail whichcouldbring a letter from him.

But that mail came in ... And the next after And the next. And as
the days passed the pitiful little self-deceptiohisape thinned out to
the point where she had to wonder why they had appeared
reasonable at all.

Meanwhile the very atmosphere of Falconers wasyeueand sullen.
The effects of Iris's final meeting with Jon and eren stormier
passage with Mr Sandred were to be read in hemowsi face, and
her unadorned ring finger had told its own talet &8nce that climax,
far from appearing to blame herself for the hedwtaghe had caused,
she had worn an air of self-pity at finding she wasscapably
involved.

She spoke only when addressed, smoked much moreushial and
spent a great deal of time in her room. She wasdikhild in mute
rebellion against punishment she considered ungunst,Rachel felt
Mr Sandred had measured matters aright when heguestioned
whether Iris had any but a selfish conception chtngihe was doing in
breaking faith with Jon.



Aunt Caroline, however, was more generous. 'Théd ciyppears
callous, | know. And though | realise she isnlt Btithe nursery, I'm
afraid she hasn't emerged from it as far as shddwixe people to
think. Even David Winslow, if you remember, claimgte should be
forgiven a great dedlecausehe is so young.'

‘There was every reason, Aunt Caroline, why he Ishbave taken
her part. He was in love with her!" Rachel's toraes wharp.

'Yes, | know, dear. | remember he admitted franklen when she
had thrown him over for Jonathan Sandred, that Iheth taken by
something | think he called her "troubling charr8ometimes I've
wondered whether men enjoy a little being disturéied upset when
they're in love. But returning to Iris, | don't kmtow best to treat her
while it isn't easy to feel as much sympathy fardseotte would like.
Do you think, Rachel, she would care to go awayrafya a while?
Back, for instance, to Cannes?"

But Iris, as if she sensed that her going woulédxdkension for
everyone else, flatly refused to revisit Cannesctishe claimed
distantly, had 'associations' for her which she ldiomever escape.
Aunt Caroline hesitated to break her will by insigtthat she went,
and there matters rested uneasily until surpriginGlenda Moore
took a hand in them.

Throughout the summer Glenda had divided every taiatiher time
between the Paris salon of Monsieur and Madame &taand her
own in the West End. But now, with the partnerstiiganised and
working smoothly, she blamed herself for losingtadf touch with
Rachel and insisted they must 'pick up their thsead

'It's been "Hail and Farewell" every time we've rfiegtmonths,' she
said. And later she came bluntly to the point wittau know, even
village gossip has gone over my head! I've nevaiyreealised how
Iris's engagement to Jonathan Sandred came abaovdsiouwho



wanted Midsummer Night just as a gesture to thmows face, so to
speak, and at that time the grapevine was linkimg tb David
Winslow, | thought. But just when everyone was etipg that
engagement—Ping! —Iris wdsreakingone to his friend! Perhaps,
being so full of my own affairs, | telescoped mygad of time. But
that's how it appeared to me.'

Rachel said quietly. 'It wasn't so very differeither. The grapevine
was right about Iris and David. That—finished wlstre imagined
she was more attracted by Jon. Then, after higlactishe decided
she'd been mistaken there too.’

'H'm—she's developed some chameleon-hued emotwnsnge so
young, surely?' was Glenda's dry comment. '‘Or wezall wrong,
and the first | affair wasn't serious? | havendrbable to forgetpr
instance, that when David Winslow called for ]| yatumy house on
the night of the party, he lookedytuin the oddest way for a man
who was in process of courting another girl.'

'‘He was only curbing his disapproval. Later thghhhe didn't mince
his accusation that | was putting on an act for'Jon

'‘But you didn't tell him it was no affair of histhallenged Glenda.
‘The very next night you were tete-a-tete with amthe Country
Club. Explain that if you can!

‘That night | was merely a kind of stand-in for Iriswas the first
time she'd jilted him to go out with Jon. | think Wwas so sore about it
that he'd have taken anyone at at all out to dinm&tead. And |
happened to be—handy.’

'H'm. Accommodating of you. But it explains; | sage, why he
went all non-committal and tight- lipped when Adridvhauren

claimed to think there was something serious betwee and him?
He couldn't deny it without appearing unchivalroaisgd besides, he



probably didn't want to spoil Adrian's fun. Butl tele—now Iris has

backed out of the other engagement as well, isa'situation rather
delicate, with both men still on the scene? Doessgle either of them
now?"

"No. David Winslow has gone back to Canada as Mudg&al's

deputy to put through an importaydeal with another firm. And as
Jon's condition was badly set back when she brekeimgagement,
you can understand that his father is determineg #han't meet
again if he can help it. Not that Iris would capehave to face Jon
again, | imagine. Meanwhile, she's being so diffiat home that
Aunt Caroline thought she ought to go away. Butwbe't go back to
Cannes because she thinks Aunt Nicola's circle thiflk she was
jilted. And there's nowhere else to send her!

Glenda shook a rueful head. 'Poor infant! How admatscience does
prickle, doesn't it? Or did Shakespeare expredseiter? But |
wonder—would Iris consider Paris instead?"

'‘Paris? | imagine she'd jump at the idea. But ATentoline certainly
wouldn't let her go alone.'

'‘Well, by the arrangement | have in mind she wotilolmgoing alone.
And if | know anything of Lucie Mauren's ideas"abrnme il faut"
for a girl of Iris's age, she'd certainly be wdihperoned.’

'‘Madame Mauren? Oh, | liked her! Could Iris go &t

‘That was the idea. You see, Lucie is opening aglifin Miss

boutique as a branch of her salon, and she wan¢ég thirls of

typically English style and colouring as modelsifoBut she insists
on their being new to the work. That is, withouwdirting faults she
would want them to unlearn. And for a three montitis period on
either side, she would expect them to live underdwen roof. She
has, by the way, a lovely villa at Vincennes. lheeady found two



girls of good family for two of the vacancies. Dawthink Iris would
be interested in filling the third?'

'l believe she would. "Paris" and "model" are tworehs which have
always spelt glamour for her.'

Glenda laughed. 'Under Lucie Mauren's brand of cubius
discipline she may learn they spell "hard work\edl!" she warned.
'‘But what about sounding Miss Southern's reactinsi&"

‘Yes, I'll do that. | suppose I'd better tell Audaroline that if Iris
weren't happy or Madame Mauren didn't find heradlé, there's
nothing binding nor guaranteed?'

