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Beth was broken-hearted when Danny Harding letlbeam, and she
vowed that it would be a long time before she itellove again. It
seemed particularly unfair then, that when shedietio take a job as
far away from the scene of her romance as possiblthe middle of
Arizona - it was only to learn that Danny was arneeighbour,
together with his new fiancee Cindy. But happilypdamore
unexpectedly. Beth fell in love again, this timghwiDanny's cousin
Dean, a very different kind of man, and one whdyeaved her. Or
did he? Surely fate wouldn't be so cruel as t&etBeth in the same

way again?



CHAPTER ONE

ComB in hand, Beth Morrison paused by the dressingetaind

wished she did not have to leave the safety anet gliher bedroom
for the noisy bonhomie of the living-room on théat side of the
door. Not that her cousin Lois had forced her iagpeeing to be
present for the party she was giving to celebratenbw job with one
of New York's most famous interior decorators; eathhad

conscience made Beth's acceptance inevitable;@mrd not share a
flat with someone and then refuse to participateomsting their

success. No, going to Lois's party tonight was/trg least she could
do to show her appreciation for the magnificent wayhich her

cousin had come to the rescue at a time when &tk lbeen at its
bleakest and most horrifying.

Beth shivered. Even now she could hardly bearitiktbf that tragic
moment, barely six months ago, when she had leaftbe car crash
which had robbed her of both mother and father.drig good thing
- during those weeks of heartache - was that hasicoLois, in

England for a holiday when the tragedy had occurredd

immediately taken care of her.

‘Sometimes | feel sixty years older than you, met gix," Lois had
commented one evening when she had been helpingt8giack,
prior to their leaving for the United States. 'Beate how you've
managed to remain so innocent!

"You make it sound like a sin.'

‘It almost is." A faint smile touched Lois's garface, with its pointed
features and dark, short cut hair. 'Didn't UnclekXaink you should
have trained for a job so that you could earn ywurg?'

'l was just starting to learn shorthand and typiBgth said. 'l won a
place at university, but it would have meant legvmome and only



getting back for the occasional weekend.' She thaweay and picked
up another pile of books, forcing herself to coméinspeaking. 'l
suppose you'll sahatwas very old-fashioned of me - not wanting t:
leave my parents - but Mother was only given a j@ars ... the
doctors thought it would be three at the most.’

'l knew that.' Lois's voice was deep with sympathyould have
done the same in your circumstances. Allalssaying is that it beats
me how you've managed to stay so innocent!'

'l know babies aren't brought by storks,' Beth aared.
‘That's something, at least!

‘Will | really be such a problem to you?' Beth Hathg down the
things she was holding and leaned towards her olfsyou'd rather
call the whole thing off, | can easily stay her&elgot Dad's
insurance and—'

‘Don't be crazy! Your parents looked aftee when mine died. The
very least | can do is—'

‘They looked after you because thvegntedto,' Beth interrupted. 'Not
because they ever expected you to repay them imwagy

'l know that. Your parents were the kindest, swaete

Lois put her arms around Beth's shoulderaiahtyou to come and
live with me. We're all the family that's left, afainilies should stick
together.'

Now, six months later, Beth realized how wondeyfullois had
carried out this statement, insisting she finishdexretarial course,
even though it had meant going to a far more experme in New



York, and then refusing to let her take any jobdbkege had found
for her.

'l know their kind of jobs,’ Lois had said, shakiigr head.
‘Attorneys, accountants and doctors. All over fitipd all wanting a
devoted and dedicated secretary.’

'‘But that's exactly what I've been trained for fiBead protested; 'I've
got excellent speeds and—'

‘Under thirty-five,' Lois intervened.
Sixty and a hundred and twenty,' came the indigresgonse.

'‘Not your speeds,' Lois had laughed. 'The age of hoss! You've
got to find one under thirty-five.'

'I'm looking for a job, not a husband.

‘You're looking for a jolanda husband. And the best way of findin
one is to find a young boss. In that way you willleast stand a
sporting chance of being in an office with otheug people. If you
take one of the jobs the college finds for you,'yend up a spinster.’

'‘Look who's talking,' Beth had retorted. 'How mamghts haveyou
worked late this week&ndyour boss is married!

The unexpected pallor of Lois's face told Beth lsaé committed a
faux pas;also telling her why her cousin - so popular witfe
opposite sex - was still unmarried and free ofchittaent. Except that
Lois was not free. Unmarried, yes, but certainlyunmattached.

'I'm sorry,' Beth stammered. 'l didn't mean ..adlmo idea ...’

'‘No one has,' Lois said dryly. 'Least of all my £10s



'He must be blind!"

'Or else I'm a very good actress.' Lois had mowed to the window,
parting the curtains to show the tall glass anccete buildings that
made the skyline of New York at once the most beduand
terrifying sight on earth. 'As a matter of fact tnmking of changing
my job. There's one going with Hal Detringer. Hals interior
decorator. Very fancy angery high-powered. The pay's terrific anc
about a hundred other girls have also applied.’

'l hope you get it,' Beth had said earnestly.

'So do I. I've known for the last year that | hadld something to get
away from.... Anyway, if | do get the job I'll givgeparty to celebrate
my freedom. And I'll even invite Bill Saunders. Tihest boss and the
blindest man on earth!" Lois's voice was bright, ibwas belied by

the over- brightness in her dark eyes. 'lI've gogdbthat job,' she
muttered. 'l've got to.'

And get it she did, at the same time keeping hemge to give a
celebration party. The party which was now begigrand to which
Beth so desperately did not want to go.

The door opened and Beth, still by the dressinggtawvung round to
see her cousin, dramatic in black velvet trousedssalver lame top.

‘Aren't you ready yet? The party will be over iluydon't get a move
on.'

‘Sorry, Lois. | was - | was just thinking.'

‘Well, stop thinking and start doing!" Not givingetd any further
chance of arguing, Lois caught her by the handpaitidd her into the
living-room. 'Hey, everyone,' she called, 'thisniy cousin from
England. How about making her welcome?'



There was a chorus of assent, and Beth found hergebunded by
friendly smiling faces, while a host of questionaswhurtled at her.
How long had she been in America? Was she livinge he
permanently? Did she like it and why was she hiding

With a laughing murmur of protest Beth avoided amynquestions
as she could, only saying that she had not bedmnding - merely
busy learning how to be a secretary.

‘Are you in a job yet?' The question came fromlia tiain girl with
dyed red hair.

‘No. I've just started to look.'
‘There's one going in my office. The pay's good smdre the hours.'

Before Beth could make any comment, the girl ddifeavay, and

Beth surreptitiously edged towards her bedroom. B&@ nearly

reached its safety when she heard the insistegingnof the door

bell. She paused, hoping someone would answaertithb music was
too loud, the dancing too frenetic, and with a s8gk moved across
the hallway and opened the door.

A tall, lanky young man was leaning negligently iagathe wall. He
was so tanned that for an instant she thought st beuforeign, but
as he moved his head she glimpsed the startling difidnis narrow
eyes and saw that his hair which she had thougmaturely grey -
was in fact the palest ash-blond.

‘You're not Lois Morrison,' he said, his voice anduid and drawling
that at first it was hard to understand what he sagsng.

‘No. | mean, that's right. I'm not Lois. I'm heust.' Beth opened the
door wider. 'l suppose you've come to the party?’



‘Yes.' He stepped into the hall. 'Is Janice het@'ye

I'm afraid | don't know who Janice is. This is firet time I've met
any of Lois's friends."

‘That goes for me too. Janice is my date for taragia she told me to
come on here.'

‘Then you'd better see if you can find her." Awafehe blue eyes
staring intently into hers, she coloured faintlpo'go into the
living-room.’

‘Where are you off to? You look all poised for fit§
'I'm going to my room." She hesitated. 'I'm notduseparties.'
"You should get used to them. You could be an Bsset

‘Never. I'm far too shy.' She backed away from Hitfease go in. I'm
sure you'll find your friend.'

Quickly she scurried past him, and though she didaok back she
was certain he was staring after her.

Not until she was curled up on the bed, makingetgmce of reading
a book, did she chide herself for giving way tovest How cross
Lois would be when she discovereditd how justified in being so!
Unless she made an effort to overcome her shyinessvsuld find
life passing her by.

With an exclamation of annoyance she went over he t
dressing-table again. She could not spend theofdke evening in
hiding. She owed it to her cousin, if not to hefrdel try and come to
terms with her own generation.



She ran a comb through her hair again, tidyingeieblonde tendrils
that had escaped from the carefully bound chighnaheanape of her
neck. It was a style which Lois had begged herhiange, but Beth
had adamantly refused. Her hair was too soft anel fo be worn
loose; keeping it confined by pins was the simpbasi cheapest
solution. It might make her look like a schoolteaghbut it was
preferable to looking like a hippy'. The very tigbtimade her smile,
and as always when she saw herself animated, shetwk by the
difference it made to her appearance, banishingdid the austere
Impression given by a delicate cut mouth and firetiselled nose.
Even her eyes looked different when she smiledr tivard slant
emphasized, so that she appeared more provocteregrey-green
depths more marked, giving her a sensuality beld the
over-slender figure, whose fragile bones and trenesit skin made it
difficult to believe that it housed a spirit at enfeerce with pride and
stiff with independence.

And it was time this independence asserted itsbi, decided, and
crossed to the door again.

But even as she re-entered the living-room her agmirnearly
deserted her. The room seemed more crowded than i
everyone absorbed in themselves and taking noenofiche pale
blonde girl watching them with large, frightenedesy The man to
whom she had opened the door earlier was in thetrafda laughing
group of girls, all glamorous and all vying for hadtention. He
seemed to be loving it too, Beth decided with sameisement, and
watched fascinated as he swung from one to the,ditbstowing here
a smile and there a touch, behaving, she thougke, & bee
surrounded by a plethora of beautiful scented flswe

‘What's amusing you?' a soft voice asked, and Betted to see a
man of medium height looking at her.



'‘Nothing,' she said quickly. 'Just the - just tleaeyral way in which
everyone seems to be flirting with everyone else!’

'You're not,' he said. 'That's what made me ngftice'

'‘Neither are you,' she half smiled. 'Or is that iWwu're trying to do
now?’

The colour came so suddenly into his face thatvse astonished.
She had never believed it possible to embarragsnarican male.
She looked at him more closely. Though obvioudiyead of Lois -
otherwise he would not be here - he seemed différem the other
men, not only older but also more reserved.

‘You're Lois's cousin,' he said suddenly. 'l shobée guessed.
You're just the way she described.’

'I'm afraid | don't knowyou.'
‘No reason why you should. I'm Bill Saunders, lsoex- boss.'
‘You!' Beth gasped.

‘The very ogre,' he smiled, misinterpreting herl@xation. 'l must
have been a terrible boss, | guess, because rsomeatrey will induce
her to change her mind and stay on with me.'

'l don't think she's leaving because of money,hBetid before she
could stop herself.

‘Then why is she going?' Though the words wereatathe look on
his face was serious.

‘Why do most people change their jobs?' Beth rdptarefully.
'‘Because they want a change of scene, of atmosphdnengs like
that.'



'You mean Lois was bored? Then why didn't she e@y sould have
given her different work - less responsibility, geo hours even.’

'You sound an ideal boss!" Beth smiled. '"You shotildave trouble
getting someone else.’

'No one can take Lois's place,' he said sobeltg fBeans a great dea
to me.'

He fell silent, and following his gaze Beth sawvds resting on her
cousin who was in animated conversation with two.me

'She's so popular and beautiful,’ Bill Saunderstwen ‘that it beats
me why she even bothers with a job. She could baea married a
hundred times over.'

'l suppose you told her so?' Beth asked dryly.
‘Many times."'

'‘Perhaps she thought you were trying to get rides"
‘She couldn't have thought that!'

He looked so concerned that Beth hastily triedispel the idea. 'I'm
sure she didn't. | know she was always very hapfy you.'

'I'l miss her," he said by way of answer. 'l hadealized how much
until I learned she was going.' He lowered his héasleyes almost
level with Beth's own. 'Why don't you come and take place? Lois
said you were looking for a job.’

'‘Me ... take Lois's place? You must be joking! bwvdy just qualified.’



'I'm sure you'll be more than adequate. Come omssMiorrison, say
yes, I've been dreading the thought of someone a®und the
office, and if you'll agree to come—"

'I'll still be new,' Beth warned.
'‘But you're Lois's cousin - that makes it diffetent

Beth hesitated. Though one part of her wanted tecthe job
iImmediately, the other part warned her that it rhigh better to
refuse. After all, Lois was leaving this man in@rdo put him out of
her mind. If she herself started to work for hine shight be undoing
all that her cousin was hoping to achieve.

‘Well?' he said again. 'Will you accept?'
‘May | think about it? I'll let you know in a fevags.'

He gave a slight smile and moved away, realiziagtintry and make
her change her mind might have the opposite efbécivhat he
wanted.

Beth watched him broodingly, surprised that Loisugt have fallen

in love with him, yet able to understand why shd dane so. Not
handsome in the obvious sense of the word, he theless had an
aura of stolidity and strength which would make haspecially

attractive to someone as volatile as her cousonédfadded to this the
man's intelligence, it was easy to see why admindtiad given way
to love.

Could she herself fall for a man like that? she de@yed. Even as she
asked the question her eyes rested on the talinthim she had met
earlier, and she looked away hastily. No, Bill S#ens was too gentle
a personality for her. She needed someone morenadomimore
ruthless.



'I must be crazy!' she thought wryly. A ruthlessimas the last thing
in the world she wanted. Annoyed by the inconsegeenf her
thoughts, she went over to the impromptu bar andgqubherself a
Dubonnet.

'Hey there,' a man's voice said. 'That's not blackaot juice you're
pouring! That's pretty potent stuff.’

Hastily setting down the bottle, Beth looked upse®e the tall thin
man of her earlier meeting. 'l don't normally drirdhe confessed.
‘And this seemed the most innocuous.'

'‘How about milk?'
She reddened. 'Did you find your date?"

'Yes. But she'd found someone else in the mean@oaaow "I'm
freel’

‘There are lots of other girls here.’
'l know. I've just found the one | want."'

Beth picked up her glass. Her hands were shakidgsame of the
liquid spilled. She set the glass down again ararceed for a
handkerchief.

'‘Looks like I've embarrassed you,' the young mach sa
'I'm not used to flirting.'

The words, so bluntly outspoken, took him by swriBlue eyes
searched her face and, satisfied by what they dascame
unexpectedly gentle.

‘You're just a kid - and foreign too!"



'I'm English.’

'‘No kidding. Your accent would never have given poay!
She smiled. 'l don't suppose I'll ever lose it clatgdy.'

'l hope not. It's beautiful.'

‘Now you're flirting again.’

'Is that so awful?'

'‘Not awful. Just meaningless.'

He digested this remark. 'Doegerythinghave to have meaning?'
'‘Not everything. Just when it's concerned with yemnotions.'
He grinned, 'You talk like a little old lady!"

' mean what | say.'

‘I'm sure you do!'

Unable to stop herself, she laughed, and hearindgpet nodded
approvingly. ‘At least you're not devoid of humolinat would have
made the whole thing impossible.’

‘Made what impossible?’

‘My falling for you. | could never love a girl whahdn't have a sense
of humour.'

Beth looked down at the glass on the table. It staisfull, which at
least meant she wasn't drunk and imagining things.



'You're quite sober,’ the young man said as thadigming her
thoughts.

‘Are you}' she asked sweetly.

'Only drunk with your beauty, my little English eisRose wouldn't
be your name, by any happy chance, would it?'

‘No, it wouldn't.' Feeling the joke was wearingnthshe made her
voice frigid. 'I'm Lois's cousin and my name is lBetlow if you'll
excuse me...'

She went to move past him, but he blocked her Way can't leave
me now I've just found you.'

‘There are lots of girls here who'd be delightedntake your
acquaintance Mr....'

'‘Harding," he interrupted. 'Danny Harding. And Hot interested in
any other girl. Just you.' He caught her arm. 8&ime, I'm serious.
Please, Beth.'

Half puzzled, half angry, she did not know whatltg and sensing it
he took advantage of her hesitancy to lead hentora secluded part
of the room, where he set her on a chair and lesthimself beside
her.

‘Now then,' he continued. 'Let's get to know onetlaer. Tell me
everything about yourself. Everything.'

‘Everything?'
'Yes,' he said firmly.’

Taking him at his word - it would at least be orewef putting him in
his place - she gave him a detailed account olifeeand only as she



came to the time when she was sixteen did she eld¢icat the joke
had gone on long enough.

'You can't really want to hear all this twaddle?'

''ve enjoyed every minute of it! I'm really getirto know what
makes you tick. Go on, honey. You've just celelokgteur birthday
and you still haven't had a date!"

' didn't till | was seventeen.’

He whistled. "Youverebackward!

'‘My parents were old-fashioned.'

‘How come they let you stay with Lois? She's a seahger, from all
accounts.’