‘Nothing. But at best there could be a wonderfuéenahead of Iris,
and at the worst she'll have had three months iogkt@ken out of
herself and a chance to get this summer's misitakesome sort of
proportion. You'd better send her to me to be ldsibned a little
about the "glamour". But if, when I've done withrhgou can
persuade her to give it a try, | think three morfthrdris as far away
from Hoops Cray as possible would be a good thiag 4l
concerned.’

Aunt Caroline, Rachel knew, thought so too. And&,lconsulted,

needed no persuasion at all. As she went abo@aggr preparations
for the trip her sullen air of injury lifted like dispersing cloud.
Paris—Ilike the prospect of attracting David, liker fbrief savouring

of engagement to Jon—was now her oyster for theingeAnd that

she had any misgivings about either the past diutinee Rachel was
not allowed to guess until the night before she waseave for

France.

Rachel was nearly asleep when there was a knda a@oor and Iris,
wraith-like in a shaft of moonlight, stood on tieeshold.



'I'm all churned up inside about tomorrow,' shel gdaintively. ‘May
| come and talk to you until | feel | can sleep?’

‘Yes, do,' said Rachel, welcoming the overturem€and get under
my eiderdown, and before you go back I'll slip dosnd heat you
some milk. You're not really worrying about tomawaare you?'

Iris shivered and curled up at the foot of the Béckll, yes. Though
once I'm on the way, I'll probably be all righttieSbroke off, her face
crumpling. 'Rachel, d'you know, | usedltmg not to have to obey
Aunt C. as a matter of course and to be as growassyou. But since
| have been—grownup, | mean, nothing has gone faghtne and |

wonder if | shall ever be happy again!

Rachel knelt up on the bed beside her. 'Of couosewill! If you
determine to make the most of Paris you'll find yo& happy almost
without knowing it.'

'‘But I'm so frightened now—even of Paris! Suppostrigrns out to

be just one more thing | think | want and then firdbn't want it at

all? Rachel, if | found | absolutely hated it aetand of the three
months, would you despise me terribly if | came B8m

'You know | shouldn't' Rachel paused before addifitnere's
something else, though. You and | have got to fad¢kat if you
decide to stay and make a career for yourself irs Pléalconers can't
be "home" for us for very much longer now.'

"You mean—when Aunt Caroline marries Andrew Blakg -

Rachel nodded. 'Yes. | hope you'd agree to sell would be the
wisest thing to do.'

‘But it would break your heart to sell!

'Hearts mend—qgiven time.'



Iris drew a long breath that turned to a sigh. '@dar, that's you all

over! You won'tetyourself care. I've wondered often what made yc¢
that way. Was it hating Jon after he let you dodast as, now, he

must hate me?'

'l never really hated Jon. And you shouldn't asstima¢ he is less
generous than | am.’

Iris lowered her eyes and plucked at the silk efdlderdown. 'l wish

| needn't. But | can't forget that last scene \ittm. It was terrible.
One thing haunts me. He said "At least Julie gagesaven months
before she let me dowNoucouldn't manage even seven weeks! " |-
said it so bitterly that | felt he meant to hate afkehis life, and |
remember it all the time. And now I've got te blamgself all over
again. | mean—if | had been able to go through with shouldn't
have needed to take up my share in Falconers, gindeown's help you
could have kept it on.’

For answer Rachel's hands closed in a hard grip bpo shoulders.
‘Listen. The real wrong you did Jon was to decgmarself and him
into thinking you had ever loved him, which you hadOnce you
knew you didn't, there was no question of "goingdgh with it". By
then, he believed in you implicitly. So of coursesuffered, of course
he was bitter. But if it's any consolation, | bekd, and always shall,
that Julie was the love of his life. He'll get oyeu in time as | had to
get over him. Alone. What's more, there's nevenlagg question of
his charity saving Falconers for me. As a mattefaof, it's a chance
I've already had and refused.'

'He offered to help, and you wouldn't let him?'

'He didn't exactly take out his cheque book. Heedgke to marry
him. It amounted to the same thing.’



Iris's jaw dropped. 'Jon asked you to marry him!rdger told me!
When?'

'‘When he brought me home after the Synthics p&uy.it was an
offer made—and turned down —in cold blood.’

'‘He—nhe'd actually thought of marrying you beforeasked me!
'‘Not for the same reasons, though. Not for love.'

'‘No, butstill --!" Iris slid off the bed and patted the eiderdomto
position with elaborate care. As she straightemedssid in a small,
polite voice: 'Well, thanks for letting me talkhbpe | haven't kept
you awake. I'll go back to my room now.'

'I'll get you that hot milk --'

With the same air of rather distant dignity Irisdsal don't need it. |
feel—quite a lot better really. | think | shall lable to sleep. And
don't imagine I'm not looking forward to Paris. Base | am.’

When the door had closed behind her Rachel flickéthe light and
lay very still in the darkness. She had not intehttemention Jon's
proposal, and she couldn't have guessed whatrietsion would be.
But she knew now quite certainly that Iris had néed seeing herself
in the role of Jon's second choice, even if shiewad his first choice
had been entirely without romance. Somehow, shebgnly
reasoned, that had given the advantage to hemaioshsequence she
already felt able to slough off whatever remorsegoilt she had
begun to feel.

Oh, well, sighed Rachelt's something to be able | to send her o
happy, | suppose. But soon all of us | will be #trinto her
past—David, Jon, Aunt Caro- | line, me. She warehebe homesick
for Falconers | for long. When we have to sell,'lskde her best to |
pity me a little. But she won't understand.



For Iris, Rachel's insight told her, was not nowrehe 'looking
forward' to Paris. She was confidently hopeful thla¢ need never
look backward from it again.

The next departure from Falconers was to be Andake's. He was
accompanying Mr Sandred and Jon back to Quebeastadon as his
post could be filled to his employer's satisfacti@nwould return to

England as a retired man. He was already in praxddasying a small

farm in Sussex, and he and Aunt Caroline could beied before

Christmas, he planned.

He was to move over to/ the Country Club from Faérs the day
before leaving the country, and on the morning s going Rachel
looked in at the door of his room where Aunt Carelas happily
busy, helping him pack.

Aunt Caroline was worrying: '‘Andrew dear, are yawesyou have
warm enough things for the flight? At that heightew many feet
above the Atlantic?—it is bound to be so very cold!

Andrew protested mildly: '‘But the aircraft will lpgessurised to an
even temperature, my dear! | assure you, neithenwdés nor fur
tippets are worn!'

Aunt Caroline, however, was not to be put off bglsunisplaced
humour. 'l was not,' she said with gentle digrigyggesting that you
should go to extremes. Just—just wool next the skid a warm
scarf --'

Andrew thrust aside the papers he was sorting draitly slipped an
arm about her waist. 'My love,' he said ferventyr, a blush like that
I'll promise to wear sealskin pants and whaling tBboAs Aunt
Caroline turned happily within the circle of hisrex Rachel snatched
up a pile of discarded newspapers from the chair tiee door and



hastily retired, leaving them to the privacy ofithembrace. 'Bless
them," she thought, closing the door soundlesshinbeher, 'they
might be renewing their teens!'

But her thoughts were to be so swiftly diverted wjled the stairhead,
she paused to adjust her unwieldy bundle. It cteishe noticed, of
the previous week's English dailies and severalesopf the far

bulkier Quebec journal which Andrew had orderedJon. As she
squared off the pile the top paper slipped andeeat; gathering the
sheets, she checked suddenly, her eye arrestgghabfa name she
knew.

She folded the sheet back into small compass arkddgavn on to the
top stair. When she had read the short gossip @ second and
third time she let the paper fall into her lap.

'‘Mrs Gil Benson'—that was Jon's Juliel—was in Lamdas Jon had
said, to a Canadian public her movements were 'n&weshe social
editor had noted the date of her arrival in Englaigen the address
of her West End hotel; mentioned her tragic widoadhand made an
oblique reference to her earlier engagement to Jihre—brilliant
young head of the Quebec branch of Synthics, nownnEssex
nursing home after a car-crash.'

Rachel looked at the paper's date and saw thaisiiseveral days old.
But had this issue been passed to Jon? Would he $@en the
paragraph, even if it had? Rachel rose reluctargjylacing her pile
of papers as, more than a little aghast, she loaké#ake plan already
half-formed in her mind.

No concern of yours, said cold reasdfwery concern, said her
compassion for Jon. And even with the plan onlyembryo the
conflict raged on.



She despised the caution which whispered thahgiffailed, perhaps
no one but Julie Benson need know. If she did4hé must take
whatever blame for her misguided interference theais to come.
And there would be plenty ... David Winslow's nohet
least—David'd Well, this time at least she would deserve it—athi
would make a change!

The thought galvanised her. The gossip column llaéd that Mrs
Benson planned to move on to the Continent aftet tvedon stay, so
tomorrow might be too late. And by tomorrow, whexeyvulie was',
Jon would be flying West.

She dealt swiftly with the practical difficultiels would be quicker to
take the Land Rover as far as Hoops Cray statiam ti drive all the
way up to Town. She did not mean to consult angoaayvice, but she
must leave a note for Aunt Caroline, saying whems lshped to get
back. Ought she to leave an 'Au Revoir' for Andtew? No, that
wasn't necessary. Aunt Caroline was to lunch ané @dith him at the
Country Club, but he would bring her home aftergadihd, Rachel
reflected grimly, whether she had succeeded oedaiith Julie,

Andrew would have to be her first confessor for idtae had done.
Yes, she would certainly have to tell Andrew tonigh

What else? It was visitors' day for the Wing aretéhwas no Iris now
to leave in charge. But with the fading of the stentpwards autumn
the numbers to be expected had grown fewer. Witmace than a
possible handful of people to deal with, Mrs Swemild manage, no
doubt.

Consulted on the matter, Mrs Sweet agreed reldgtahat she
probably could. But had Miss Rachel remembered ithatas her
night out? Mrs Sweet hoped firmly that nothing wburlterfere with
that.



That was all: A few minutes later, with only banmeé to catch the
London train, Rachel was on her way.

As her taxi threaded its way through the traffie sfas gripped in a
panic of alternate hope and fear that when shénegbdulie's hotel,
Julie might not still be there. Arrived at its ingdag entrance, she
told herself she was on a fool's errand, if notealdiing knave's. But
though it was still not too late to turn back, simew that she could
not. And while she waited at the reception desk, rgalised with a
kind of bleak surprise that the worst thing shelddwear would be
that Julie was out or had gone away.

But Julie had not gone away. She was in her dhigereception clerk
said, adding, to Rachel's surprise: 'Perhaps, magam are the
visitor Mrs Benson is expecting to call ?'

‘No, | couldn't be. Mrs Benson doesn't know me.'

The-girl smiled. 'Oh, I'm sorry. | didn't take hmessage, you see,
though | think one came down to the desk. Butiig her room, if
you'll give me your name, madam ?"

'It's Southern. Say, will you please, that a Misschel Southern
would be grateful if Mrs Benson could spare hey, aaquarter of an
hour?'

A bell-boy was called to escort her to the firsbfl@ minute or two
later, and at his knock a girl who, from Jon's desion, could only
be Julie, came to answer the door.

Her eyes swept Rachel without apparent questioa.said almost
eagerly: 'Rachel Southern? Do come in, won't you@ always
wanted to know you. Because I've heard about yocourse --'



Rachel went on, wondering a little what Jon wou&Vd told his
fiancee about the girl who had been his calf ldsemehow she
would have expected it to be nothing at all. Meaifeyther second
and close glance at Julie herself confirmed het firat Julie was all
that Jon had said of her.

Her figure was minute, elf-like; her hair a riclgynting copper. Her
eyes were a warm orange and the faint hollowinge@imher high
cheekbones spoke of her Red Indian blood. Her aalik every
movement of her hands or body had a kind of urgentous grace.
Rachel remembered Jon's 'She lives at about theeate of other
people,' and wished, for the sake of her missiuat, she knew how
far from Jon Julie's speed of living had carriedhenow.

Julie was inviting her to sit down, was flicking light for her
cigarette. She said: 'Well, we've been introdugeckpute already. |
don't know how you knew where to find me, thougbr Gnly mutual
link is D.—Dawvid to you, | suppose? And he --'

Rachel took the news-cutting from her bag. 'l foyad through this.
It was in a Quebec paper. | came on it by chance.'

‘That? Oh, yes-—All the same, | don't understand. If you took th
trouble to follow that up, you must have wantedsee me quite
badly?'

'l did, rather."