‘Accounts are wrong, Mr. Harding. And my parents.army parents
died six months ago.'

'I'm sorry,' the young man said gently, and reatethned hand on her
own. 'Tell me about your folks, honey. If they pucdd a girl like
you, they must have been wonderful.’

‘They were," she said huskily. '‘But | can't talkatthem. Not now...
not here.'

‘This isn't exactly the place for serious conveosat he agreed.
'‘Which gives me the cue I've been looking for.' $feod up and
pulled Beth to her feet. 'l know a quiet place vehere can have
dinner and talk properly.’

'l can't talk any more,' she protested. 'I'm extells

‘Then I'll take over. Go get your coat.'



'‘But Lois-'

‘Won't even know we've gone,' he said firmly. ‘Canemy English
rose, stop arguing!

It was not until she was sitting beside him in»a that Beth realized
this was the first time she had gone out with a siane coming to
America. She gave a sigh, aware that she had apmnthteshold and
had crossed it successfully.

'‘Where are we going?' she asked.
‘The Cote Basque.'

‘Hardly a quiet little place,’ she retorted. 'lbse of the most
expensive restaurants in New York!

'l never said | was taking you somewhere cheaptadght her hand
and squeezed it. 'I'm not asking you to go Dutch!

She turned scarlet. 'Butig frightfully dear.’
‘And you're frightfully sweet! Now quit worrying alt money.’

Another wave of colour warmed her face, and turriieg head she
stared out of the window at the rain-washed styestpty except for
a few hardy souls struggling against the wind dreddownpour. A
row of lighted shop windows threw back her reflextifrom the

window of the taxi, and she turned round to her ganmon again.

'I'm not dressed for the Cote Basque. Couldn't wesgmewhere
else?’

‘You look perfect,’ came the firm answer. 'The dhipg missing is a
row of pearls. Then you'd really look like an Esglprincess!



Amused but not convinced, she gave in to him ahdseatly for the
rest of the journey.

The restaurant was everything she had believealbief and eating
her way through chilled melon and figs, fillet &teaoft as butter and
served with fresh peas and new potatoes, despti@ath that it was
barely spring - she had to admit that whoever had a&merican

restaurants could not compare with the best Fremobs had

obviously not had the pleasure of dining here.

‘Should we order the sweet now, or wait a while2hily Harding
asked as the main course was whisked away from.them

'l couldn't eaf another thing," she said. 'It wasulous. Do you come
here often?’

‘Whenever I'm in New York.' He caught her hand serthe table.
‘That's the first sign of curiosity you've showrmabme all evening. |
was beginning to think you didn't care if | turniatb a dormouse at
midnight and disappeared! --,

She giggled. 'I'mvery curious about you. But | was brought up ti
believe that—'

‘Nice girls don't ask questions,' he concludedaiOiken, lean back
and I'll tell you about my life without your askihg

In brief but humorous sentences he sketched a rpictd his
background. How different it was from her own. Bybtiup on a
ranch in Arizona, where he still lived with his brer Dean, his entire
life had been spent being groomed to take overstimberitance of
land and cattle and copper mines.



‘After | left college | thought of settling in NeXork," he concluded,
'but Dean wouldn't let me. The ranch is his woHe. can't believe
any other exists.'

‘And he wants you with him?"'

‘All the time. Sometimes it's difficult... evenew thousand acres car
seem mighty claustrophobic when you keep ridingntitay after
day! That's when | usually take a trip up here.'

'‘Does your brother come with you?'
‘You'd never get Dean away from the Bar T-L. ltswhole world.'
'He must be very narrow-minded, then,' she observed

"If you mean does he stick to an idea once helydtsof it, then the
answer is yes. In that respect we're alike. Whraligls me back to the
other things | said to you.' Oblivious of the wanetching them, he
drew her hand to his lips an4 kept it there foimatant. 'l hope you're
going to let me see you all the time I'm here?’

'l don't see why not,' she said lightly. "You'll geing back to the
ranch soon anyway.'

'‘Dean can take care of it. Now I've met you, I'aystg here as long
as | can.’'

His voice was so tender that she thrilled to it,ijanaged to hide her
pleasure behind a prim shake of her head.

‘You're die first man I've gone out with since imeato America.'

‘My aim is to be the last." She gave a tremulouesiend seeing it as
one of disbelief, Danny leaned closer. 'I'm noingk Beth. | meant
every word | said to you tonight. | fell for youetlminute we met."'



‘But - but why? I'm so ordinary.'

'So extraordinary,' he corrected. ‘Like somethingaf a Victorian
romance with your prissy hair-style and your coless little face.'

Scarlet, she stared down at the table. 'I've n@eem much make-up.'

‘You don't need it. A little perhaps, but I'll ggimeone to show you
how.'

‘And turn me into a glamour girl?"
'Heaven forbid! I've been running away from thaseyears.' --'

Remembering Janice, she frowned, and realizing wizegt in her
mind he made a face. 'Janice was just for funsan

'And me?"

‘You're for keeps. Remember that, doll-face. Faplse



CHAPTER TWO
To Beth's surprise Lois did not seem to like Danny.

'It isn't that | have anything specific against hirnois tried to
explain. 'It's just that | feel he's going to hyot.'

'You mean because I'm seeing him so often?
‘And so exclusively. He's monopolizing your time.'
'No one else has been rushing to do so!

‘You haven't given anyone else the chance! My padyg the first
time any of my friends met you, and then you rdmath Danny!'

'‘He's only here till the end of the month,' Betldsd'll be free after
that.'

‘Will you?'

Beth knew better than to pretend she did not kndwatviner cousin
meant. 'l do like Danny,' she admitted, 'but I'm stopid enough to
believe he means everything he's been saying.’

‘Like he loves and wants to marry you, | suppose?'

Beth turned her head away. 'He ... he hasn't mesdianything about
marriage.'

‘That's something at least!" Lois got up from th@okbeside the
electric fire and made a pretence of busying heveigh the record
player. 'Danny's a playboy, Beth. He comes to NerkYonce a year
and lives it up with as many pretty girls as he.dAmen he waves
them good-bye he doesn't expect any consequehessed all been
playing the same game and no one's been hurt.'



'You make it sound very cold-blooded,' Beth saiavilg.

'If being truthful sounds cold-blooded ..." Loisrgdged back on the
stool. 'l told you you'd object to my interfering.'

'Oh, Lois, I'm sorry.' Beth flung out her handstcively. 'l don't mind
you telling me what you think of Danny. You may s right, but |
don't care! | can't go on living in a cocoon, anéreif | get hurt...
well, that's part of growing up.'

'l wish | could be as philosophical as you,' Lagddryly, the hint in
her voice so obvious that Beth could not ignore it.

'‘Hasn't changing your job helped you to forget Balunders?’

Lois shook her head. 'l suppose it's early daysMaybe in another
few months. ..." She stood up again and walkedessty around the
room.

Watching her, Beth saw how much thinner she waw, th@wn her
face. It was incredible that she should still being for a man who
did not even know she existed - except as a compseeretary!

'‘What's his wife like?' she asked bluntly.

'‘She's everything I'm not! Tiny, blonde, gentle amebk. Clinging
vy - and just as destructive!'

‘Are they happy?'

‘They have two children. Because of them, Bill walit up with

anything. Even if he was the most unhappy man oth gae'd never
break up his marriage.' Lois sat on the arm ofsittee..'He's only
talked about Margery once, but | got the impress$iat he stopped
loving her a long while ago. She has the housenanttridge and her
garden. | gather she just sees Bill as a mealttickemeone to keep



her in Dior tweeds.' Lois gave a bleak smile. 'Shiee type who'd
consider mink too vulgar!

It was easy for Beth to gather an impression ofwbenan, and she
realized how wise Lois had been to find another [ptrept that she
had only left Bill Saunders physically. Mentallyestvas still tied to
him.

'What's your new boss like?' she asked.

‘I won't fall for him, if that's what's worrying you. He's anothe
Danny. Believes there's safety in numbers! Not §@ir young
Galahad is playing the field on this trip ... teathat's bothering me.’

Digesting this remark, Beth said: 'Maybe Danny dSeadifferent this
time. I'm not much to look at, but is it so impdssifor him to have
fallen for me?'

‘Beth!" In one leap Lois was at Beth's side. 'Ofrad stupid things to
say! Don't you have any idea how pretty you are®y Whyou gave
yourself a chance you could be out with a diffeigung every night!
Danny isn't doing you a favour you know!'

Before Beth could reply there was a ring at therd@dnat's Danny
now,' she exclaimed. 'He's taking me to Arden's.'

'How come?' Lois was startled.

‘To have me made over,' Beth grinnéthbud may think me pretty
enough, but obviously he doesn't.’

Lois was still spluttering indignantly when Bethemgd the door on
Danny, and as he came into the living-room shededron him in
her usual spirited fashion.



'‘What do you mean by taking Beth to a beauty pa?ldluyou don't
like the way she looks, find someone else!

Danny laughed, amused by the attack. 'l know Bethlen't accept
diamonds from me, so I'm giving her the next blesict. Confidence
in the way she looks!'

Lois was momentarily speechless, and seeing it,niparodded
wisely. 'l bet you two girls have been talking abme? You've got
that sort of look on your faces.'

'Of course we were talking about you,' Lois ans@dettavas warning
Beth not to believe a word you said to her!

‘Thanks for helping me, Lois. | must remember toymwr name in a
separate book!'

‘Don't mention it. I'll be happy to malign you amnye!’

Sensing that the humour was only surface deep, Betiedly went
for her coat, and not until they reached the sidledia she breathe a
sigh of relief.

‘You mustn't blame Lois," she said apologeticallghe feels
responsible for me and doesn't want me to get hurt.

‘Do youthink I'll hurt you?'
‘Not willingly.'

‘Thanks,' he said scathingly. ‘At least you've giuge the benefit of
the doubt.' He peered into her face. 'But why sthouu assume
you'regoingto be hurt?'

Beth looked away from him, wishing he had askeddhestion at
another time. Standing on a crowded street watheatieal place to



disclose her innermost feelings. Yet she did nattwa lie to him,
and bracing herself, she tilted her head and nsetyes.

'I'm in love with you, Danny. It's not your fauip you needn't feel
guilty about it. But that's why Lois thinks I'll deurt. I've tried to
make her see | don't mind, that it's worth my fegimiserable after
you've gone, so long as | can remember the funasleaind - and ...'
She blinked back the tears. 'Let's not talk abbahy more. | don't
want to spoil things between us.’

'Spoil things!" he burst out, and catching her hg shoulders,
signalled a passing cab. 'Get in," he said in dingesrough voice, and
pushed her into the back seat. '‘Arden's,' he todddriver, 'but go
round Central Park first.'

Not until the cab was moving through the traffid &ieth dare look at
the man by her side. Never had she seen him sauseand with a
pang of fear she wondered if her frankness hatitiiged him.

‘Don't worry about me, Danny,' she said clearlyn having fun with
you.'

'Fun?' he echoed, and with an exclamation pulledane .his arms.

He had kissed her several times before, but alvags/douch ‘had
been light and casual, telling her without wordst tine emotion was
a surface one, despite anything else he might lsavé to the
contrary. But now his kisses were different; desgarching, forcing
her to a response that at first thrilled and thightened her.

'‘No,' she cried, and pulled away from him. '‘Dardon't!

For a moment he looked at her blankly, desire stithmping reason.
Then he grew contrite, catching hold of her hand stnoking the
skin.



'I'm sorry, honey, but if yowill persist in talking like a woman, a
man is gonna treat you like one!" He looked at tieectly. 'I'd
planned a more romantic time to tell you how | falkbut you, but
thanks to your cousin it looks like I'll have tdl tgou now. What
started as a game - yes, I'll grant you it was ¢tmdy to begin with -
has become the most serious thing in my life. €lgou, Beth. | love
you more than | believed it possible to love a worha

Beth closed her eyes, unable to believe she wiély hemaring these
words.

‘Darling," Danny was speaking again, his voice otgéou do
understand what I'm saying, don't you? | love ylowant to marry
you.'

With a cry she flung herself into his arms, hidivey face against his
coat 'Why me?' she mumbled. 'lIt doesn't seem dessib

‘It would be impossibl@ot to love you,' he said fiercely. 'You're sc
Innocent - so sweet. | want to take care of yaherish you. ...'

For several moments neither of them was conscibtime, and not
until the taxi drew to a stop outside the Fifth Aue entrance of
Elizabeth Arden's Beauty Salon did they returtogrosaic present.

‘'Sorry to bring you back to earth,’ the driver sgihning, ‘but we've
been three times round the Park already!

Laughing, Beth and Danny left the taxi and handdand entered the
salon.

'l wish | hadn't fixed the appointment,' Danny ghled. 'Right now |
want you to myself.'

'‘Can't we cancel it?'



‘It's too late."

From a door on their left a young girl stepped famvto greet Beth.
She was in her early twenties but looked yearsraldexperience,
her eyes bright yet brittle, her smile wide yeséal

'I'm Helga,' she said brightly. 'If you'd like toroe this way.'

For an instant Danny watched them go, then he etfodvard,
barring their way. '‘Don't be too lavish with the keaup. | like my
women natural.'

‘Naturally,' came the reply. 'All men say the sdrhkgiga looked at
her watch. 'lIf you would care to return in abpuo twours....'

'‘Meet me at the flat,' Beth intervened. 'lI'd likechange first.’
‘Sure.' Danny looked at his watch. 'I'll pick yquaround seven.’

For the next few hours Beth gave herself over tlg&le able hands.
For the most part the girl worked silently, andyorwhen she came to
Beth's hair did she make her first open criticitimlding one heavy
strand and shaking her head. 'You really shoule ltasut. It's a pity

to wear it the way you do.'

'It's too fine for me to wear it any other wayel'tried.'

'I'm sure if it were properly cut and shaped. o.1Bt our Monsieur
Freddy look at it for you. He won't do a thing taumless you agree.'

Feeling it would be churlish to refuse, Beth noddadd waited
anxiously for the stylist to appear.

His arrival, heralded by two assistants who twatearound him like
doves, put an end to her fears, for he was - ef@tderful things - an
Englishman.



‘Blimey,' he exclaimed, 'another Limey!

Talking the whole time, Monsieur Freddy, 'but ca# Fred, for that's
my real monicker', set about experimenting withhBehair, trying
first one style and men another before he finalbkgd up his razor
and set to work.

'l won't cut much," he confided. 'Just enough t&ernamanageable.
You should-play up your little girl looks, it alwaygets the big
he-man type!'

'l wish everyone wouldn't think me a baby,' Betid €aossly.

‘There's a difference between looking like onelagidg one!' Busily
the razor moved. 'Think of the advantage in lookikg an angel and
behaving like a devil! | mean to say, you can epdl/anderbilt or
Rothschild!

'l just want to end up being me! Please don't fualbmy hair!"
'Finished now!" Freddy minced triumphantly. "Takeak.'

Beth did so. While Freddy had been working on ter Helga had
removed the facial and applied some make-up, piogite explain

what she had done when Beth had approved the .r&ulhow all

that Beth could do was to stare at her reflectiod marvel at the
transformation, unable to credit that she was #mesgirl who had
entered the salon a few hours earlier.

Soft green shadow gave her eyes a luminous qutidy was
emphasized by her carefully arched brows whictingilhigher than
normal, served to heighten the attractive slanthef eyelids.
Mascara, black and thick and makin no concessibetdlonde hair,
made her lashes seem false, so preposterouslydionthey now



appear, while pale lipstick followed the exact @of her mouth, its
delicacy needing no improvement.

Apart from a faint application of rouge to point uger high
cheekbones, no additional make-up had been usddBethn could
not fault anything that Helga had done. But it \was hair which had
created the greatest transformation, changing roen & pretty girl
into a startlingly beautiful one. For that she nloaeked beautiful it
would have been childish not to have admitted it.

'Freddy, you're a magician!'
‘You were a lovely rabbit to work with!"

Smiling, she continued to look at herself. Trudioword, the stylist
had cut very little of her hair, but so skilfullath he shaped it that it
clung to her skull like a cap, shimmering like dadney and bursting
into flecks of deeper amber as it reflected thietli@nly as it touched
her shoulders did her hair spring into movemengysmg like a fall
of silk with the slightest turn of her head.

Still dazed with delight, Beth returned to the [flathere Lois's
rapturous reception was all she could have wisloedBut it was
nothing compared with her cousin's reaction whea Bbaard of
Danny's proposal.

‘Marriage?' Lois gasped. 'Are you serious? Or nmoportant still, is
he?'

‘He'd hardly make a joke abah@at?

'l guess not." With an effort Lois shrugged asiée ¢toncern and
hugged Beth close.

‘How do you think you'll like living on a ranch?"



'I'd live anywhere with Danny. My main worry is Hsother. They
live together, and if Dean doesn't like me ...

'‘Why shouldn't he?'
‘Jealousy. That sort of thing."'
'He won't be jealous of you once he meets you. iNocould.'

‘You're just a fan of mine!' Beth hugged her. 'Halwout coming to
Arizona with me ? I'm sure you'd love it there.'

‘And be your poor relation? You must be kiddinggéiig the hurt on
Beth's face, Lois said quickly: 'l'd love to conmelastay with you for
a holiday, but not for keeps. Besides, Danny wdhiwou to himself
for the first year at least!

‘But you will come and visit, won't you?' Suddeialyare how far
away she would be moving, Beth realized too thateoagain she
would be changing one strange environment for arotBut how
happy she would be to make this particular change!

'‘When's the great day?' Lois asked.

'l don't know. It all happened so suddenly | haiveat a chance to
find out. But I'll ask Danny tonight.' Beth whirledound the room,
more lighthearted than she had been at any tinoe $iar arrival in

America. 'l can't believe it's all happening to hies just like a fairy

tale.'

Lois said nothing, and Beth found it impossiblégtoore her silence.
‘Why are you still worrying?'

Lois half closed her eyes, her usually open exmpres®w guarded. 'l
don't know. Perhaps because it's been so fastandeyso young.'



'I'm nearly twenty-one.’

‘You're a baby when it comes to experience.' Loisw back her
head as though trying to discard any unpleasangthts. '‘Don't take
any notice of me. I'm just plain jealous, | guess.’

"You could never be jealous of me,' Beth said duicBut honestly,
things will be fine. | feel it in my bones!'

Later that evening as she waited for Danny, Bethiccaot stop
herself remembering some of her cousin's misgivigge had only
known Danny for three weeks. Was this long enouglwhich to
build a marriage? Would it not be better to waitgb to the ranch
with him for a holiday so that they would have amte to know each
other away from the glamour of this exciting ydtfeial city?

Further thought was prevented by Danny's arrivatl aeeing the

astounded look on his face as he took in her clthagpearance, any
doubt she might have had as to his feelings fovaeished as if they
had never existed.

‘You're the most beautiful thing I've ever seem,'said huskily. 'l
never imagined ... never realized." Again hedrewdhese, kissing
her with a passion that threatened to overwhelm her

Carefully she extricated herself from his graspeyfhad so many
things to talk about that she needed to keep hamugthis clear;
something it was impossible to do while Danny walslimg her. She
glanced at him from beneath her lashes. How haneld@was with
his tanned skin still deeply bronzed despite thveeks of grey, rainy
skies, and his tall thin body that did not disgufselean muscles and
strength of him. And he loved her and wanted torynaer! That was
the most incredible thing of all.



'‘Where are we going?' she asked breathlesslynfptezrself to more
mundane things.

‘The Persian Room. You look so fabulous | wanthimwsyou off.'
‘Must you? I'd much rather we went somewhere quiet.
'‘No," he said forcefully. 'l want everyone to see.y

'‘And everyone certainly would," she thought as fetewed him

down to the waiting taxi. For someone who only camBlew York

once a year, he seemed to be extremely well knéweurollary of

having money, she decided, and knew it was songetbiite must
learn to accept.

In the large, softly lit dining-room her worst feawere realized, and
by the time she was sipping her coffee she haddosht of the
number of people she had met. Not that Danny seelségbed by
it. Never had she seen him looking so pleasedhuiiself, almost as
if he were taking personal glory from her alterggbearance. Yet
why shouldn't he? she asked herself. If he hadtaatn her to
Arden's she would still be the pretty but unrembl&agirl of
yesterday.

Filled with an upsurge of fear, as inexplicablétagas unreasonable,
she leaned over and caught his hand. 'Do you lee® she asked
urgently. "The real me? Or is it the made overivargou prefer - the
one all your friends are ogling?'

Danny stared at her in surprise, his thin face ombiss. Then the
wide mouth, with its full, sensual lower lip, cuds/mto a grin. 'It's the
real you I'm with right now. | don't get what ya'complaining
about. All | did was to uncover the potential’



'‘But would you love me if | didn't look like thid®1 were plain, for
example?'

‘But you're not plain. You never were." He squeeled fingers
tightly. ‘From the minute | set eyes on you | kijast how lovely you
could look.'

‘That wasn't what | asked you.'

‘Then whatare you asking?' His drawling voice, always light an
soft, now seemed lighter, with a faintly aggrieusote to it. 'If |
would have fallen for you if you'd been ugly? Olicge | wouldn't.
What man would?'

'‘Looks aren't everything,' she said quietly, 'Araunty doesn't last.’

‘That's a truism," he stated, 'but it's one I'mawoicerned with at the
moment.' Seeing the look of hurt on her face, headdis chair until
he was sitting close to her. 'What is it, honey? yWdil this
cross-examination? Yoare lovely and Ido love you. Why not just
accept that fact?'

Staring into his eyes, so blue and sparkling witlbur, she gave up
trying to make him be serious. Perhaps when henmasgzona with
her he would show his more serious side. Indeecbh&&l not be all
playboy; if he were, he would not be able to risiranch and control
all the activities that made up his vast forturtee Sighed, wishing he
would start treating her as his equal and not bkeloll to be
mollycoddled and teased.

With a start she realized he had been speakingrto h

‘And so,' he finished, 'you'll have to manage withme for a few
weeks.'



‘Why? Where are you going?'

'I've just told you. To the ranch. Something's pexgbup and | must
get back to deal with it. I'm leaving in the mormpin

Dismay gripped her. 'Can't your brother do it? Ysaid he was
capable.’

'Did I?' Danny looked irritated. 'l don't remember.

'You said he'd like to take control. | assumed thaant you thought
he was capable of doing so.'

‘Well, he isn't. Not by a long way!' Danny gave aamile. 'Cheer up,
angel. I won't be gone for long.'

'l wish | could go with you. Why can't I?' she saiith sudden
earnestness. 'l haven't got a job yet.' Only asahethe discomfited
look on his face did she feel she had spoken oturof Yet he was
her fiance; why shouldn't she have suggested dwnge with him?,

As though aware of what was going through her nidahny caught
her hand again. 'lt isn't that | don't want youhwite, it's just that |
haven't told Dean about us. He's such an odd atyifthbring you
home without any warning --'

‘But he's not your keeper!

He shrugged. 'We've been very close, and that's imatdpossessive.
Not that he won't love you once he gets to know i first | want
to tell him about you. My having to go home is pably the best
thing that could have happened, otherwise I'd neaee torn myself
away from you. Like this, the sooner | put Deartha picture the
sooner you can fly down and marry me.'



Hearing him utter these magic words dispelled all fears, and
disregarding the fact that anyone might be watchimgm she
clutched his hand to her heart.

'l love you so much, Danny,' she whispered. 'l dotlbear it if
anything came between us.’

'‘Nothing will," he assured her, and abruptly pudba&ck his chair and
stood up. 'Let's get out of here. | want to be alaith you.' His hand
was hot on hers. 'Come back to my hotel, Beth.’

Confused, she shook her head. 'l don't think sqg.Ddmny, | don't
want to.’

‘Why not? | won't rape you!

Scarlet, she stood her ground. 'lt's better if h'dgive you the
chance!" Seeing he was still looking annoyed sla@l .guickly:
‘Anyway, | might try and take advantage of you!'

Her humour restored his. 'Let's get into a taxeast. That seems the
nearest I'll get to having you to myself!’

Held close in his arms in the dark confines of @ Bath forgot her
doubts and fears about Danny's imminent deparitread been
wrong of her to disclose them. The poor darling gaite enough to
worry about with his brother's reaction to what Vaocertainly be
surprising news, without her adding to his problems

‘You have no right to look so enticing,’ Danny sakting his lips
against her throat. 'If you go on like this I'lMeato call you passion
flower instead of English rose!'

She laughed, but the sound was stifled as he slydolelfed her close
to him arid his mouth closed on hers; his lips weaem, gentle and



comforting, and Beth sighed with happiness as mssaightened
around her. Her own hands slid upwards to strokdnir. 'Beth, my
sweet,' Danny murmured softly against her lips.

Beth knew that this blissful, languorous state wiawt last for long.
It was up to her to decide what happened nextjtamds not fair to
Danny to encourage him further. Gently she pullesélf out of his
arms.

'l think that's enough,' she smiled firmly.

Reluctantly his hands fell away from her, but hié mained close,
his mouth raining little kisses across her eyedidd down her cheek.

‘You're adorable,' he whispered. 'l can't waitydu're mine... till |
can have you....'

The cab drew to a stop, and with a sigh of reliefiBstepped out.

‘Saved by the meter!" Danny murmured, following Héext time you
might not be so lucky.'

'Or unlucky," she teased, feeling able to do so timat she knew
herself to be safe. 'l hope I've given you the uggget back to me
quickly?'

'I've had that urge the whole time!

Laughing, they went into the foyer. Thick carpetadened their
voices and in the dim light of shaded lamps Danogkéd
unexpectedly serious.

Don't forget me while I'm away.'

"Il try not to.'



'‘Beth, don't tease. He caught her hand. 'I'll Den the moment |
can.' He kissed her fingers. 'We can't talk anyembve a six-thirty
call in the morning.'

'‘Can't you take a later plane?’

'‘No. Dean's already fixed it. It's one of our owts]'
She digested this. "You did say yawnjet?'
‘Sure. We've got three.’

Though she had known Danny was rich she had nosaged him
having his own fleet of aircraft, and unaccountabhe became
afraid.

‘What's wrong?' he asked, seeing her change coau.needn't be
scared of my flying.'

'I'm not scared of that. It's only that | neverlimsal you could
afford.... | mean, you're so rich!'

He laughed. 'You'll soon get used to money!" Hggbaber round the
waist. 'I'm going to enjoy showing you how to livee'll go round the
world for our honeymoon and then we'll settle omthnch for a bit.'

Happiness warmed her and she snuggled againstihtam't think
that far ahead. Living with you... It seems likeraam.' She lifted her
head. 'Do you know | don't even knavihereyou live!'

‘About sixty miles from Phoenix. A small place edllBarlby.'

'l can't wait to see it. | wish you'd told me maieout your home.
Then | could picture you in it.'

'It's large and ranch style with a swimming poadl arsauna.'



‘Sounds luxurious. Any beautiful girls?"

‘Loads of them.' He grinned. 'We've a dude ranoBecby and the
women always trek over to see us. Dean gets realwhan they do.’

Curious to know what a dude ranch was, she asked hi

'It's a hotel where everyone dresses up and pretaeg're cowboys.
In a few weeks you can see it for yourself.'

'l only want to see you,' she replied.

Behind them the elevator doors opened and a cafgbeople got
out. Danny looked at Beth and dropped his hands frer waist.

'‘We'd better say good night.' He escorted her adtaslobby. 'Keep
well, angel. I'll call you the minute | can.’

The sliding doors of the elevator hid him from gighd she blinked

away the tears. It was childish of her to feel seemable. After all, he

was not going to the end of the world. Only to BgrlShe said the
name out loud, trying to get accustomed to it. madter of days she
would be seeing it for herself. There was no reaste depressed. A
short parting would not do either of them any ha@tme half smiled.

Anyway, Danny was telephoning her tomorrow, andeosite heard
his voice all her fears would disappear.



CHAPTER THREE

BETH's optimism received a devastating blow. The teleghmall she
had anticipated from Danny the night after hismetiw Arizona did
not materialize, and when a whole week passed utithord from
him she was distraught with fear.

Could Dean have made him change his mind? Eveheashsught
this she dismissed it. Danny would never listenattyone, and
certainly not when it concerned his emotions. Bsitsiience must be
due to something.

'‘Even if he were tied up with business he could lsaive called me.
Seven days! It doesn't seem possible.’

‘Call him," Lois said. 'You should have done s@wa flays ago. It
would have saved you from dying a million deathsrguime the
phone rang.’

'I've been afraid to call him,' Beth admitted.
‘Afraid of the man you love?'

'‘Because he's so terrifyingly rich!" came the nabér explanation. 'l
couldn't bear him to think | was running after Him.

'You must be out of your mind! You love each othé&tat more
reason could you have for calling his home to batwhat's wrong?'

Beth did not answer. Logically Lois was right. ¥ester since Danny
had returned to the ranch she had felt a deep Kair.that she
doubted he had a reason for going home, merelystmratdid not
believe his reason for refusing to take her withn.hi

Why did he need his brother's approval before lomopnghe girl he
loved to his home? If she had not been so naivewshdd have



questioned his statement the very minute he hac mabDanny was
too strong a personality, too used to getting ks avay, for her to
believe he would allow himself to be dictated t&specially when it
concerned the girl he loved.

But did he love her? Could his silence indicatbange of mind?
‘Well,' Lois said patiently, ‘why don't you caiim?'

'‘Because | don't think he loves me any more. lltevar.'

‘He might be ill. Have you thought of that?'

It was the one fear which had not entered Beth'glnBut now that
Lois had voiced it, it suddenly became of paramaignificance and
she hurriedly picked up the receiver and asked ogpperator for
Danny's number.

'‘Perhaps he's had an accident,' she said ovehbeldsr. 'His plane
might have crashed. He might even be dead"

‘We would have read about it in the newspapers)edde practical
reply. 'That's one penalty for being as rich asriyén

‘Do you think so?' Beth asked doubtfully.

'l don't think. | know. If anything had happenedtm we would have
found out by now.’

‘Then why hasn't he called?’
‘That's what you're ringing to discover!'

'We have your number on the line," the operatat. 42id you wish to
make it person-to-person?'



The unfamiliarity of the words took Beth by surprignd she
mumbled unintelligibly.

"'l connect you directly,' the operator said lously.

'‘No," Beth called, but it was too late. There waes sound of a click
and then the deep voice of a man, with a langwasvtihat reminded
her of Danny. Fright made it impossible for herseak and she
moved her lips without any sound emerging.

'‘Who's there?' the man's voice was quicker nowsaadper. Who is
it?'

Beth cleared her throat. 'I'm Danny's - it's - M&s Morrison. I'm
calling from New York and I'd like to talk to Dannhy

'‘He's out riding. Can | give him a message?'

'l wanted to know if he was all right. | haven'tah@ from him since
he left." Beth hesitated and then plunged on: {se Dean?'

‘Yes.' The voice was more guarded now. 'But I'midfyou have the
advantage on me. | take it you are a friend of D&t

‘We're engaged,' she blurted out. 'Hasn't he Py

The silence was so long that Beth heard the faadkte and hum of
wires, as if the very telegraph poles were echdieg words.
Desperately she glanced at Lois, trying to moutatiiad happened,
but it was impossible.

‘Danny was going to tell you,"' she stammered. 'Arelbeen waiting
to hear from him... wondering why he hasn't caiited | thought he ...
| thought something was wrong.'



‘Something is wrong, Miss Morrison," the man said abruptly
'‘Apparently you have been misinformed about my Heos
intentions. He is certainly engaged - but not ta.yde has a fiancee
down here!'

Beth struggled to speak, but again no words caméhanlook on her
face was so eloquent that Lois took the receivanfher nerveless
hand and spoke into it.

‘Mr. Harding? It's Lois Morrison here ... Beth'susm. Can you
please tell me what you just said?’

'‘Danny's engaged to someone else,' Beth mumbleidthaig Lois's
arm. '"You were right! He was lying to me the whihee!'

Lois shook Beth to be quiet, her attention stikefi upon the
telephone. 'l see,’' she said in a cool voice, ard a little later: 'l
agree with you, Mr. Harding, but unfortunately i if anyone will
be able to teach your brother a lesson! It seemseta.'

But Beth did not wait to hear any more. With aa@fpain she ran into
her bedroom and flung herself on the bed, toofoutears, too numb
to feel anything except a void.

" It seemed a long while later, although it coulllyohave been a
short time, when Lois came into the room, her esqion bitter.

'‘When | think of the way he acted with you, thentfs he said.... I'd
like to get my hands on that two-timing—'

‘Don't! It's as much my fault as his. You warned ma¢ to believe
him.'



'l only warned you in the beginning- later on eafthe rush he gave
you - | thought he was serious.' Lois flung herself a chair, 'What |
can't figure out is why he had to propose to you.'

‘Because | was stupid enough to let him know | dokien,’ Beth said
huskily. ‘I made it impossible for him to get awlfagm me."'

'‘Men like Danny don't find it impossible to get awaom any girl!
Seems he got carried away by his own playactingtaddidn't have
the courage to tell you.'

'l think it's that which hurts most. His cowardice.

'‘From what the brother said to me,' Lois wentlogot the impression
Danny hadn't even told him about you! However, m@knows, he's
asked me to tell you that if there's anything ydiliel - in the way of a
cruise or a mink coat - he'll arrange it.'

For an instant Beth was too stunned to reply. 'H#n'g she
stammered at last. 'He - he couldn't!

'He did and he could! | guess it's his usual waywfing off his
brother's girl-friends.' Lois perched on the sifi¢he bed and put a
tentative hand on her cousin's arm. 'If | soundiajnit's only
because | want you to face facts. Danny's a londg/au must forget
him! The sooner the better.’