'You did? Why?' Julie's luminous eyes narrowediniden suspicion.
'‘Look," she challenged, 'you are playing straigitt we, aren't you? |
mean, you could be a kind of spy for that sisteraafrs who is going
to marry Jon. If so, you can tell her from me thatrather she had
come to look for herself!"

Rachel said very quietly: 'I'm not spying for Iri8he's in Paris, and
neither she nor anyone else knew that | was cotoisge you. | came



on impulse, wanting to ask you something I'm gotogfind it
difficult to say. For one thing, | thought you'ddm by now that Iris
Isn't going to marry Jon.'

Julie's slender fingers gripped the arm of herralnatil the knuckles
showed white. 'Shésn't? Then it was true --! D. said there was
something, but | hardly dared believe it, and limdiwant to discuss
it, | don't know why. | gather he believed somedra come
maliciously between them, and perhaps he thougéy'dhcome
together again. Anyway, he didn't want me to comer.oHe said it
was no good --But | had to come. On the faintepettbat if Jon were
still free, he would care enough to want to seeag@@n— had to
come!’

Rachel sat very still. Was her question, then, ansd/before it had
been asked? At least it looked as if to ask Joliméet Jon was no
longer a favour to be begged. 'And if Jon did caneugh,’ she
gueried, ‘what then?'

'Ifl' mocked Julie bitterly. 'If the moon were bludo, Jon and his
father can'mot know I'm in England. Even if | weren't, they coulc
always find me if they wanted. But Mr Sandred nd\ed me much,
and Jon --'

‘Jon is helpless, despairing and very much in mésdmeone else's
courage as well as his own. Someone who loves hough,' Rachel
prompted gently, 'to be for him, and go on beingrungly, all that he
believed for a very short while that Iris was.'

‘She deceived him, you mean?'
'Herself too, | think. And he clung to her as arspa

'‘But helovedher?' queried Julie enviously.



'For what he saw as the best thing that had hapgertem sinceyou
left him, yes. When he came to England he was gathe surface
and, as he put it, "in the market for" marriage.t Bugot the
impression that, with your going, his world hadkeo up. And now
that it has broken up still further, I'm convincgdu are the only
person who can set it to rights for him. So | caoask of you, rather
hopelessly, something | had no reason to thinkdybe' willing to
give. Shall | tell you what it was?-'

‘Yes, go on.'

'l wanted to say, "See Jon, if he'll see you." Atid,my bones | feel
that Jon cares enough. Do you?" That was the welydarsed it. But
| hadn't a hope really that you'd think | was amghother than
meddlesome or—well, mad. Now, though --'

'‘Now," Julie took her up, 'you already know what amgwer is. That
to be .granted a second chance with Jon is thehimg I've wanted
and prayed for endlessly. Ever since, in fact, dpped out of the
madness that parted us originally.'

Rachel prompted gently, 'lIt wgsur madness, wasn't it?"

Julie nodded. 'All mine. | had too much money ama rhuch leisure
on my hands, and while his father was making hich@nstart at the
bottom of his business and work up, Gil Benson made time to
give me than Jon had. And at the height of my ud#gabn for him, |

somehow contrived to blame Jon. | remember tellingnce that Jon
was neglecting me because he was still in love sothe English girl
he'd known over here.'

‘Some English girl? But that was --' Rachel brokenomid-phrase as
Julie's expression showed that she did not knowtdibEnglish girl
had been. And however inexplicable it was thattdeot, there was
no reason now why she should.



Julie went on: 'lt wasn't true, of course. Therd haen someone for
Jon over here, as D. knew. Jon had mentioned heetdut | hadn't

been curious. He wasn't in love with her any moéjast used her,

among other things, to justify myset myself, if you know what |

mean? Or oughtn't | to expect you to understandhamy quite as

despicable as that?'

'Isn't it already so far behind you that | neetitg?' countered Rachel.
'‘Something | understand even less is why, knowaorgaflong time
that you've loved him, you've never tried to applohim before?'

Julie spread expressive hands. 'Pride. The fedrenfg repulsed.
Since his engagement, the certainty that it woudd Mo use.
This—coming over here on D.'s news that the engagemastoff,
though against his advice—was my last throw. Sitieen I've
waited—for any message at all that would take m#oto’

Rachel touched the news-cutting. 'You weren't yeail your way to
Europe, then?'

'‘No. Pride again. | had to tell the reporter sonmgthand | guessed
the Sandreds would see it. If Jon wanted to seehmshould know
where to find me, | argued. If he didn't, the Ewagtory could

conceal the truth.'

‘The truth being that you still couldn't sink yquride and go to him
unasked?'

"They mightn't have let me see himif | had.'

'‘Oh, my dear, if Jon wanted to see you again, roamearth would
have dared to keep you apart! But don't you re#tigsehe could have
his pride and fear of you too? And that, if neitioéryou makes a
move before tomorrow, for this time at least yohdive lost your
chance?'



'‘Before tomorrow? That's their deadline over hera@y're going
back?'

'Yes. They're flying by the morning plane.’

Julie sprang up. 'But—but what can | do in thatettnshe cried in
panic. 'Jon wouldn't get a letter, would he? Anchh't telephone
iIn—in cold blood. How far out of town is the nurgihome where he
is? If | screwed enough courage, could | go theday?'

‘That's rather what | hoped you might decide to Bachel told her.
'It's not far from my home, you know, and we cogéd there in less
than an hour by train.’

*You'd come with me?'
'If you want me to.'

'l would—if I'm really going.' For a moment Juliéoed, hand to
cheek, irresolute. Then her tiny head went updd'lit,’ she said. 'l've
got everything in the world to gain, and what ted® And oh—just to
seehim again --!"

She broke off as a page knocked and entered wilbriat's box.
'Flowers for me?' she puzzled. 'But who on eafh --

The box contained a sheaf of long-stemmed red resafark as to be
almost black. At sight of them she blanched andcéea open the
envelope which was pinned to a tissue fold. Ingide a card with a
typed message which she read, then passed thidaghel. ‘Now |
cantelephone,' she said tremulously, ‘and not—naobld blood!

The card had been sent through the Interflorasergica famous
Piccadilly florist's; the wired message it containgas from Jon.
Rachel read: 'My lost love, Dark red roses for akdaed girl.



Remember? And if these are too late to carry anotleaning for

you, just let them wish youBbn Voyage".

Rachel handed back the card. 'The telephone nuisibtoops Cray
2323,' she said. But Julie was already at the sidann her bedroom.
'Yes, | know," she called shakily. 'I've been liteat queen of
yours—I've had it written on my heart!

A moment later the exchange was answering and Ragd@ to
close the bedroom door so that only the murmuulé's voice came
through to her.



CHAPTER TEN

IT was a very long telephone call. When Julie cantk Isae said:
'‘Rachel, what do you think? I've got to pack! Jotually booked a
seat for me on his outgoing plane three days agoth@wffchance!
Listen—-I must tell you. He had spotted that goswfe before he
passed the paper back to Andrew Blake. Andrew cdufdve seen
it; anyway, he didn't mention it to Jon, and Mr &aad didn't see the
paper. That's why I'm not going down to see Jomayoé&acing his
father is going to be a difficult bridge for medmss, because he's
never been able to forgive any injury done to Jon.’

'‘No," agreed Rachel gravely, remembering thathaid learned that
only too well. For after her broken engagementsifather's rejection
of her had been even more final than Jon's.

Julie went on: 'Well, Jon went haywire, he said] booked that extra
seat without a clue or a hope of what | felt. Whetd done it he went
as stiff with pride—and as scared!—as I've beeiat TlBurope" stuck
in his throat, he said!" Whom was | going with? Aihdlone, did |
plan to meet some man over there? Or was | justrdgdying, drifting
—fair game for anyone? He racked himself with deubttil today.
Until he had the thought of sending me the rosesl-Awell, you
know the end othatstory!'

‘The beginning, surely?' smiled Rachel.

‘A new chapter, anyway! Jon says he is going tdogtter, and | don't
care how long it takes. But now what?' Julie lookegatient. 'Oh,
yes—packing next! Stay and help me, will you? Stayea? Have
dinner with me? We'll have something terribly spe@nd you must
drink to me and Jon in champagne.'

Together they sat about filling her several pieocéduxury air
luggage while she chattered happily on. They werttiny the last



things she would need for the night into her dressiase when
Rachel remembered a question she must ask.

She said, 'You know, Julie, I'd expected to havexjadain quite a lot
about myself to you. But | didn't even have toadtice myself. How
did you know me by repute, as you said, if not from?2Jo

Julie, kneeling at the luggage stand, sat backeorh&els. '‘But until
today Jon and | haven't exchanged a word on angduior nearly
three years. So how could | have heard about yaou fim?'

'‘Oh --Why, no, of course you couldn't,’ Rachel adgrquickly. That
confirmed it. From Jon Julie had never heard henenaBut as she
was on the point of asking, 'How, then --?' Julentwon:

'No, it was D., of course. Who else?"

'D.?" At the dressing-table Rachel made a businesgishing some
spilled powder into the palm of her hand. "You—yeuseen him
recently, in connection with Jon?"

'Yes, | told you—in Quebec, before | came over.dsvirantic for
news of Jon at first hand. So | rang the Sandradtplhere D. was
not long back from over here. But of course it viethren that he told
me about youThatwas years ago. And of course | knew the Engli
Synthics plant was somewhere near that lovely hafingeurs. So this
time | ventured to ask him whether you were stiére or whether
you'd eventually married that man who had beemivas for you. He
said you hadn't, but --'

‘David'srival for me?'Rachel cut in. 'Why, what are you suggestin
he told you about me "years ago"?'

Julie looked nonplussed. 'Well, what do you thinkRe asked.
‘Everything, of course, a man in love is hungrgaafide!



'‘But you've got it all wrong! David Winslow was resvn love with
me. Oh | knew he stayed with the Sandreds, the siurtimay were at
Falconers and we lived in the village. But thougimdy have seen
him, | don't remember meeting him. At the time |sweather
preoccupied with—someone else.’

‘This other man whom you didn't marry after all?l Di. know about
him?'

'l should think so.'

‘Well, he told me he had fallen in love with you sight. But what
happened to your affair, Rachel? Don't tell meoifi‘d rather not.'

'It didn't last. He threw me over for another girl.
'‘Does D. know that too?'
‘Yes. It happened years ago, and I've got ovemipdetely.'

‘Yet D. still hasn't told you that he loves you?&3ked you to marry
him?* Julie took Rachel by the shoulders and tuhrexdabout. 'If he
did ask you now, would he have any hope?'

'‘Any hope?'Rachel's echo sprang unguardedly from the straah t
was plucking intolerably at her throat.

‘Then you do love him now?'

Head down, Rachel nodded. 'Yes. But he mustn't kitfbhe ever
Imagined he loved me, which | can't believe, hesddeany longer.
He thinks -- No, it doesn't matter. But we're paas now where we're
not even friends any more.'

‘That's for him to say as much as you, | shouldkthiJulie released
her as the telephone rang.



She went to it. 'Yes, that's right. Ask him to campe please,’ she said.
And then to Rachel: 'l hadn't told you. | thouddtdtill need D.'s help
over Jon when he came back from Quebec. He cakladrgay that
he was coming today, and that call was from Reoppth say that
he's here. He's on his way up, and when he comeagoing to leave
you together for a while.'

Rachel cried in panic: 'Julie, you can't! | --'

Julie shook her head. 'No. If he knows you're bkthat other affair
and hasn't got around to telling you that he lgimshimself, then it's
time you were rid of whatever cross-purposes arditglhim back. |

wouldn't believe that he has ever stopped loving watil hetells me

he has. And after all these years, what is he mgafor?'

Before Rachel could protest again she went to tpeouter door of
her suite. David's voice said: 'Julie, my dear, laoa/you?' and then
he was there, the mere room's length away. And &ackyes were
meeting and locking with his before he looked dawdulie again to
put a steadying arm about her as she stood o tiptimuch his cheek
with her lips.

'D. dear,' she whispered. 'Wonderful; wonderful sleWhat would
you say could be the best thing to happen for needén too? No—I
can't wait for you to guess. He wants me—imagiaé thnd when he
goes home tomorrow, I'm going too!'

The effect on David must have been all she coule heoped. He
took her by the shoulders and held her back fram hMou and Jon?'
he said. And again, looking beyond her to searathB&ls face:

'You and Jon --?'

‘Yes. Yes!If you don't believe me, ask Rachel. But you'denaaid,
wouldn't you, that she was the last person youpeeixto find here
with me?'



.The very last.'