‘Don't worry. From now on he doesn't exist.’

Forcing a smile to her lips, Beth went over to theessing table.
Though she had spoken brave words she did not riesm. No
matter what Danny had done she could not forgetasmasily as she
had said. Yet forget him she must, and the bestoidging so was to
throw herself wholeheartedly into work.



Unexpectedly she remembered Bill Saunders' offera gbb. If
anybody needed taking care of he certainly did! et would Lois
react? Though she had turned the offer down whenhsid first
received it, Beth now hesitated, and hurt agairetrly made her
decide to ask Lois directly. They owed it to eattieo to be truthful.

‘Your ex-boss asked me to work for him," she ggiatlly, looking at
Lois through the mirror. ‘It was the night you galat party. He said
he wanted to keep your job in the family.'

"You never told me about it before.' Lois could hiate her surprise.

'l didn't think about it much. | thought | was ggito get married!
Beth swung round, lipstick in hand. 'Would it hyou if | took it?'

'‘Why should | care?’

'‘Because you still love him,' Beth answered, hadegded to put an
end to subterfuge. 'And it might make it worseyou if you knew |
was seeing him every day.'

The dark eyes filled with pain. 'lIt couldn't makenorse. Nothing
could do that.'

'Oh, Lois!"Beth ached with sympathy for her cousin. 'l waktept
his offer if my working for himwill make it worse for you.'

'‘No!" Lois was incisive. 'My not talking about Bhilasn't helped me
forget him; in fact it's made it worse. Work fomhiand talk to me
about him as much as you like. Perhaps if | coakllem as a rather
stupid man with loads of faults it might help megtt over him!'

The door banged shut behind her and Beth contitwexpply her
lipstick, though her hand was shaking so muchghatfinally had to
wipe it off and start all over again.



Taking Lois at her word, Beth telephoned Bill Saensdthe next
morning and tentatively asked if his offer was|stpen. His

enthusiastic response left her in no doubt as teveécome, and she
agreed to be in his office on Monday.

'How is Lois?' he asked carefully, just as Beth g@igsg to put down
the receiver.

'‘Wonderful," she lied. 'Enjoying her new job andimtalike mad.'
‘Give her my regards, won't you?'
‘When | see her. But she's out so much --'

Replacing the telephone, Beth pulled a face atahdering why she
had bothered to lie to the man. If working closede had not shown
him her worth it was a waste of time trying to mdwa see it now.
Apart from which he was not free. A wife had pmights - and so did
a fiancee. Memory of Danny washed over her likeea sf gall,

bringing him so close that she almost felt he wiakhe room. But he
was thousands of miles away, separated not ontidtgnce, but by
another love.

For the rest of the week-end Beth remained at ham&jng all sorts
of excuses for doing so, though both she and Losakher real
reason was the hope that Danny might telephonethdbtanything
he said could mitigate his behaviour; merely thvahea call from him
apologizing for what he had done - no matter hosblie his excuse -
would have served in some small way to placatébidr

But Saturday and Sunday passed without a word from) and the
faint hope she had cherished died, leaving helftogfréseling.

‘What a fool | was,' she cried. 'What a gulliblelfo



'‘We're all gullible when we're in love,' Lois rerded her. 'And most
men are out for what they can get.’

‘Bill Saunders wasn't!"
‘More's the pity.'
"Lois!

The older girl shrugged. 'At least you've got sonemories to look
back on. All | have is a farewell lunch and a hdrat=!

‘At least you have your pride.’

‘That's the last thing in the world that mattersewlyou're in love.'
Lois leaned forward, her hair dark as a raven'gjwarthe lamplight.
'Is that the main thing that's hurt with you - yqguide?"

'Pride is important,' Beth reiterated.
‘What has it got to do with love?’

‘Everything. If Danny had respected me - had thouaghintelligent -
he would never have pretended the way he did.’

'‘Rubbish! He would just have acted more cleverlyhyway,
intelligence doesn't stop a woman making a foohefself over a
man! You aren't the first one to do so and you woa'the last.’

'l won't fall in love again,' Beth averred.
"'l remind you of that a year from now!'

'l won't change,' Beth reiterated. 'l promise yioat t



As though determined to live up to her words, Betbhame so firmly

resolved not to let emotion enter into her lifegttshe now became
the epitome of the liberated female, and hardlygatpassed when
she did not go out with one young man or anothevenreturning

before the early hours of the morning.

As the coolness of spring gave way to the enerydti@at of the
summer Lois felt duty bound to remonstrate with, ltbioosing one
rare Sunday afternoon when Beth was at home.

‘You can't go on living it up the way you are,' slaél. 'If you get any
thinner you'll vanish.’

‘You go out as much as | do.’

‘Then | get home earlier!'

‘Thanks!'

'I know you'll hate me for saying this," Lois pstsd, 'but you're
making yourself cheap and ridiculous, and | car4rbit. You're

turning yourself into something your parents woudde loathed.'

There was a long silence, and Lois saw that Bédhis had become
completely colourless.

'I'm sorry if I've hurt you,' she whispered. 'Butdve to try and make
you see sense.'

Beth went over to the window and stared down atstheet twenty
storeys below. How small the cars and the peoplkdd when seen
from this height, giving no indication of the darneatyey could do.

‘We all have our own way of trying to forget thifigghe murmured.
'‘And if my way seems wrong to you --'



‘Doesn't it seem wrong ou?"

Beth hesitated and then said truthfully: '‘Only whestop to think
about it. And | try not to think any more!'

*You can't go on for ever without thinking!'
'‘Why not? I'm not hurting anyone.’

‘You're hurting yourself! Danny acted cheaply tosgryon and
you're proving he was right!'

‘That's a horrible thing to say! | don't get druamd I'm not immoral.
All I do is go out and have a good time."'

‘Are you really having a good time, or are you gesired to stand still
and face your thoughts?'

A ring at the door announced the arrival of someaié's friends, and
Lois looked at Beth anxiously. 'Don't be angry witle, darling. |
mean it for your own good.'

'I know.' Beth sighed, and unable to bear talkmgrtyone, ran into
her room.

Though she longed to forget what her cousin hadl, shie found it
impossible, and restlessly she paced the floor. Mé#s right? Was
going out night after night the wrong way to for@etnny. A picture
of his lean face, with its bright blue eyes andss@hmouth, told her
that she was no nearer forgetting him than whenhsltelast been
held in his arms, and with a cry she sank downdeetiie bed and
buried her head in her hands. How could she gownd a man who
had behaved so badly? And even worse - how coelthahe allowed
his behaviour to have triggered off her own crazyoas?



Lois was right. Everything she said had been justified. Ahd could
have said so much more! You could not forget one hyagoing out
with a hundred others; nor could you pay that oran rhack by
making a lot of other innocent ones suffer. Theyamaty to forget
Danny was to try and see his action in perspectivetry and
understand why he had felt the compulsion to tuhatwcould have
been a light-hearted flirtation into a serious fwally meaningless
love affair.

Leaning back on her heels, Beth wiped her ey@lif she had some
understanding of psychology. Without it, it seenmecredible that

Danny - so wealthy, handsome and young - shodldhatie the need
to make a young and innocent girl fall in love whtim when he was
already going to marry someone else. Could it Heen an urge to
show he was still free? A desire to discard hipoasibilities? Or had
he perhaps subconsciously wished to ape his brétban whom he
had admitted was a breaker of hearts?

From the living-room came the sound of laughted, anaid that Lois

would come in to try and persuade her to join theime, decided to go
for a walk. The cold and windy streets of New Yor&re preferable
to the false bonhomie she would otherwise havesiaal.

Outside on the pavement she shivered and wisheldaghbrought a
mackintosh to slip over her suit. It was unexpdgtedld, the skies
heavy with rain-filled clouds. But to return formething warmer
would mean running the gauntlet of Lois and hamfdss, and bracing
herself against the weather she set off towards$r@dpark.

Few people were about, so few indeed that she elécatjainst
walking in the park itself, and remained on Fiftkehue until she
reached the fantastic outlines of the Guggenheiraddm.

For the next hour, as she walked the sloping flaois stared at the
modern paintings, she gave no thought to Dannwighoas she



returned to the street he came into her mind ayéould there come
a time, she wondered, when a whole day would pagsow her
thinking of him? Angry at her weakness, she sefafhome.

As always in the city the wind seemed to come ftbenEast River,
and every time she crossed an intersection anlast penetrated to
her very bones. Soon rain began to fall and shkeld@ound for a
taxi. None was in sight and, head bent, she trudgedVhat at first
began as a drizzle quickly developed into a downpand within
seconds she was drenched to the skin. Gaspingashi®r shelter
into one of the doorways of Lord and Taylor, omyfihd that at least
a dozen people had had the same idea, and detidihthe sooner
she was out of her sodden clothes the better asttanoed on her way
downtown.

Letting herself in through the front door some tmaltir later, she was
glad to find the living-room deserted, the onlyragf occupancy
being a stack of glasses with ice cubes meltirntgem.

Squelching her way into the bedroom, she peeletiaftlothes and
ran a bath, hoping the hot water would drive aveydhill that was
seeping into her bones. But nothing could stop dmévering, and
deciding against getting dressed again, she climtieded.

She lay in her room for what seemed an eternityywmen she looked
at her watch she was dismayed to find it was omig n'clock. If Lois

came back soon perhaps she would go down to tigstdne for some
aspirin; it was the only way of preventing whatked like becoming
a first- class cold.

She heard a door slam and she sat up and called@lmitentre light
was switched on and she blinked against the bragistn'Thank
goodness you're back," she croaked. 'I'm gettirgdul cold.’



'You've already got it.' Lois came further into tbem. 'Why on earth
did you go out in this weather?'

'l wanted to be alone ... to think.' Beth lay bagainst the pillows.
‘You were right ... I've been such a fool. It hbelped either - just
made me more miserable.' Tears filled her eyesl |A® been rotten
to you. | don't know why you haven't thrown me but.

'‘Now stop feeling sorry for yourself,' Lois saidubquely. 'At least
you've come to your sensesw,and things won't get any worse!'

'l hope not," Beth sneezed.
‘Aspirin,’ Lois muttered, and hurried out of thema

Beth sneezed and coughed her way through thefrést aight, and
morning found her with a temperature that madeviregk at the
knees and light in the head.

'‘No work for you today," her cousin said, standiygthe foot of the
bed. 'I'm not even sure | should go in myself. Yank pretty awful.'

'It's just a cold. If you could leave me a jug dter --'

Lois still looked dubious. 'I'll pop back at lunche to make sure
you're all right.’

‘There's no need to worry,' Beth said with morefidemce than she
felt. 'I'll be up by the time you get home.'

But it was several weeks before Beth was able &p keer promise,

for the cold developed into bronchitis which in rnubecame

pneumonia. One afternoon several weeks later asahen a chair
beside Beth, Lois said, 'I'm not sure | didn't prgfou as a goodtime
girl instead of a weeping willow!'



'l don't know why | feel so depressed,’ Beth sagbfy.

‘Neither do I. You've received five bottles of siceghree negligees
and twenty-one books to show how many men are itignkbout

you! To say nothing of the ones who keep tryingsrtock the door
down to get a glimpse of you! I've promised tothetm know when
you're ready for visitors.'

'l don't think | ever want to see anyone again.'

‘You'll change your mind once you feel strongerétB looked
doubtful and Lois decided not to press the poaatjetter for nature
to take its course.

But when September gave way to October and Betlwethano

positive signs of recovery, Lois could no longedeniher fear that
something might be seriously wrong with her youngsin, and on
her way home from work one evening she went tdtsedoctor who
was attending her.

As usual his consulting room was full, and shdestherself with a

magazine and prepared for a long wait. But hardly $he turned one
page when a familiar voice spoke her name and, fagh beating

heart, she raised her head to see Bill Saundekepat her. In one
of his familiar dark suits with his usual conseivatie, he was just as
she remembered him: faintly lined around the ey, shadows on

the lids that told of too many sleepless nightsxspeorking on his

cases. Did all lawyers look after their clientsceascientiously? she
wondered, and hurriedly pushed the thought asideat\tid she care
how hard he worked!

‘Are you ilI?" he was saying, his head bent forwamgiously.

11?7 Why should | be?' Then realizing where thegr&: 'I've come to
talk to the doctor about Beth. I'm worried about'he



'So am |. That's why I'm here.’

Lois digested this remark and found it unpalatalBeth will be
delighted to know you're such a conscientious eygulb

‘It isn't only Beth | was thinking of. It was yos well.'

This time Lois could not hide her surprise, andirggat, Bill
Saunders coloured. 'With Beth not working for sagld felt it must
be a strain on you - financially, | mean. That'sywivanted to talk to
the doctor ... to see if there was anything | caldd.. perhaps if she
went to a warmer climate for a few months....'

‘That would hardly decrease the financial strdiois said dryly.
'l was planning on helping."'

‘We don't need help.' Taken aback by his kindrass)s attempt not
to show it resulted in a harshness of voice thatariae man in front
of her look unexpectedly angry.

'‘Must you be so obstinate?' he asked. 'Surely vikeige/n each other
long enough for me to help you without you beingpgokly about it?
You know very well | can afford it.'

‘Beth and | aren't your responsibility.'
‘Youare. And if my helping Beth helps you too --'

His voice died away and Lois felt her strengthwdiin it. How hard it
was to hide her feelings for him when all she lahtgedo was throw
herself into his arms. Imagining his astonishmenrdt-to say horror -
if she did so, her weakening spirit strengtheneslhbeld always seen
her as efficient and she was not going to showthenother side of
herself at this juncture.



‘Your anxiety to help lame ducks is very touchirghé said in her
most sarcastic tone. 'But there's no need to ptgten want to help
me.If you're interested in Beth—'

'I'm married,' he said in a low voice, 'and | cdn@te an interest in
anyone.If | weren't tied do you think I'd have lgbu leave me?
Knowing you were in my office - that | could sean@very day - was
the one bright spot in my life. It's been hell €nyou left!

As if in a dream she heard him out, unable to kelighe was not
imagining something she had so desperately longduakar. At one
time she would have given anything in the worldhé&we heard Bill
Saunders speak like this: it would have been thHinfient of all her
dreams; but now that he had actually said themdterbleased a
nightmare of emotion that she did not have thengtteto hide.

'l never knew,' she whispered. 'You were so al@af incaring.'

'l had to be. | couldn't let you know. | wouldnave spoken now
except that seeing you again - without expectingrids more than |
could bear.' The last person in the waiting-roomntweut and he sat
down in the chair beside her. 'Forget what I'vel,5&e muttered. 'If
you don't want me to talk to you again I'll undarst it. But at least
let me help Beth.'

'‘By all means help Beth," Lois marvelled that heice could be so
calm, 'but you'll have to see me too. That's phithe deal!’

He swung round to look at her. '"You're not angrihuwmne?'

'For saying you like me?' She forced a laugh. 'Vgbatof girl do you
think I am!'



'l don't just like you. There's no point pretenditnpw I've finally
spoken you might as well know exactly what | mealove you. |
love you, but | can never marry you!'

Shaking, she half turned away from him and his eoicgent and
low, was in her ear.

'Don't be angry, Lois. I'll never talk of it againswear it. But not
being able to see you... not even having Beth ltonte how you
were... Lois, forgive me.’

Eyes bright with tears, she looked him fully in thee. 'Forgive you?"
she cried. 'Oh, darling, don't you know | love yoiltat I've loved
you for years?'

Urgently he pulled her into his arms. Gone wastéiglerness and
composure, to be replaced by a passion that gamtuppressure to
his kiss and burning grip to his hands as theyrsttbher close. Again
and again he kissed her, murmuring broken wor@mdéarment that
had no meaning and yet said everything.

Lois was the first to draw back, rubbing her hamdrdoruised lips
and aching to be held close again.

'‘What's going to happen to us?' she asked huskily.

'‘Nothing. We can't see each other again. At leastlone. There's
the children ... and Margery.' He stood up and si@aced the floor.
'‘Our marriage is a sham. It's been so for years.waf@ both too
young ... incompatible in too many ways. But wendtigee it until it
was too late. -The children arrived and we werél.ti®largery
wouldn't refuse me a divorce - not if-l paid her fo - but she
wouldn't be good with the children. She'd turn thagainst me...
particularly if I married again.’



‘And if you didn't marry again?' Lois ventured.

‘Then there'd be no reason for a divorce.' Suddemfre of what she
meant, he came and stood beside her. 'l don't weattsort of
relationship with you! It's either marriage or noth'

She clasped her hands together. 'So it's nothing?'
'I'm afraid so. Try not to hate me. | couldn't kelp

'l don't hate you!" she cried. 'l love you. An@Vvé you mordecause
you've got such old-fashioned ideas. It will break heart and ruin
my life, but | wouldn't want you to be any othenywa

'‘Oh, Lois.'Although he did not touch her his look was a cgrasd
for a long moment they remained staring into edbkrs eyes.