‘Yes, well -- Oh, dear, Rachgbutell him? No? Then | must. Listen,
D. You see, Rachel has always believed that Jonnkeadr really

fallen out of love with me. It seems that he héleethto her about me
since he has been in England. She was so convuifcetthat she felt

quite outraged when he got engaged to Iris. Shddadcept it, but

she always distrusted whatever had brought it akknd you were

wrong, D.—nobody came between them. Iris went tohiebone day

and begged Rachel's help because she couldnit takel wanted to

back out. And in spite of the shock for Jon, Ra@drhits she was
almost glad. Or do you know all this?'

‘No, go on.'

'‘Well, she was glad because she felt it had spéet both—Jon
particularly—a terrible mistake. But it left him gmotifully alone
again, and there was nothing she could do untilcsimee by chance
on that paragraph about where | was staying whilehthem put in
The Quebec SurBut when she did, though she hadn't any id
whether | still cared for Jon, she staked everglun coming to beg
me at least to see him again. Imagine, D.!—shethaidstrength of
conviction! And yet in Quebec even you believedindi you, that |
hadn't a hope, that it was too late for Jon andawey again?'

David said: 'In Quebec it seems that | was wrongualmore than
that——" And though he was looking at her no longer dnevwords

were too few for Rachel to read his meaning, thneae some quality
in his tone from which she took hope that he wasewag Julie

where he had not believed her.

She supposed that it was all she could ask oflnifove with her? As
If, supposing Julie were right, he would never hile her so, never
have guessed all that he meant to hethave recognised the hunge
of longing with which she had responded to his érdg! No, all she



could hope was that he should have ceased to tiwery worst of
her before they went their separate ways; justiteatould no longer
believe she had plotted and schemed her way to Jon.

» She heard him asking Julie: 'But that's not the ef the story.
Rachel came to see you. What then?'

'Oh," breathed Julie, 'that was the lovely, the io@gpart! With
Rachel's help I'd just screwed up my courage arwvmh away my
pride when—he sent me roses'hey're here—look!" She ran gathe
up the sheaf and thrust Jon's card into David'd.han

He read it and smiled down into her radiant faded'then?' he
invited again.

‘That's all! There's "Now" and ahead of us, allftitere!" she almost
sang. And snatching at his hand and flinging outdteer one to
Rachel as if to draw them both into the charmedeiof her own
happiness, she appealed to him: 'Thank Racheldow you, D.? |
can't, enough-ever.l know Jon approached me himself in the en
But he says he realises now that she probkbéwall along, even
when he didn't himself. So in a way it's been héhfthat moved our
mountains --' She broke off as the telephone ranog onore. "That'll
be Jon ringing back,' she said confidently. 'Wevkmee were going
to have heaps more to say. I'll take it on therestta --' And adroitly
slipping from between the other two she left thenthie handclasp
she had thrust upon them and a blank of uneasysile

But when Rachel made to draw her hand away fronbhiad held
fast. 'No, Julie may have forced this moment dhtfdne said, 'but we
couldn't have escaped it for ever. Will you tell,iRachel? This long
faith of yours about Julie and Jon—did you haviv®by it entirely
alone? Why was it necessary to leave to my cruéssywork all that
it seems to explain now?"



'‘But until we last parted," she reminded him, dirti realise your

guessworkcould lead you where it did. Before that, you'd onlychel
me off and appeared to despise me for motives goamasked me to
defend.'

'So help me, | thought | didn't need them enumdtdd®n't forget |
had witnessed your passionate dismay over Irigaggment to Jon.
And that built later into your too-patient willingss, if no worse, that
it should end. What else could | conclude but yloat had stopped at
nothing to keep Jon for yourself?'

‘Mr Sandred could have told you differently. So ldois. So could
Jon.’

'I'd left the plant within an hour. And flew to Chex that night. |
didn't see Iris again, nor Jon. And | told you—Hth®o intention of
bandying my accusation around.'

*You could still have waited to hear my defencea ttcharge you had
voiced in so many words at last!'

David shook his head. 'That morning | was so angtign't much
care whether you had a defence or not. Needlessytdhat frame of
mind didn't last. But by the time | did care agaour silence made it
clear that any judgment of mine didn't count witdu\at all.’

'l telephoned you' that night, but you had alregolye. And though |
did try to write to you, | couldn't.’

'‘And so—mpasse?’

‘Not quite.' Suddenly courageous, Rachel founddielaunched on
the words she had rehearsed for weeks. She sa@hdd time to
realise at least why you thought | wanted Jon,tandgh | couldn't
write it, this has to be said. | don't love him.I'tf been wavering
about it, meeting him again might have been touuhgo for me.



But it wasn't. At first sight | knew I'd been fre€him for years and
that | had nothing to fear.'

David took her. other hand in his. 'Was it onlyrfdaat turned you
into a lovely but entirely unfamiliar butterfly orreght?’

Not looking at him, Rachel said: "That was an irspuldidn't analyse
until it was too late. It did begin as a gesturdda. Iris had already
jerked me into realising what I'd allowed time twtd my outlook as
well as my looks, and | was determined Jon shotulldimk bitterness
for him had withered every attraction I'd ever Hadok the problem

to Glenda Moore, who understood it so well thatitea was fully

launched before | realised it was a ghastly mistake

'‘What brought it home to you that it was—if it was?

'l think—(But she knew)—'it was the way you lookatime as |
came down Glenda's stairs.'

'‘But the gesture wasn't for me. Why should it henadtered what |
thought of it?'

'‘Because it taught me that | didn't really caleatJon thought of me,
but that for you to think | was just an ugly dudigiplaying swan did
matter —a lot.'

‘Yet later that night you still let me think youd@lanned it as a
prelude to taking up the threads again with Jord K\gou weren't in
love with him, why were you so angry when he amlplayed truant
and went off to the sea together? That afternoonagpeared only a
shade less outraged than when | broke the newautthat they were
engaged.’

Rachel hesitated. 'Both times—it was revulsion oarybehalf,' she
said in a low voice.



‘You were indignant fome?'David's brows drew together.

‘Well, Iris knew by that time what she meant to yduan't she? She
must have realised how even that escapade witlwdahd hurt you.
And then— their engagement without a word to you!'

David was silent for a long minute. Then: "You dddwave read Jon's
letter, as | advised,' he said. 'You'd have kndwemtthathe had no
such illusions that Iris meant anything seriousi& Nor | to her. He
knew, of course, that we had seen something of etidr and that
she had indulged some flirtatious passages with-'me

'‘But that Iris didn't care for you was no criteritvat you didn't care
deeply for her!" Rachel broke in in protest.

‘My dear,' reasoned David gently, '‘Jon is my friddd you think he
would have allowed their affair even to begin ifkmew Iris owed a
prior loyalty to me?'

‘It's not an unknown situation,' muttered Rachel.

‘Nevertheless, it's one Jon hadn't to face. Hisrliéield no doubt that
he was free to love Iris as she was free to lowe And they were,
you know.'

'You mean—you weren't in love with her, even thoygh told Aunt
Caroline and me that, like Jon, you'd fallen for tneubling charm?'

'l was briefly taken with it, yes. Rather as ondrawn to caress the
velvet covering any kitten's claws. It's bewitchiinat the Irises of
this world wield over our sex as easily as theytire, you know.'

'‘But | thought you had only asked me to dine with @s a retaliation
against her!'



'‘And | thought,' he countered, 'that Madame Masrdatermination
to link us romantically had embarrassed your feslifor Jon. But |
apologised for laying you open to that. As, latdrad to apologise
again --'

She knew that he meant the kiss he had forced bpgnand was
humiliated afresh at the memory. 'That too --'sdd, flushing. "You
said that, invited by similar circumstances, you woukllve kissed
Iris in the same way!

He stared at her. '"You can actually believe that$ using you as
proxy for Iristhen?That | had ever kissed her or could ever wain to
that way?If so --' He broke off, and without warning caudter

close, so close that in order to look up into lesndnding eyes, her
body was forced painfully back against the assedip of his arms.

'If so,' he repeated savagelyis for the difference between a mere
goodnight kiss and the real thing!" And he tooklhpgs with a greedy
arrogance that, this time, would not be denied.

At first, startled and as resistant as to his kirs$, she gave nothing in
return. But suddenly, and as if her instinct hadley a signal which
her will rejected, her passion took fire from hmglaner recoil turned
to a yielding, sweet consent. She returned kissséarching kiss,
echoed his murmured endearments, and even whenake ho
release her, she drew his head down again and wotlét him go.

The dark engulfing tide ebbed at last; their nearktgned. David
shut her trembling hands together and cupped his avout them
beneath her chin. He said: 'l think I've had mywnaers But say it too.
Then it needn't elude me ever again.’

Her colour surged. 'l needn't say it.'

'‘But you must. Repeat after me, "I love you. Dawid"



'l love you, love you --'
'‘And you'll make an adventure of loving? You'll mame?'
‘Sooner than soon, if you want me.’

'If | want you --!'" He bowed his head above hers.lks lightly upon
the springing hair at her temple, he murmured:ahtwou, worship
you, love you with the whole of me. You have myrthea

Wonderingly Rachel saw the long agony of doubty,fgsalousy
settle like dust upon a summer road. It wouldesfibly no more.

Presently they were content to make their embracenore than an
entwinement of their fingers while they saj closel dalked. They
had almost forgotten Julie until they heard thekchf the cradled
receiver from the bedroom and knew that she woelddming back.
Then David said: 'Julie left us holding hands. Wighd to show her
some progress, don't you think?"

Willingly Rachel gave herself again to the invitatiof his arms.

David had had his car taken to the airport to @t and after an
early dinner with Julie they drove down to HoopsyCr

As they drove their talk traced new paths of digcgwf each other.

David said: 'For me it really was a case of lovérat sight and only
of sight—then."

‘Then, when you knew Jon had jilted me, why digati --?'

'‘Chance my arm?' He shrugged. 'l wasn't taking st on the
rebound. Besides, in those days | had nothing fer gfou in the



worldly sense. I'd had to go in at the bottom & andred works
with Jon, and | couldn't hope to match the sotifefl thought you
would have gone back to at Falconers. | had to rdakeith telling
the dream to Julie instead."

‘Yes, it was you who told Julie my name and allwboe. As if I'd
beenyour girl. She never did hear about me from Jon?'

'‘No. And when | found that out, | respected higesed think Jon was
right to keep her in the dark about you. If she kiaown how deeply
involved he had been with you, she might think bhe cause for
worry now.’

Rachel laughed happily. 'Worry—about me? She caiab®o sure
of Jon for that." A pause. Then: 'Davidhat about Iris? You were
attracted by her more than a little, weren't yow? id kiss her—
and all that?'

‘Yes, I've kissed her. It was churlish not to, wisbe expected it so
patently. And there was a very short time—don'tumgerstand this,
my sweet—when wantedto fall in love with her, | think. Wanted to
for reason of her very difference from you. Whérlieved you were
still in love with Jon. even if you didn't knowyiburself, | thought it
might be easier to forget you with a "second biet"Iris than alone
or with any other woman who might remind me evemately of
you. Can we forget Iris now?"

'l think so. David --You said you came back to Bakrs on a
nostalgic pilgrimageWasit just to Falconers? Or to find me?'

‘To find you, my love, my love—in the gracious heusd
remembered and pictured you in for so long. | ceorenew a magic
of my yesterdays --'

‘And you found instead a dried-up spinster struggitnmake a living
from an impoverished estate!'



'On the contrary, | found the girl | remembereaduih now she was a
lovely woman with a far vision of her duty to hewr fierce
independence, and to people and a house thatvetk Rachel, we'll
do things for Falconers together, won't we? Ydetlime help? You
won't be proud?’

'I'l never shut you out again for pride's stupattes, David.' And they
smiled at each other, aware that they shared ar sccord which
would often go beyond the need of words.

They came to Falconers in a late dusk about toidgigehed by
moonrise behind the house. As always on returning, tRachel
experienced a stab of gratitude for the serenitisalhouette against
the skyline. This was 'home' and now, thanks toidaw could
remain so ... And even as they drove up to it &edctr circled the
sweep of the drive, they had no warning that witksnwalls there
boded already a threat to its enduring calm.

But as Rachel alighted she suddenly checked. 'D&ak—what's
that? That wood-cracking little sound?"

David threw back his head to listen. 'Don't knovould be a tree
creaking in the wind. But no—it's too sharp fortth&hy, it's not
wood cracking. It's woodburning. Rachel, look—your Elizabethan
Wing!'