The entry of the doctor, curious to know why no bad appeared in
answer to his buzzer, precluded further conversatmd together
Lois and Bill spoke to him about Beth.

‘There's nothing wrong with her that a few monthatm weather

won't put right,' he said. 'l know she's depresbeatthat's often the
case after pneumonia. The main thing is to seegégn't get another
chill.'

‘Then you think she should be in a warm climatetierwinter?' Lois
said.

‘Most of my patients should,' the doctor chuckled:ouldn't say no
to it myself!' He grew serious. 'Florida or somadqd like it would be
ideal. It would turn her into anew woman!'

'‘We'll see what can be done,' Bill Saunders repaed holding Lois
by the elbow, guided her out.



On the pavement he looked at her and then haitedia'l can't let
you go so soon. At least let's have this one eggetuigether.’

'‘As a memory to cherish when we're old?' she askeahle to keep
the pain out of her voice.

‘A memory forme,'he answered. 'You're so young and lovely you
fall in love again.’

She did not waste time arguing with him, thoughunil they were
seated opposite each other in a small Italian westd did the mood
of restraint lift.

‘Our first and last date,' she sighed. 'We mustenth& most of it.'
''ve given you a meal before!"
A<'Only as a boss. But this is special - and atlduse of Beth.'

'Because of Beth,' he echoed, and leaned closawn Wbuld it be if
she went away for the entire winter?'

‘She'd never let you spend so much money. Sheobaauch pride.’
'Like someone else | know!'

'l haven't any pride where you're concerned,' Isaisl quietly. 'At
least not now | know you love me.'

'If you say things like that I'll forget all my m@sitions.’

‘You won't,’ she sighed. 'We both know that." Sbendd the
conversation back to her cousin. 'Perhaps if shet weay for a
month or six weeks --I'll talk to her.'



'I'd be happier if she were out of New York for thieole winter. She
looks dreadful.’

‘It was more than the pneumonia which pulled hevrdbLois said,
deciding to be frank without giving too much aw&he - she fell in
love with - with someone who let her down.’

'Like I'm doing with you?' he said bitterly, andugat her hand so
tightly that she winced.

'Bill, you're hurting me!’

At once he relaxed his grip. 'We'd better stictatking about Beth. If
we don't. ..." He frowned. 'There must be somewagan get her out
of the city for the winter. If | could—' He stoppeshd banged his
hand on the table. 'l know the very thing! How ab@ijob in a resort
- some place that's warm and dry?'

‘Wouldn't the work be rather hard?' Lois asked dolli. 'Holiday
places in season can be pretty hectic.’

‘Not the job I've got in mind. The place belongstolient of mine,
and if | explained that Beth had beendill....

'Yes, I'm sure it's the answer. Mrs. Mays calledanm®uple of days
ago and said she was looking for a receptionist.’

‘It sounds fine," Lois said guardedly, 'but are gove you won't be
paying for her on the side? | mean this isn't shingtyou're making
up?'

'‘Scout's honour! | swear it. I'll call Mrs. Mays &r| get home and
fix it up. Now let's talk about us. This is our cared only evening and
| don't want to waste it.'



'‘Nor do I, she said, 'but | can't get home toe.latlon't like leaving
Beth alone for long. If we cut this evening shoeyime we can have
another one to make up for it.'

'‘We daren't see each other again. It wouldn't endeamore meeting.
You know that as well as | do.’

‘You're right." Lois spoke brightly but did not loat him. 'One of us
has to be strong and - and it couldn't be me.’

"You were strong enough to leave me and get angher
‘Because | didn't know you loved me.'

'l wish I'd had the sense to keep quiet!’

'I'm glad you didn't.’

The arrival of the waiter turned their conversatiormore mundane
matters, and deliberately they both kept it thesalizing that once
they let emotion take over it would be impossilolenaster it.

At half past ten Bill took Lois home, but even he tdoor of her
apartment he refused to kiss her, the ashen grephéss face telling
her how deep a control he was putting on himself.

'If | can talk to Ellen Mays tonight I'll call yoat once. Take care of
yourself, my darling.’

'‘And you," she said breathlessly, and quickly tugnientered the
apartment.

Half reading, half dozing, it had been nine o'cldbekore Beth had
begun to worry at Lois's absence, and she had fperstubsequent
time frantically wondering if there had been anideot. One look at



Lois's face, sad yet at the same time tranquif] ter something
momentous had happened.

‘Sorry to be late, Beth, but | went to see the @oahd bumped into
Bill.'

'How odd for you to meet him like that." Beth dextido pretend she
had not noticed anything strange in her cousirtiseur. '‘Was he ill
too?"

‘Neither of us are ill. We went to talk to the dwcabout you.'
‘Will I live?' Beth asked humourlessly.

‘You'll stand a better chance in a warm climateatBhwhere you
should spend the winter. And it's all arranged. Woping Bill will
call me tonight about it.'

Beth sat on the bed and looked incredulous. 'Ifthank I'm going to
let myboss - becaudework for him now, not you - pay for me to gc
away --'

'Itisn't like that at all.' Quickly Lois told herhat had happened. 'And
it seemed like a miracle when Bill remembered ¢ghient of his.'

'A fortuitous miracle! Come off it.'

'It's true! She really does need someone. He sitdts a bona fide
job, Beth. You'd be mad not to accept.'

Beth was silent for so long that Lois came ovdrdn instinct telling
her what thoughts were taking place behind the gate bone-thin
face.

'If Danny should call while you're away I'll telirh where you are.’



'‘No! | never want to talk to him again. As far as kconcerned he
never even existed!

‘Then why are you hesitating about taking this job?

'l wasn't." Beth looked up, her eyes bright witlshed tears. 'l was
only thinking how lucky | was to have rtvo peoplbav... who cared
about me enough to ... to. ..." She stopped anddber head in her
hands.

"You must thank Bill, not me."' The telephone rand hois hurried to
answer it, returning a few moments later with swchstrained
expression that Beth immediately ran over to her.

‘What's wrong? It doesn't matter if the job haefathrough. I'm sure
a winter in New York won't kill me.'

‘The jobhasn'tfallen through. Airs. Mays will be delighted tovea
you.'

'Then what's the catch?'

‘The "catch", as you put it, is that the placetiarotel - it's a dude
ranch in Arizona.'

Beth gasped, 'Oh no!

'Oh yes!" Lois made no more pretence. 'And everseot's near
Barlby!

For an instant there was silence. Then Beth stadddugh, only
stopping as Lois gripped her roughly by the shasld&top it, Beth!
Stop it!

'I'm not hysterical,' Beth gasped. 'l was just lang at the way I'm
being forced to eat my words.'



‘What do you mean?'

‘A moment ago | said Danny didn't exist for me. Nbwhave to
prove it'

'You can't take the job,' Lois protested. 'If itre/f@nywhere else in
Arizona, I'd say go. But Barlby's on his doorstep!

‘All the morereason for me to go. It will force me to get hiot of
my system.’

Still unconvinced, Lois hesitated, and Beth wenthi door. 'Is Bill
still on the line?"

'No. | said we'd call him back.'
"Then I'll do so.'
"You're very brave.'

'Or very stupid,' Beth replied. 'Only time will smavhich!



CHAPTER FOUR

THE great silver jet-liner dipped its wings - as thbymaying homage
to the fleecy white cloud that served to highligie intense blue of
the Arizona sky - before it lowered its nose toldreding strip of Sky
Harbor airport.

Peering nervously through the window Beth caughtfing glimpse

of Phoenix, a lush green oasis rising dramatidatyn the treeless
desert. Rimming the city on all sides were gaunumtains; the
Superstition, Camelback and, in the far distaned=ibur Peaks, their
tops hard-edged against the crystal clarity of gk, their purple
sides descending to merge into the dusty yellow @madge of the
desert. Then the plane banked sharply and all sh&l see was
brilliant blue sky, the same blue as Danny's eyes.

Determinedly she concentrated on tightening heyadly tight seat
belt. She must not think of Danny. She had vowedmalo so, yet
here she was with not even a foot set on Arizorlaasal thinking
about him already! With an effort she went overitigtructions Lois
had given her when she had kissed her good-by@dispe had not
forgotten anything vital. Mrs. Mays would try anceet her at the
airport, but it all depended on when a new batclgwésts were
arriving. If this clashed with the time of Betlog/n arrival, then a car
would be sent for her: a yellow car with a Mexichaiver who would
take her straight to the Circle Q. Even now, thosigh had repeated
the name of the dude ranch many times, she cotldat smiling at
it and wondering if it would live up to all her exqtations.

But suddenly there was no more time for thought plane dipped,
there was a suggestion of enormous force and lggdower and the
jolt of wheels on tarmac as they finally toucheavdo

Within moments Beth stepped out of the aircrai,hibat on her face
S0 unexpected after the cold of New York that she startled by it.



Following the rest of the passengers, she entéesditport to claim
her luggage, then went to stand by the Pan-Amercamays desk,
where she eyed with some trepidation the numeroayg-ltpired
dowagers - though blue-haired would have been fittirg for their

superbly rinsed coiffures - and hoped none of themld turn out to
be her new employer.

'‘Miss Morrison?' a sibilant voice inquired, and swaung round to
see a short, tubby man. In faded jeans and cheshed with a
greasy-looking sombrero twisting round in gnarladds, he was not
the chauffeur she had anticipated. But his swaskiy and jet black
hair indicated his Mexican heritage and she guelssdthd been sent
to meet her.

'Senora Mays could not come herself,' the man wdlda flash of
white teeth. 'These your cases?' At Beth's nodidieg them up as
though they were empty and, with a curious rollyagt, led the way
out to a yellow shooting brake.

Deftly he hoisted the cases into the back and bloeved her into the
front seat.

‘Mrs. Mays said you come from England.’
‘That's right.'

'l hope you like it here. You ride horse?"'
'I'm afraid not.'

‘Never mind. | teach you ride and you teach melspealish. Okay,
we have bargain?"

‘That depends on what spare time | have,' Bethfsaity.



'You have plenty time," the Mexican assured herrs!MMays
excellent employer! Now you sit back and enjoy driv

'Is it far from here?'

‘Very near. 'Bout sixty miles.'

'‘As much as that?'

‘In Arizona that's little journey. We very big Stat

Murmuring agreement, she settled back, feelingpbeer of the

large car as they roared down the highway. Phoshixknew, was in
the heart of the Salt River Valley, an oval bowlarid some twenty
miles wide and forty miles long, which skilful uséirrigation had

turned into a predominantly lush area where cot&ttyce and corn
grew all the year round. Seeing the level acreshéself she was
awestruck by the immensity of the work that hadnbesjuired to

turn a barren desert into such a prolific food-qu@ng area.

Skirting the town itself were large orange groas] she could well
imagine the magnificent scent of the blossoms enstiil, dry air.
Indeed the dryness of the air was the main thiag ttlad struck her
since her arrival; it made the heat far more, Hddarthan she had
imagined, for though she guessed the temperatupe fa the high
eighties there was no sense of discomfort.

By-passing Phoenix itself, they were soon speedingy from the
more colourful landscape, and the dark green ailfalf the lusher
green of orange groves and the golden fields ohgave way to dry
desert yellows and browns, with the tall saquarctidike giant

needles - pointing fingers to the brilliant blug/ sk

Occasionally they passed a small village, Indiad &panish in
appearance, where low, rambling structures of pdimaidobe brick,



with red-tiled roof and patio intermingled withagular two-storey
homes.

Even more occasionally the landscape was brokehdoygly sight
of an abandoned mine shaft, reminding Beth thathaidrizona's
wealth had stemmed - and indeed still did - frosrveist copper and
other mineral resources.

Lulled by the heat and the steady motion of the slae must have
dozed, for when next she opened her eyes theyeressing an area
of gentle rolling land with undulating hills forngra backdrop.

‘Have we much further to go?' she asked.

‘We here now,' came the reply, and the car turhado$y through a
heavy pair of wooden cattle gates into a narrovd nwlose dusty
surface was bordered by unexpected clumps of watiéred bushes.

But even so she was unprepared for the expanseeh grass that
met her eyes as they skirted a group of treessla@adnarvelled at the
resourcefulness which had made a country estatef duy sand. Not

that it was really a ' country estate in the tewhgch she knew it to

be; rather it was a New World version of a rich feaetreat, with

gaily painted garden hammocks and beds replacingder seats,
and a huge, free-form swimming pool where the ceb¢awn should

have been!

But it was the ranch house itself which took heeatn away;
single-storeyed, with wide verandas and walls carpdoof rough
brown logs, it seemed to stretch for miles. Bushs continued to
look at it, it began to take on more positive shajpere and there the
walls were broken by large expanses of plate dgdebsnd which she
glimpsed spacious lounges, while to her left, tgfoanother wall of
glass, she saw what was obviously the dining-roehere girls in
pink checked dresses were hurrying backwards améafds.



Nervously she climbed the wooden steps and entéredobby.

Straight ahead of her another window afforded av\oé scrubland,
while on her right lay the reception desk mannedkstim young
man with the impassive features of an Indian. Bbeng seemed to
be informal and gay, an effect increased by dieshetl wood floors
and bright Mexican rugs, and some of her fearHeft Large the
Circle Q might be, but it certainly did not promisebe dull!

‘There you are, my dear! | was so sorry | coulclmhe and meet you.'

Beth turned to see an extremely tall woman of iedeinate middle

age approaching her. With plain face devoid of maeand short,

thick hair an unmistakable pepper and salt, she swaanlike the

image Beth had been anticipating that all her neswess vanished
and she held out her hand with enthusiasm, hefdba still pinched

with illness, made beautiful by a wide smile.

'I'm delighted to be here, Mrs. Mays, and your elrivnade the
journey most interesting!'

'I'm sure he did! | forgot to warn him not to tatko much. That's
Miguel's only trouble." Beth gave a laugh and theman looked
inquiring. 'l suppose he chatted nonstop?'

'l wasn't laughing at that. Only at his name béguel. It's so - so
expected!

'‘Most things are, in Arizona,' came the dry refBut don't let that
fool you! They just love to act the way the towsistxpect them to.
Mexicans look more Mexican and cowboys look morangirous
than they're ever likely to look in high summeihatts when most
tourists go—' came the aside. 'But in season, Agze one great big
send- up!

'It sounds fun.'



It is. But | mustn't keep you talking. You must toeed after your
journey.’'

'l could do with a wash,' Beth admitted.
‘Of course. I'll show you to your room.’

Beth followed her down a long corridor that rarotigh the centre of
the ranch house, its only light coming from antigype carriage
lamps on the walls. But even this did not makdéabqy, for here too
were bright Mexican scatter rugs and gaily bloonflogrers stacked
in Indian pottery jugs and bowls.

On her right lay the lounges, television room aad, vhile on her
left, closed doors with coloured numerals paintedhem indicated
bedrooms.

At the end of the corridor two bedroom doors faeadh other, and
Mrs. Mays opened the one on her left. 'I've put gpposite me,' she
explained, 'so if | want to work in private we calways do it here.
Sometimes my office gets inundated with visitors."'

The bedroom in which Beth found herself seemedutoeal to be
true. Was this a staff room or the suite of a wmgitgrandee from
Spain? Magnificent dark wood furniture compriseel ¢anopied bed,
dressing table and wardrobe, while silver-gilt heelslamps and
ornaments increased the air of opulence. Thick cogsred the floor
and narrow curtains in matching tweed marked thdewvindows.
Through a half open door a small but perfectly ampjgol bathroom
could be seen, stark and modern in contrast wéheht of the suite.

'It's fabulous,” Beth gasped. 'l feel more like @eg than an
employee.’



'l hope you'll always feel that way. There's quaitbit of work to do
here, but some of it should be fun for you.' Braayes appraised her.
‘You're very pale and thin though.'

'l had pneumonia,’ Beth explained. '‘But otherwise perfectly
healthy." She went to the window from where shddsee tennis
courts and another sweep of lawn, while in theadis¢ were stables
and several barns. 'I'm not completely sure whevie to do here,’
she said, swinging round.

'‘Deal with my letters, call on my suppliers - foadd flowers and
things like that. They all deliver, but it keepstion their toes if they
know we go around and inspect them once in a WhWles. Mays
leaned against the bedpost. '‘But in the main | wantto mix with
the guests and see that ho one is lonely. Youlase to organize
bridge sessions and the seating in the dining-room.

‘A sort of subtle matchmaker?' Beth suggested.

‘You needn't worry about being subtle! Most giHege days go all
out for what they want.'

Wishing she had the same characteristic, Beth lbed#t a sigh. 'Do
you want me to wear anything special?'

‘The usual cotton dresses or trousers." Mrs. Malked to the door.
'I'll leave you to settle in, Dinner is any timetlween seven and nine,
but | generally dine around eight o'clock. You eanin your room if
you prefer it, or you can join me.'

'I'd like to join you, if | may.'

With another smile Mrs. Mays left, and Beth unpatclkstowly.
Would she ever return to her normal high spiritsl @mergy, she
wondered, or would she always feel this lassitude @ague



depression? Seeing her reflection in the mirror mhlked a face at
herself. How drab she looked, with her thin bodg arstreless hair.
If Danny were to see her now - 'No," she said gléudustn't think of
him. | mustn't.'

Promptly at eight o'clock Beth joined her emploggra secluded
table in the dining-room. The room was more thadhfal, with the
guests dressed in elaborate outfits ranging fraideéngth evening
dresses to exotic cowboy apparel. Doubts aboubWwarappearance
vanished; her cotton dress might be inexpensive, itbbwvould
certainly not be noticed amongst such a motleyarra

'Feeling more rested?' Mrs. Mays inquired.

'Yes, thanks. And | wasn't tired before,' she liedon't know what
my hours are, but I'm used to working long ones &ndbn't
clock-watch!

‘There are no fixed hours here,' Mrs. Mays smiledepends on how
many guests we have. We all work longer during ghason, of
course, but we make up for it in the summer. | hppell stay here
long enough to take advantage of that!'

*You might want to get rid of me before.'

‘Not unless I've slipped up in my judgement. | Iyja, Beth, and |
hope you'll like being here.'

'So much already,' Beth admitted, 'that I'm aftdlidvake up and find
it's a dream!'

The well-cooked meal did nothing to detract from Arabian Nights
atmosphere which had gripped Beth from the moméet Isad
entered the Circle Q, and she knew that if onlyntieenory of Danny



would not plague her she could be far happier there she had been
at any time since her arrival in America.

After dinner she accompanied her employer out th& grounds.
Behind her came the sound of music and laughtdowed by the
heavy beat of feet as they stamped around theifi@square dance.
A melodious male voice could be heard telling theptes what to
do, the words amusing and incongruous: 'Hold hedrand swing
her round, then stamp your feet upon the ground!'

‘That's Sam," Mrs. Mays said. 'He's awfully goodrgtinizing square
dances.'

'l hope | won't have to do that?' Beth asked, aad mlieved when
the woman shook her head.

In silence they walked along the edge of the pbigihts lit up the
dark water and threw part of the shrubbery intefgbut for the most
part the grounds were only faintly illuminated, lwtiere and there a
cluster of chairs arranged around a lamp-lit tabhe sky was so dark
a blue as to appear black, punctuated intermistevith stars that - in
the dry desert air - seemed to shine with an inhgdright and
steady light. It was cooler than it had been dutimgday, and Beth
was glad of the cardigan draped around her shailder

'l love the desert at night,' Mrs. Mays said. &¢sis to come to life.’
‘It looks so bleak,' Beth murmured.

'‘Wait till you get to know it. Once you do, youdll under its spell,
just the way | did.'

'‘Have you always lived here?' Beth asked withounkihg, and then
quickly apologized. 'I'm so sorry, I've no rightgoestion you.'



'‘Good gracious, child, we don't stand on such cemgrhere! Though
you mustn't object if I'm equally curious about yolhe woman
stopped walking and breathed deep. ‘I came hetty tf@ars ago. It
was nothing like it is now. No dude ranches andoomists. Just wild
country and wild people - though perhaps untaméuki®etter word.'

‘And you settled here?’

‘Yes, we both loved it. It's here where my husbdied. Eight years
ago, now. | lost all heart for carrying on and ded to sell up; would
have sold up too, if it hadn't been for Wyatt HagdiHe owned the
ranch next to this one, and he made me see thaingiraway
wouldn't solve anything. Sol stayed on and buit glace up to what
it is today."

'‘He must be very pleased with you,"' Beth said, ghothere were
many other questions she would have preferredko as

‘Unfortunately he never lived to see it. He died snonths after my
husband. His son runs the place now. Very sucdgssfw. He's a
wonderful young man.'

Glad that the darkness hid the colour which flanmtd her cheeks,
Beth again had to force herself not to ask the tgqpresuppermost in
her mind. Was Danny already married? Had he knowrfitincee
long? Was she as rich as he was?

‘And now it's my turn to find out about you,' MKays was saying. 'l
gathered from what Bill told me that you're an @iph

‘Not exactly. | have a cousin. | lived with herNiew York.'

‘Ah yes, Lois. | met her once when | called in ditBoffice. A pretty
girl with a sad face.’



'Sad?' Beth was taken aback.
‘Yes. As if she were trying to get over an unhalopye affair.'

Dismayed at the woman's perception, Beth realiredw®uld have to
be careful not to give her own emotions away.

‘And there's no point iryour hiding it either,” Mrs. Mays added.
'You're also running away from a man, aren't you?'

'Yes.'

‘Then you couldn't have chosen a better placerttedo. Six months
from now, you won't even remember his name!'

Bleakly wondering what her employer would say & gmew that the
very man she was promising Beth would forget wassame one
whom she had only a moment ago described as beowgérful’,
Beth gave an incoherent murmur and searched roudly Yor a way
of changing the conversation. But her mind wasaalgl filled only
with torment and emptiness.

'‘Don't look so unhappy,' Mrs. Mays said. 'No past$ for ever. | can
promise you that. Now go in and get a good nigtgs. Things
always look different in the sunshine.'

More quickly than she had believed possible Betthesedown to her
new job. At first she found it nerve-racking to go and speak to all
the guests, but this soon changed, and before dtimhmvas out she
was never at a loss for words when it became nagess introduce
one person to another, or to organize the bridgiegaand canasta
evenings which seemed to be the favourite occupatiahose who



did not want to participate in the twice weekly sopi dances or
moonlight trekking expeditions.

So gradually as to almost go unnoticed she begaegtin the weight
she had lost, while her pallor gave way to a d&dichade of honey
and her hair, brightened by the sun's rays, becanmabus of honey
gold.

‘You're the loveliest creature I've seen in yedss. Mays said one
morning at breakfast. 'And so good-tempered too!"

'l couldn't be anything else in this marvellouscpla Beth helped
herself to some toast. 'l still find it hard toiegk I'm here.’

‘And you're really happy?' There was another goesti the brown
eyes which Beth was too honest to deny.

'l haven't managed to - to forget,' she said quicBut I'm doing my
best.'

Sipping her coffee, she wondered for the hundréidie how she
would have been able to answer that question iCihde Q had been
in another part of the States and not - by unhapayce - so close to
Danny's ranch. Despite her efforts to forget hime, knowledge that
he was so close made her constantly on edge lestrhaup as a
visitor. Yet one day they would have to meet, ahdugh she
accepted this as the best thing that could happlkert the longer she
could avoid it the better chance she would haveowitrolling her
emotions.

Breakfast over, she took up her duties. It was Salay off and she
spent part of the morning at the reception deskimggtelephone calls
for the guests and welcoming a few new arrivals.



As usual it was a beautiful day, the sky a deepftmwer blue, the
sun a golden orb and the air crisp and dry. Inpib@, children and
grown-ups were swimming and young waitresses rufioed group
to group with trays of cold drinks and plates ohcdaiches. How
these clients ate!

‘Can you get me a number?' a light voice asked.

Beth looked up and saw a girl of about her own agg height. But
here the resemblance ended, for where she heraslffair the girl
was raven dark, with magnolia-coloured skin andl rfedl lips that
bespoke her Spanish blood.

‘Do you want the call out here,' Beth asked, 'atlgiput it through to
your room?"

'‘Out here, please.' Large brown eyes regardedYwmu're English,
aren't you?'

‘Yes. | can't seem to disguise my accent.’
'You shouldn't try. It goes down well in the States

Although the words were meant as a compliment thva®a certain
insolence in them that made Beth blush, as thohgwre guilty of
maintaining her accent in order to impress.

'If you could give me the number you want?' shemured.

‘Double five nine three. Just ask whoever ansveetalltMr. Harding
to bring my sunglasses when he comes. | left tleehnsi car when he
collected me at the airport yesterday.'

Glad that the top of the desk hid her shaking haBd# dialled the
number. Could this girl be Danny's fiancee? Yedof why was she
staying here and not with him? Hard on these thsugéime the fear



that Danny himself might answer the call, and nerueade her
fumble the last digit so that she had to starbadr again.

‘Do hurry,' the girl said, 'or he'll have left aldy.'

Head bent, Beth dialled once more, and was halftweyugh when
the girl gave a cry of delight and ran towardseh&ance.

‘Don't bother getting the number,' she called tnegrshoulder. 'He's
here!'

Sinking further down into the chair, Beth attemptedhide from
sight. It was too late to make a dash for the effhe would have to
find the courage to face this through.

‘Darling,' she heard the girl say, 'how cleveratf yo know they were
my glasses!

'‘As you're the only girl who's been in my car ie tast twenty-four
hours, it wasn't too difficult,' came the amuseulye

At the sound of the man's voice Beth's fear evdpdrd his must be
Danny's brother; the young man who wanted to w®ntrol.

Carefully she straightened and across the distarficdhe lobby
studied the man framed in the doorway. What shessaprised her,
for expecting youth and weak charm, she saw insteatdirity and
strength. Here was no youth to be given ordersabotan of over
thirty who looked as ihewas used to command. Dark hair, thick an
straight, was combed back from a high forehead avhall defined
brows marked piercing grey eyes, their colour miagiger by the
deeply tanned skin. A beaky nose and firm jaw iaseel his air of
strength, while control was apparent in every loighe tall, lean
body garbed in tailored shirt and riding breeches.



‘Are you ready to leave?' he was asking his congpani

'In a second. | want to fix an appointment with Hardresser.' The
girl hurried back to the reception desk. '‘Could wotange it for me?
Tomorrow morning, as early as possible.'

‘With whom?' Beth asked.
‘Carlo, of course. Don't tell me he doesn't comeraare?’

Pink-cheeked, Beth nodded. Only in the past weéth the ranch
filling up with visitors, had there been enouglents to make it worth
while for the hairdresser to spend three morningsveek in

attendance. Yet like a fool she had forgotten aliout

‘Yes, he's here,' she said hurriedly. 'I'll cathland arrange it. Whom
shall | say it's for?"

'‘Lynn Grantham. And if he can't fix me up tell hira won't get the
box of cigars | brought him!"

‘That's bribery,’ Dean Harding said, his voice &aricthat Beth,
turning away to pick up the internal house phonessged he had
come to stand by the desk.

'Who cares so long as it works,' his companion aaidgantly, and
tapped her fingers on the desk. 'Have you fixed it?

‘The line is busy,' Beth replied, and though slo&éal fixedly at Lynn
Grantham, was aware of Dean Harding watching hsligat frown
on his face.

‘Are you new here?' he asked.

'Yes.'



‘How do you like Arizona?"

'l haven't seen much of it yet." Beth's voice, tamd shaky, held
nothing of its usual soft tone, and aware that hs still looking at
her, she added, 'l intend going on some excursions.

"You must,' he smiled.

‘There you are, Dean! So you've already met Bilits. Mays swept
into sight, beaming happily. 'Wasn't it clever oll Baunders to find
her for me!’

'Did you say Beth?' Dean Harding asked.

‘Yes. Beth Morrison.'

The man turned and looked at Beth with ice-coldseye
'So you decided to come here on your own.'

‘What an odd thing to say," Mrs. Mays commented.
‘Not when you know Miss Morrison.'

‘Do you?'

'Only by hearsay,' Dean Harding drawled. 'Danny hetin New
York.'

Mrs. Mays looked at Beth in surprise. 'You neved sau knew
Danny.’

'l wasn't sure it was - | didn't know if it was th@me one.' Even as shge
spoke, Beth was aware of the feebleness of hey.ré&gl if there
could be two Danny Hardings who owned ranches inohia!



‘Do let's go.' Lynn Grantham put her hand on Deam's &fou said
you were in a hurry.'

'So | am.'

With a brief touch on Mrs. Mays' shoulder and &lobrage at Beth,
he moved away, and not till the swing doors shiatrimehim did Mrs.
Mays speak.

'What in the name of heaven wasthht about?"

Haltingly, with the shrieks of laughter from chidgir as a perpetual
background, Beth recounted the story of her meetitig Danny and
all that had developed from it.

‘That's why his brother was so rude to me,' sheladed. 'He thinks |
chased Danny, ,and that I've come here to contiriue

'‘As you've been here a month and not even trisééchim. ...’
'When you've a preconceived idea about someons,daa’t count.’

'You can blame your precious Danny for any ideaarDieas about
you.'

‘That's what hurts most,' Beth admitted. 'That adlidn't have the
courage to tell his brother the truth. That hegmded was chasing
him!'

‘Danny's afraid of Dean.’
'‘But why?'
'‘Because Dean could send him away from the ranch.'

'‘But it's his!"



'It's Dean's,' Mrs. Mays corrected. 'Left to himhay father.’
Beth could not hide her bewilderment. 'But Dansgid-'

'‘Danny says a lot of things that aren't true. Etreng belongs to
Dean. Wyatt Harding left Danny an income, but nuiweh for him

to retire on! And they aren't brothers either, treegousins. Danny's
mother was Wyatt's sister. She and her husbandwdesh Danny
was about ten, and he's lived on the ranch eveesin

'So Dearcouldsend him away?"

‘Technically, yes. Not that | can ever see him gadin no matter how
much he threatened.'

‘None the less he could,' Beth said. 'Especiallpahny wanted to
break his engagement.’'

‘Dean wouldn't use those kind of threats to foroeneone into
marrying. Much as it hurts me to tell you, no osi¢éorcing Danny to
do anything. So coming here isn't the right solufar you.'

As she understood the implication of the wordsacglour stained
Beth's cheeks. "You can't believe | came hereytarid make Danny
change his mind!'

'l think that consciouslyyou meant what you told me," Mrs. Mays
interrupted. 'But what abousubconsciously?You're intelligent
enough to know about hidden motivations. Be hongtst yourself,
child.'

Hands clenched, Beth pondered on the words. Wenretthe? Had
she hoped to make Danny fall in love with her agé#ien he realized
how near she was to him, or had she - as she bdliekome here to
show him she did not care about him at all?



The heat in the lobby seemed overpowering despite -
air-conditioning, and she swayed and grew pale.uebgshe was
aware of being led into the inner office and havsame brandy
forced down her throat, while Mrs. Mays talked &r Im a warm,
reassuring voice.

'‘Poor child, it's been too much for you. You lookveell and healthy
that | was forgetting you've been ill.'

'I'm perfectly well," Beth answered, and made amdtup. But her
body was not as willing as her mind and her shakimgs decided
her to remain seated a bit longer. 'It's all yalk about subconscious
motivations,' she said, trying to inject a notéoimour into what was
otherwise likely to become a scene of pure batiWeking me face
up to the truth was what probably made me feeliiu're right, of
course. | suppose | did come here in the hope.thetble to go on,
she turned her head away, fixing her gaze detediyiron the patch
of blue sky which she could see through the smigtow. 'l think it
would be better if | left. I'll try to arrange aght for tomorrow.'

'‘And leave me in the lurch? That's not a nice thando!'
‘But | thought you'd prefer me to go?'

'l would prefer you to stay." The woman looked at ithout
smiling. 'To stay and face Danny.’

'l couldn't bear to see him. Not now. Not after wWeey he lied to me.
It's like finding out he never existed!

‘The Danny you thought you knedidn'texist. That's why | want you
to meet him again.’'

Beth could not prevent a wry laugh. "You're a glediever in kill or
cure!’



'It's the only way. And you will be cured. | feein my bones.
'‘And do your bones say how long it will take?'
‘It depends what works first. Father Time or anothan!'

‘Not another man,' Beth said with total convictidrcan't promise to
fall outof love, but Icanpromise | won't falin love again!'



CHAPTER FIVE

FOR the remainder of the week Beth was tense to thet
exhaustion. Her discovery of Danny's true positiad made many
things clear, at the same time further blurring kreewledge of him.
Was everything he had told her a pack of lies? ¢.dgiced her to
conclude that it was, but even this did not help toeget him.
Perhaps Mrs. Mays was right when she said the walyto do this
was for her to see Danny face to face and tellthehshe knew him
to be a liar and a coward. Yet somehow she coulthmag herself to
force a meeting; when this happened - as happeould - it would
have to come about by accident.

Of Lynn Grantham she saw little, though on the @measions they
did meet she was aware of the girl's barely coecealriosity.

Work seemed the best palliative, and work thereiwgdenty if she
went looking for it. Casual the dude ranch mighgesr when viewed
with a tourist's eye, but the effort that went imbaking it seem so
was anything but casual, particularly now that theye full.

The temperature had increased and though the nagris still cool,

the days were well over ninety degrees, with nooatbeing so hot
that movement out of doors was an effort. But ametitioning made
even the highest temperature bearable and she wellldnderstand
why Arizona was called the air-conditioned state!