He turned to run across the courtyard, and as Ratlmabled after
him she too saw the ground- floor mullions of theagMglow, darken
and glow again in a menace that could have onlynoeening Ahead
of her, David was at the nearest window-sill, psgiinside. As she
came up he asked over his shoulder: 'What's tbim?olrhe smoke is
too thick to see through.’



'It's not really a room. We call it the Long Gajleit connects the first
room with the end two beyond it. Beyond them theMlwing is shut
off from the main block that isn't used now.'

'‘Well, let's get in. Have you got the key?'

'‘Not with me. It'll be the house. It was visitodsly and | left Mrs
Sweet in charge.'

'‘Run for it, then, sweetheart. Bring it to me fiasid then you'd better
ring the fire brigade. Any extinguishers inside?'

'Yes, three --'

When she ran back to him with the key to the maorday he
forbade her to grope with him through the wall afoke which
belched out. She told him where to find the extisgers, and while
she went to give the alarm he plunged inside.

Her breath was sobbing in her throat with fear ion when she
returned and found he had not yet come out. Whatdhke told her
he had used all three extinguishers with littlecess. 'One was a dud,
and the others barely touched the hold of thelfaé gained in the
Long Gallery. So | shut the door on it to keeprdanf spreading.
There's not much we can do except hope to cortfirlave you much
of value in that part?'

'‘No. Most of the irreplaceable stuff is in the raom

'Well, we could dismantle this first room now thmake has cleared
from it. Shall we make a start while we wait foe thrigade?’

Any action at all was welcome to Rachel. Togetheytpulled down
hangings and carried furniture and pictures owafety until their
Isolation with the disaster ended with the arriwhthe fire brigade
and everyone else from the village whom the alaachrieached.



Then David went to help the firemen and Rachel dobarself the
centre of a fantastic crowd scene which milled elaghoured about
her.

'‘How did it happen, Miss Rachel?'
'‘When did you find out?'

‘Mark my word, one of them visitors dropped a laght
cigarette'—Over and over the same speculations disceissed, the
same questions plied. Rachel escaped briefly tpAmdrew Blake at
the Country Club to beg him to keep Aunt Caroliheré for the

night. Then she went back to the courtyard, dragairest her will by

the cruel magnetism of watching Falconers burn.

That was the worst of it. To have done all thatlddae done in the
way of salvage and then to have to watch and waitta share her
vigil with people, however kindly inclined, for whoit was more of a
spectacle than the tragedy it was for her. Thamlkisé prompt action
of the firemen, most of the furniture and other atoles had been
carried clear. But the pieces had been hastily éahamywhere about
the courtyard and it wrung her heart to notice htmsn from their
setting, even the best-loved of them looked taveahty forlorn.

Suddenly David, smoke-begrimed but bringing hopes at her side.

'‘Sweetheart, they think they've got it under at. |Bsit, just as a
precaution, the fire chief advises against youemlgg in your wing
tonight.'

‘But if it could still spread | can't possibly dede

‘There's no question of that. There's a slight, fis&t's all. And the
chief would feel happier if you made ready to leave either took
your personal valuables with you or got them togeiomewhere, so
that they can be salvaged at once if the needsdrise



‘My personal valuables? My—mink and my diamond peu

In full view of several interested onlookers Dawent to kiss her
cheek. 'Gallant joke, my darling— and a challenti@tcept. Only
say the word—if you want mink, I'll have to seetthau get it Anda
diamond parure!'

She leaned wearily back on his encircling arm. idloinl'd give all
the mink and diamonds in the world to be surettiathouse is really
saved.'

'l think you can be sure of that. And I'm assuradb sides that the
final damage is rarely as bad as it looks amidsthal hideous but
necessary mess.'

‘Well, it could hardly be worse.' She sighed arehftashamed of her
too-ready despair, she managed a wry smile.

‘What is it, my sweet?'

'I'm remembering that Jon once called this place'papr relation”,
and | was thinking that tonight it looks just likeat. Jon suggested
that, if | couldn't bear to sell it, I'd better mama man who cared
enough for it too to be willing to take it on askad of—of
encumbrance of mine. He asked me if | knew anyieettat.'

‘Well, you did, didn't you? You knew me.'

‘Not, though," she said shyly, 'that you loved et that I'd ever
have the chance of sharing Falconers with you.'

'‘But you know now."' And with a silencing kiss fartips and a little
encouraging slap, David sent her about the tadkaldegiven her to
do.



Presently she had gathered her own and Aunt Calslismall
belongings and private papers and had carriedtease down to the
sitting-room to hold them, when David came in.

‘All clear,' he told her thankfully. 'The hoses ddeen drawn off, but
a couple of men are going to stand by for the niyl@ganwhile I've

basely courted favour in everyone's eyes by sendown to the

village and laying on beer.'

'‘Oh, David, you think of everything. Even of beer!'

'‘And now | can concentrate on you. Are you readyddaken over to
the Country Club?'

'‘But need | go now, if there's no more risk?"'

‘Do you think I'm going to leave you here alone? &gnen if we were
chaperoned by perambulating firemen imagine thedadaf | stayed
too! Besides, Miss Southern will be anxious abau.y5So if you're
ready, darling, we'll be off now. Are these thents you want to
take? Have you got everything, do you think? Pagergel cases,
things like that?'

Rachel smiled. 'Aunt Caroline's jewel case. Notlsagyrand for me.
Just a trinket box that used to be my mother's.’

'Is that it? May | see? When the time is ripe'— dayrinned at her
lovingly—'will it take a diamond parure?"

She passed the trinket box to him, but allowedhageds to rest over
his as they held. She said softly: 'For months iswheld something
infinitely more precious to me." And turning itsykeshe enjoyed his
bewilderment as he stared down at the coin whickthva only thing

within.



He took it up and turned it again and again ingaibn. But she saw
that his understanding of it had slowly dawné&tine?' he asked.

She nodded wordlessly.
‘You kept it, darling? Why?'

‘At the time, | couldn't have told you. When youdeane take it as
the price of your right to visit Falconers | longedthrow it in your
face!'

'‘But you kept it instead! If only you'd let me tgtu sooner all that |
wanted it to buy! How could | expect you to realigeugh, that for
me it represented the scraped savings of elevas gpéaope?’

'You always meant to come back to find me?"
‘Always, my dearest --'

And when presently they went out, hand-in-hand, theomoonlight
together, they left Falconers with quiet hearts.

For they would both be coming back.