The large swimming pool was always filled with pegghough by
mid-morning a majority of them would leave to exgldhe famous
trails that meandered their stony way through tesed. Some of
them would return to lunch in the cool dining-rodmt others would
picnic at one of the small springs which tricklggbstaneously and
wastefully into the arid land.



Seeking jobs to occupy herself, Beth took on th@estision of the
picnic baskets, the daily arranging of flowersheit pottery vases,
and the nightly laying of the buffet on the veranda

At night, when there was no square dancing indnede, there was
dancing alongside the pool, and more coloureddigidre switched
on to increase the romantic atmosphere of an giremdrcharged
scene.

It was usually in the evening - in the lull befai@mner - that Beth
found it most difficult to control her thoughts.aging in her room
made them worse and she took to walking aroungeheneter of the
ranch, finding some calm in the coolness of nighet and the
vastness of the landscape. As Mrs. Mays had progheshe no
longer found the desert a bleak, tortured expahgellow and white
sand, but rather a place of moods. In the morrtidwd the clean,
fresh smell of herbs and shrubbery, with a smadkebe whispering
like a lullaby; at midday, in the full sun, therasva ghostly hush over
everything: in the brilliant light thevery grains of sand stood apar
from each other, while rocks glistened with foglkdd and the distant
mountains seemed a painted, unreal backdrop &ctree, reminding
bne of the brooding emptiness of eternity which femdhioned this
landscape. But it was at night that the desert datoats own. The
towering pillars of saguaro cacti assumed gnapeditive shapes
and stood like sentinels of the past, pointing \weyrfingers to the
limitless sky; night cries of animals searching flmwd echoed in the
air, signifying a muted battleground where the ggta for survival
continued without cessation.

As she herself was struggling to survive withoetitin she loved. ...

‘How long can | go on?' she asked herself one ragtghe stood by
the rough-hewn barrier she had come to regard aswve leaning
post. ‘What should | do?'



'Return to New York,' a male voice said.

Only then did Beth realize she had spoken aloud s&e spun round
to see Dean Harding. His white dinner jacket ineeglethe dark air of
malevolence with which her fevered dislike of hiradhalready
cloaked him.

'How dare you creep up on me?' she burst out. Oyadi make a
point of eavesdropping?

'‘As you're out here alone, | could hardly have cipdited
eavesdropping! | didn't know you normally talk wuyself.’

Mortified, she turned away from him, was aware thatremained
looking at her.

'‘Come, Miss Morrison, there's no need tisrto be enemies. | can't
help it if Danny's behaviour made you believe heted to marry
you.'

'‘Made me believe!" she retorted. 'lt was a defipteposal of
marriage.'

'l see." His voice was without expression, 'In tlcase | can
understand why you're so angry.'

‘Thenshowsome understanding.’

‘That's what I'm trying to do. But you keep misjiudgmy motives. In
suggesting you return to New York | was thinkingnasch of your
well-being as of Danny's. No matter what you magkhl can assure
you he won't break his engagement’

'l haven't asked him to!" she flared. 'Nor havedreattempted to see
him. | came here because | was. ..." Her wordéetraaway. 'Oh,
what's the use, you wouldn't believe me.’



'I know you were ill,' he said quietly. 'Mrs. Mahas told me. But
remaining here won't help your recovery. I'm surer¢ are other
places where you could go.'

'I'm a working girl, Mr. Harding. | have to stay aite | can also find a
job.'

'How would Texas suit you? The climate is excellemd a friend of
mine is looking for a secretary.’

'l have no intention of running away.'

'Why must you see it as defeat? Surely it's betidoe a realist?
Danny got carried away by your looks - you don&dhee to tell you
how lovely you are - and he made promises he dide&n.'

‘How do you know he didn't mean them? If you'd giten a chance
to decide for himself he—'

‘Do you think Iforcedhim into continuing his engagement?, Dann
has a mind of his own.’

'‘But no money of his own! That can be a very striavegr.'
'l see.' Dean Harding made no effort to hide msper.

‘You think | forced him to give you up? That I'netbne to blame for
everything?'

'Yes,' she asserted, 'l do.'

‘Then I'm afraid I'll have to prove you wrong. Whatay may hurt
you, but I've got no alternative. The first timdearned of your
existence - let alone that Danny had proposed tio- yeas when you
telephoned my home and asked to talk to him. Wnéh, he hadn't
said a word about wanting to end his engagementvidie came back



from New York a week earlier than I'd expected bseahe said he'd
found it rather dull.’

Any doubts Beth might have had as to the veradityhe man's
statement were quelled by this last remark. To ma&ée it up would
have needed a subtlety of thinking far removed frnm@asculine
intelligence. Besides, it held the ring of truthdatolled the death
knell of any hopes she might have cherished.

As though sensing her pain he tried to easent.sbrry | had to tell
you, but it's better for you to know the truth.’

She looked up at the sky, but there was nothisgéo It was empty as
shewas. 'Poor Danny,' she murmured. 'Frighteneditortethe truth
and frightened to tell you! Does that make you fegbortant, Mr.
Harding?'

He looked perplexed. 'l don't follow you.'
'l just wondered why Danny was so scared of you.'

'‘Don't play the amateur psychologist!' Dean Hardipgrplexity was
replaced by irritation that made a thin line of atherwise

well-shaped mouth. 'If Danny has an inbuilt fearstarted long
before | came into his life. He was ten when wstfimet, and as I'm
sure you know, traumas begin long before then! Hewef you're

saying he's frightened because he doesn't wargni for himself,

then on that basis-ninety-nine per cent of the [amn should be
nervous wrecks!'

Beth swallowed painfully, as though trying to alisarhat she had
just heard. It was impossible to deny the forceDein Harding's
argument, and hard enough though it was she hacctpt it.

‘But why don't you want me to see him?' she asked.



'‘Because he's weak. You might make him change inid.m

‘Would that be so terrible? Or do you have a redésowanting him
to marry this Cindy?'

'He loves her,' came the harsh reply, 'but he'stigmd to realize it! If
Cindy were more worldly she'd know how to manage.But as it
is. ..." The tall figure came nearer, powerful averbearing. "You
must leave here. It's the best solution.’

‘Not for me," Beth said with finality. 'l intend stay.'

'For what purpose? Even if you do turn Danny's feggin, how long
do you think it will last this time? And will youebhappy knowing
that the moment you're out of sight he'll forgetyo

They were questions Beth had already asked heaselfthe answers
to them were anything but pleasant. Yet not forvloeld would she

admit it to this insufferable man who set himsgifas the arbiter of
what was right and wrong.

'‘Well?' he said again. 'You haven't answered me.'

'l don't intend to. What | think or what | decidemy own affair, and
nothing you say will make me alter my mind. | am leaving here.'

'‘And Danny? | assume you intend seeing him?'

She closed her eyes. Would she attempt to see Cagay or would
she leave it entirely to chance? All she had lehai®ut him tonight
had put him more out of focus than before. Yet dedmowing him

to be aliar and a weakling she could not stomigViim. But this was
something she did not intend to discuss with Deardifg.

'It's late,’ she said by way of reply. 'I'm goiogoed.'



She turned to leave, but he barred her way, mdiengealize how far
she was from the ranch house, and how isolatedpiis of the
property was. Her heart began to pound, heavy lleatsnade her
throat dry.

'If you won't take notice of words,' he said hegviPerhaps you'll
take notice othis.'

His hand came out and she recoiled. 'No!" she glaspel stopped as
she saw the folded slip of paper in his hand.

Mystified, she took it and tilted it to the fairtbdight to see what it
was.

A cheque for ten thousand dollars had been madendugr name.
Furious tears blurred it from sight and, with singihands, she tore it
across and across.

With an exclamation he caught her roughly by theuster. 'If you
think you'll get a larger amount, forget it. | wbglve you one cent
more!'

'l wouldn't leave here for a million dollars! Havieeyou listened to
one word I've said? Do you think everyone sees laveerms of
money? | don't car@hatDanny has. I'd love him if he was a pauper

Before he could reply she pulled away from his graisd ran down
the path, stumbling against some stones but iggdhe pain, intent
only on putting as much distance as she could lzstwerself and a
man who stood for everything she despised.

The morning brought Beth a greater sense of logitsie was able
to analyse Dean Harding's behaviour and see it a®e protection



of his cousin than an insult teer. Not that she could forgive him for
believing her to be a gold digger! The very wordught a return of
irritation and she jumped out of bed and begarréssd

It was not until she went into the lobby that shalized how early she
had awoken, for even now the clock on the wall ahigwed eight.

"You're full of energy today," Sam said from hisalgposition behind
the reception desk.

'So are you. In all the time I've been here, | dogrmember you
having any time off! Don't you get tired of workiPig

Sam's usually impassive expression was replaced dmite. 'I'm
thankful to have the opportunity of working. Toomgaof my people
never get the chance.'

The arrival of Mrs. Mays precluded any further cersation, though
during breakfast Beth learned that Sam was an arp¥teom her
employer had 'adopted' when he was fourteen.

‘Not that a fourteen-year-old Indian can be regauea child," Mrs.
Mays remarked. 'Sam had lived through a lifetiméolehe came
here.'

‘Are most Indians poor?' Beth asked.

Mrs. Mays nodded. 'But they're much better off iban they used to
be. They aren't easy to take care of, you know.rdlaee fifteen
separate Indian nations, and they all want todiwveheir own. There
are seventeen different reservations in Arizonaello

' never realized.'

‘Not many people do," Mrs. Mays shrugged. 'As & st@ have one of
the best records for educating them and preserthieg dignity.



That's the most important thing of all, in my opimi- helping
someone to maintain their dignity as a human being.

They were sentiments Beth echoed, and she wished Barding
had been here to listen to them - not that he wbalthfluenced by
what anyone said.

'How about taking it easy today,” Mrs. Mays sugegstand let
Miguel give you a riding lesson?’

Beth jumped at the idea. To get out into the desesay from
civilization, might be just the thing to restorer heerspective and
sense of humour.

'I'd love that. Will slacks do?"

Mrs. Mays looked vague. 'Why not go and changsétter to start
early.’

Not until she was in her bedroom did Beth undecstae reason for
her employer's absentminded expression, for onb#gk lay the
smartest-looking cowgirl outfit she had ever se€ércitedly she
donned the cream silk shirt, well-fitting trousensd heeled shoes
which turned her into the epitome of a touristisasin. Picking up the
wide-brimmed Stetson which helped to complete tlwtupe, she
went to the lobby where Mrs. Mays dismissed henkbawith a
shrug. 'Just go and enjoy yourself, child. Thdt'tha thanks | need.’

Beth's first hour on a horse was more discomfam #njoyment, and
only the Mexican's good-humoured assumption thatveas loving
every minute of it prevented her from heading bacthe ranch. But
gradually she began to get the rhythm of the mowt@ed soon she
was able to take in the splendour of her surroyggditiow could
anyone want to live in a crowded city when theyldoenjoy the
freedom of fresh air, sunshine and space? Space tman anything,



she decided, gazing at the far distant horizon /herwork of man
could be seen. No wonder Arizonans were proudef 8tate.

At midday they stopped to eat the picnic that hadnbprepared for
them, and never had food tasted as good as itadigl when eaten in
the shade of some sagebrush.

'We must return now," Miguel said. "You been ridiogg enough for
one day.'

'‘But I'm not a bit tired," Beth protested.

"You will be by this evening,' came the sly answ@h my, how you
will suffer!’

Beth sniffed and clambered back on her horse. thensilly. Come
along, Miguel, just another hour.'

Chuckling, the Mexican obeyed, this time settimfjfierent pace. 'No
good to tire the horses in the heat,’ he exclaintgetter we go
slowly.’

It was thirst rather than fatigue which finally dded Beth to return
home, and the sight of the ranch house made hgrfdéora cool drink.
Anticipation made her set the horse into a caraed only as her
body moved sharply against the saddle did shezeealhat Miguel
had meant when he had said she would suffer!

But a hot bath would put her right, and a cushiomer chair tonight,
she decided. Perhaps even two cushions!

But no amount of cushions made Beth's evening asplable one,
though she was too good-natured to grudge anyenatiusement of
laughing at her discomfiture.



'By this time next week you'll realize how worthvehit was," Mrs.
Mays said comfortingly as they sat together in lthenge sipping
after-dinner coffee.

Unconvinced, Beth grunted, 'l feel such a fool!'
"Why not go to bed? Then at least you can lie dbwn

'It's too early for me to sleep. And it's awful tigeialone with your
thoughts.’

Beth stopped and concentrated on her coffee cifshe had never
seen one before, but glancing at Mrs. Mays sutrepsly, saw that
she was looking perturbed.

'l understand Mr. Harding spoke to you about mbg &egan
abruptly, '‘and you told him | had beenill.'

‘Yes. He asked me how I'd come to engage you. Uldvieave been
pointless not to tell him.'

‘There was no secret about it.' Beth moistenedip®r'l know you
and Mr. Harding are friends, and if it's awkward foe to stay on
here...'

‘Certainly not. | won't hear of you leaving! Unlggsuwant to go.'
Mrs. Mays looked inquiring. ‘Do you still feel tisame way about
Danny?'

'l don't know what | feel any more. Mr. Hardingdaine so many
things about him that I... | should hate Danny# shid passionately,
'vet | can't. All | feel is a sort of blank.’

'It's time you met him. | told you that some whalgo. The trouble is
you're scared to put yourself to the test!’



Beth sighed. 'At least feeling numb is less pairifulsaw him again
it might make things worse.’

‘Then you'd better prepare yourself,’ Mrs. Maysl saitly, ‘because
he's just walked in.’

Beth stiffened. 'Can | get out?'
'‘Not without being seen.’

Shaking but resolute, Beth remained in her chaid behind her
heard Danny's voice raised above normal as heagrdéts. Mays.

‘Lynn promised us some square dancing,' he saidyesdecided to
come here.'

"'l go and tell Sam." Mrs. Mays stood up, halfetting Beth as she
did so. 'l think you already know my new receptsdniDanny. |
believe you met in New York.'

Beth turned and held out her hand. 'Hello, Danny.’
‘Beth!" It was an incredulous cry. '"When did yosince when. ...’

‘Several weeks,' she replied, and could hardlyetelher voice was
so normal despite the shaking of her body.

'l can't believe it,' he said huskily. Colour hémbfled his skin and he
was flushed, with a damp film of perspiration os furehead despite
the air-conditioning.

'l thought Dean had told you," Lynn Grantham inéered blithely.
'‘Otherwise I'd have mentioned it.'

Looking at the expression on the magnolia face Beth certain the
girl was lying, and had deliberately planned thesetng.



'‘Dean never said a word to me,' Danny retorted.
'Is he here?'Mrs. Mays inquired.

'‘No, he isn't." The answer came from a girl who hadn standing
slightly behind Danny. 'He's been in Phoenix ajl, daut we left word
we were coming here, so he'll probably follow.’

Beth listened without hearing, all her senses diegbiby her first
encounter with her rival. Anticipating glamour asdphistication,
she was wrong on both assumptions, for the roucedfgirl in front
of her, with her tall, raw-boned body clad in swehirt and jeans,
was neither glamorous nor smart. She was not evettypBeth
hastily amended, this as Cindy gave her a slighiesnhich, though
hesitant, none the less gave her warmth and viuacit

‘Danny always manages to meet pretty girls whemdétaround,' she
said. 'But he won't tell me how he does it.'

'We met at a party,' Beth replied. 'But | -1 didmiow - I'd no idea he
lived so near here.'

The large brown eyes - Cindy's best feature - sdgméarken with
pain, as if she did not believe what she had héartdiwhen she spoke
she gave no indication of this. 'l expect we'll adet of you now. But
at least I'll be able to check up on Danny mordyas

Beth forced herself to laugh. 'He'll have far mooenpetition for my
attention down here. I've just become a fan of @é10And they're
much more controllable than young male Arizonans!

‘What a thing to say!" Taking his cue, Danny cam# ithe
conversation, at the same time flinging a casual aver -Cindy's
shoulder. The gesture, so easy and assured, stiddsbagh Beth like



a knife, bringing it forcibly home to her that Danbelonged to
someone else.

‘Hordes may be more controllable,' he continued they can't dance
as well as | can! And that's what we came heré for.

" 'Give us ten minutes,’ Mrs. Mays said quicklydasignalled to a
couple of Mexican boys hovering by the door to tgdlthe rugs in
preparation.

'l think I'll take a rain check on the dancing,h@y said. 'Now that
you've met Miss - er - it won't matter if | sit dut

‘What's wrong, honey, your leg bothering you?'

The solicitude in Danny's voice astonished Beth, oould she
understand the look of shame that unexpectediyhdlhsacross his
face.

'Only a slight twinge,', Cindy replied, and lookatBeth. 'I'm sure
youwon't mind standing in for me?'

'l still have a few things to clear up in the offijcBeth murmured.
‘You can't disappoint Danny. You're supposed thibdriend.’

‘Beth's moremyfriend than Danny's,’ a deep voice said, and #hey
swung round to see Dean Harding. As they watchedaime over to
Beth and put his arm on hers, the gesture almasomnmg Danny's

earlier one. 'Danny only saw Beth in New York bessatigave him

her address. | wanted him to check she was gtitiféd to me!'

Cindy's brilliant smile told - far more than wordsf her earlier
disquiet. 'In that casgou'll want to partner Beth.' She looked at Lyn
Grantham. 'Woulgroupartner Danny?'



‘That's what old family friends are for,' the dalghed, throwing
Dean a look which he returned imperturbably.

‘Then it's all settled.' Danny smiled at everyaekeved and carefree
again. 'How about a drink before we start? Oncealtimeing begins,
you can't get near the bar.’

'‘Beth and | will join you in a few minutes,' Deasidy and remained
silent till he was alone with her in the cornetlwd lounge. Only then
did he drop his arm from her shoulder and stan# batook at her,
his expression contemptuous. 'lf you wanted to3sa®y you could
at least have seen him alone. Bringing Cindy intaas—'

'l didn't arrange it,' Beth said. 'Though | donipgose you'll believe
me.'

'l don't,’ he said agreeably, 'but at least | wae 0 put paid to your
urge for mischief.’

'‘By pretending | was a friend gburs? Do you think Cindy fell for
that?'

He nodded. 'And she'll go on thinking so unless yell her
otherwise.'

'‘What makes you so sure | won't? After all, somewhe comes all
the way down here chasing after Danny can't hayeamples about
getting rid of a rival!’

'It's notyour scruples I'm banking on. It's Danny's! No mattewh
infatuated he might be with you, he won't hurt Gind

‘Then you've nothing to worry about.' Beth wenividk past him, but
he refused to let her move.



'‘Why must you be so obstinate?' he asked softly.staying here
you're only hurting yourself. If Danny had wantedne could have
broken with Cindy a long while ago.' The dark h&agered. 'But he
doesn't want to. That's why he left New York antheaback here.
Can't you accept that?"

'‘And can't you accept that I'm not staying herentler to win him
back?"

‘Then why stay at all?'

About to speak, she stopped. How could she explainreasons
when she could hardly make sense of them hersaifBdtter for him
to think her hard and uncaring than to guess taisas staying here
for her own salvation.

‘Well?' he repeated. 'Why stay?'

Deciding that the best method of defence was attslok said: 'If
you're so sure Danny won't leave Cindy, why doesbeing here
worry you?'

'‘Because | won't have Cindy hurt. Danny may knowattb do in the
long run, but it won't prevent him taking any fav®wa pretty girl
offers!'

Beth's hand rose, but Dean caught it and half aremhis lips.

‘Now, now,' he chided, his eyes glittering like gparey stones.
'‘People are watching us. You don't want them takthae're having a
lovers' quarrel!

Furious, she pulled her hand away from him. "Youn'wfmol Cindy
for long," she burst out. 'Besides, your friend $M&rantham might
get annoyed!



‘Leave Lynn to me. Now let's join the others.’
'l've work to do.'
*Your work is to entertain the guests,' came the caply.

Knowing herself beaten, she allowed him to leaddéne bar, where
Danny was the centre of a crowd, and sipping ang&guice, she
perched gingerly on a stool and watched him. Likechusin, he was
dressed cowboy fashion, and the casual attire imagd&ok younger
than she had recollected. Because he was moredtdhae he had
been in New York his hair seemed fairer and hisayere deeply
blue. Even his voice was no longer the same, degjhter in tone and
quicker. Yet this might be due to comparison witeaD Harding,
whose slow drawl was so easily discernible amoeggthck chatter
around him.

‘Trust Dean to get Danny out of a tricky situatidtynn Grantham
was speaking, her head bent forward so only Batlddwear her.

'You must have been disappointed,’ Beth replieol Went to a lot of
trouble to set the whole thing up.’

'‘Come again?'
‘Don't pretend with me. You got Danny here delibedya

Thick mascaraed lashes veiled the brown eyes; heydn eyes
completely different from Cindy's gentle ones.hbught you'd be
pleased. After all, it's what you've been waitimy. fYou needn't
pretend with me, you know. | couldn't care led3ahny married you
or Cindy.'

'I'll accept that, at least. You're only concermdith Dean!" Beth gave
a cool smile. 'That's why you want him to think lyaaf me.’



'He already does!'
‘Then why are you jealous of me?"

‘Jealous?' Lynn's nostrils flared. 'Dean would néak for you. He
can smell fortune-hunters a mile off! That's why mever strays
outside his own league.’

'Of which you and Cindy are members, of course?'

'Of course. Cindy mightn't look it, but she's ofi¢he richest girls in
the state. Her land borders Dean's, and when siiees®anny it'll
give Dean the biggest ranch in Arizona. That's Wb keen on the
match.’

‘And you're doing your best to help him?'
‘Naturally.'

Beth averted her head. As she did so her gaze meeagrey one,
and an unexpected imp of mischief replaced her ranghout
giving herself time to think, she slid down fronetstool and moved
over to Dean, draping her body against his anditgofeltingly into
his face.

‘What about the dancing you've been promising me?'

She felt him tense beside her and was uncomforiavbre of the
hardness of his thigh. She made to draw back poutte realized he
had caught her round the waist and was pullingelaen closer.

'Of course, angel,' he drawled. 'Let you and me &8’

In a grip of iron he propelled her to the loungewrprepared for the
dancing.



'l don't want to dance with you,' Beth said tightly
"You should have thought of that before you maeeotifer.'

Country and Western music began and Dean whirleddwend in
time to it. Although the same height as Danny, Be much stronger,
and she could not help wondering where the forogecom, for he
was whipcord thin.

Other couples were already joining in, and soorrdleen rang to the
stamping of feet as Sam gave loud commands, engitliem to:
‘Dance to the left and then to the right, gentlerheid your girls real
tight!"

'Here we go,' Dean mocked, and pulled her so dlusethe breath
was almost knocked out of her body.

‘Must you show off how strong you are?' she hissed.

He did not reply, for again Sam was telling thenato do: If she's a
Missus, if she's a Miss, Grab her tight and giveahkiss!'

'‘Don't you dare—' Beth began, and found her mootreed by a
surprisingly gentle one.

'Hold that kiss as long as you can,' warbled Sang 'show your
partner who's the man!'

Eyes closed, Beth lost all sense of time. The nasicousic sounded
miles away and the movement of her limbs was auionfanly the
mouth upon her own had any feeling of reality ggdétssed hers with
less and less gentleness, forcing her to a resgbresdid not want to
give.

Tush her back and set her free,' commanded Satrkeébp her hand
and count to three!'



Light was bright upon her lids as Dean Harding desvay from her,
but he still held her hand, and she knew from #ue htight smile on
his face that he had no intention of letting hdrligihtly. But she
could not go on with this charade. She was todl titeo depressed.
Seeing Danny had given her a shock that was nomieg to take
effect.

'‘Please let me go, Mr. Harding.'

'‘Call me Dean,' he ordered. 'After all, you know soewell.'
'l want to go,' she repeated.

‘To New York, | hope.'

Anger washed over her. How dared he tell her whata with her
life! 'l want to go to my room. I'm tired.'

'‘Age-old cry of women when they're not getting theevn way!' he
jibed. 'l bet you never said that to Danny.'

'l loved him,' she cried, ‘and | hat@u'
'Is hate more tiring, then?'

It must be, she thought, as she stared at himr Vkdbal battle was
robbing her of her last vestige of strength, leg\ier as exhausted as
when she had first been ill. She couldn't go omtiigyg this man;
couldn't defend herself from his virile masculinity

She opened her mouth to speak, but no words came.rgom
revolved around her, the lights growing so bridjait they threatened
to burn into her brain. She put her hand to hedhead found the
honey-gold tendrils of hair wet to the touch.



'l think I'm going to ... to faint,' she gaspedddalt herself slipping
Into unconsciousness.

‘Beth!" Dean's voice seemed to come from an encsrd@tiance, but
there was no mistaking the urgency in it. 'Pleasadsaside,’ she
heard him say.His arms came about her again and/shieto ward

him off, but her efforts were useless and she wasng off the

ground and carried like a baby. It was strangelyfooting not to

fight any longer, and with a sigh she relaxed agathe hard
shoulder, her head fitting comfortably into thewvauof his neck.

Outside in the darkness she opened her eyes, élagkitude which
had engulfed her earlier had still not gone andrshde no effort to
move. How odd to feel so at home in the arms ofa mho was her
avowed enemy!

They had now reached the pool. A few couples witiag on deck
chairs, but in the far corner a hammock swung ermapty she felt
herself being placed on it.

‘Thank you,' she whispered. 'lIt was kind of yobtimg me out here.
I'm sorry | made such a fool of myself.'

'I'm the fool. | should never have insisted on mgkyou dance. I'd
forgotten you'd been ill.’

'‘Why should you remember?' she said wryly.

He sat on the hammock beside her. 'l guess one@migmbers facts
about people one loves or hates.'

'l know | don't qualify for the first emotion,' sisaid with a return of
her old spirit, 'but | was positive | came top oy list in the other!

'l don't hate you. If we had met in other circumsts we could—'



'‘Don't say we could have been "good friends"! Tws isn't one of
your characteristics.'

‘How do you know?"'
'You're too incisive.'

He chuckled. '‘My, my, ware being polite! A while back you'd have
said obstinate or pig-headed!’

'l suppose I'm still too tired to quarrel.’
'‘Must we quarrel?'
'l wasn't the one to start,' she reminded him.

For a moment he was silent, and she turned andetb@k him,
wishing she could see his expression. But all siiddamake out was
the high forehead and beaky nose which made hineaapmore
saturnine than ever.

‘Very well," he said at last. 'From now on I'll Aohy peace. I'll watch
from the sidelines instead.’

'‘As a referee?' she asked before she could stgplher

'Hardly. Referees have to be unbiased. And you kmevy well
whose side I'm on.'

‘You've made that very plain, Mr. Harding.'
‘At least call me Dean.’
'So you still want Cindy to think I'mour friend, not Danny's?'

'Yes. Let her wear her rose-coloured spectacléngsas she can.’



‘And if Danny and | should—' Beth stopped, unwidlito put the rest
of the sentence into words.

'If you and Dannyshould' came the frigid reply, 'then Cindy's
spectacles will fall off by themselves!'

Beth's answer was forestalled by the tap of heelhe path as Lynn
Grantham came in sight.

'So that's where you are! Feeling better, Miss Mon?'

'Yes, thank you.' Beth rose. '‘But do call me B&h.we're such
friends it's silly to be formal!

With an ungracious grunt the American girl took fllace .vacated
on the hammock, moving closer to Dean as she maselh
comfortable.

Beth's brief moment of triumph vanished and withamured good
night she left them.

Alone in her room she sank on to the bed and gavself up to
thoughts of Danny. Yet oddly enough he did not cotearly into her
mind. All she could conjure up was a blurred imagéh Cindy's
features more clearly remembered than his.

Could this be due to guilt? It was all very wellaelieve one had the
right to fight for the man you loved even though wias already

engaged to someone else. But it was hard to maitiés attitude

when faced with the actual flesh and blood creaiime was wearing
his ring.

Despondently she began to undress. Dean was teb@nthis. He
had made her feel she was in the wrong; made hievbehe should
go away and leave things as they were. But shedmtiuShe would



stay until her emotions had settled sufficiently ier to understand
them. Only then, when she knew exactly how sheatattut Danny,
would she make up her mind whether or not to fightim.



CHAPTER SIX

DAwN had barely lightened the sky when Beth awoke.dtp had
been fitful, punctuated with distorted images ohByaand Dean that
had made no sense.

Still tired, she mulled over the events of the highfore: her first
sight of Danny for months, yet they had not exclegingnore than a
dozen words. No doubt he would call her todayonify to find out if
she intended saying anything to Cindy.

Beth frowned. What had made Danny - who obviougld a pretty

face - want to marry a girl like Cindy? Lynn's ate@ that Dean

wanted the marriage because it would give him dnthe largest

ranches in the state did not ring true. It mighkenim encourage the
match, but certainly not to the point of directiyarfering. Indeed, if

he wanted the land so badly he could have marneditl himself.

Then why was Danny engaged to her? Was it his fogesgcurity? If
this were so it gave sense to his running away faw York.

Anxious to put him out of her mind, she busied &kraelping
prepare some of the picnics, for today there whreet different
trekking expeditions leaving the ranch.

'‘Why don't you go on one of them?' her employegssted.

‘You're touching a sore spot!' Beth grinned. 'hkhf'll stick around
here and take a swim later in the afternoon.’

‘Would you like to go into Phoenix after lunch? aswlanning to go
in myself to get some things, but if you would go e ...'



Beth bit back the desire to say no; it was impdsestb remain
constantly within earshot of the telephone on th@&nce that Danny
would call. 'I'd love to," she said quickly.

‘Then take the rest of the morning off. There arly the flowers to
do, and they can be left until later.'

Taking Mrs. Mays at her word, Beth changed intokinband went
to sit beside the pool.

The hours passed slowly. She was too far awaydothe telephone
ring, but whenever one of the Mexican boys cametimaugh the
swing doors she watched anxiously. But always #myroached one
of the guests and eventually she gave up watchemt

Lulled by the quietness and the heat, she felkeaslawaking with a
start as a pebble crunched near her ear. A figloekéd out the
sunlight, and though she was still too blinded aregto see clearly,
she knew it was Danny.

'So there you are,’ he murmured, and dropped dasiu® her. 'I've
been trying to get here since nine this morningfean kept finding
me things to do.’

'You don't need to apologize,' she said coldlywalsn't expecting
you.'

He looked discomfited. 'l suppose you think | bedthiike a swine? |
did of course, and | can't explain it.'

'I'm sure you can!'
His face crinkled with pain. 'lI've never known yoel cruel.’

‘And I've nevelknownyou,' she retorted. 'The man | fell in love witl
in New York doesn't exist!'



He lowered his head, the crouched position in winiehwas sitting
making him look unusually abject. 'You've everys@ato hate me.
But you can't hate me more than | hate myselfvélgou and—'

'‘Don't keep up that lie!'

'It's true! If | hadn't been in love with you, | wion't have felt so
guilty. That's why | ran out on you.' He raised nesad and looked at
her with tormented eyes. 'When | saw you last nidgmtew I'd been
crazy to think | could get over you. | love you,tBel can't live
without you!'

They were words she had ached to hear, yet hetirerg brought
none of the pleasure she had expected. Faith -awsteoyed - could
not be restored by a few emotional phrases.

'‘Haven't you anything to say?' He caught her hialdiing it against
his chest so that she could feel the pounding ®hleart. '‘Can you
forgive me? Can we start again?'

'‘How can you ask that?' She tore her hand away fisrand jumped
to her feet. 'You may live in Mormon country, bwtea they have
changed their rules!

"You don't think ..." With a swift movement he sago and pulled her
away from the pool to stand in the shadow of socneesning bushes.
'I'm going to tell Cindy the truth. | can't go onthvan engagement
that doesn't mean anything to me!’

'‘Why didn't you tell her when you first came baakh New York?'

‘Because |I. ..." he stopped, and she knew himemeligh to know he
was searching for an answer that would not hurt her

‘Tell me the truth, Danny. I'm tired of lies.’



'l thought | would forget you,' he mumbled, 'beblldn't. No matter
how hard I tried, | couldn't stop thinking of you.'

'‘Why didn't you at least write to me?"

'‘Would it have done any good? Until | was freedrdi have the right
to get in touch ewith you.'

"You haven't the right now," she-flared.
'l know. But | had to make sure you still wanted'me

The words sickened her and she moved back a stpthist she
needed distance between them in order to put honfatus; he was
too heartbreakingly clear already.

'‘Why are you looking at me like that?' he askethve you, Beth. |
know you hate me for what | did, but don't makepag for it for the
rest of my life!"

Still she could not speak. She knew she shouldiskedpm; she
probably did despise him, she thought fleetingbt, somehow it did
not affect her love for him, nor her need to belhelhis arms.

'It's so wrong,' she whispered. 'We've no righwe shouldn't...'

'‘We love each other,' he said passionately. 'Arad ¢fives us the
right.'

Drawing her into his arms, he held her close, ngkisses on her wet
eyelids and tear-stained cheeks before finallyifigdher mouth.

Beth gave herself up to his demands, but insteableojoy she had
anticipated, she felt a binning shame that grewse/dhe longer she
remained in his arms.



‘No!" she cried, and pushed him away. 'l can't!
'‘But you love me!'

‘It isn't enough. You're engaged to Cindy.'

'l soon be free!'

‘Then we must wait till you are.'

There was a finality in her voice that brooked nguanent, and his
hands dropped away from her. 'I'm sorry, darlingnew/| came here
today | swore | wouldn't make love to you until&sviree. But seeing
you like this - so close - so beautiful...Forgive ‘me.

This sounded like the man she wanted Danny to ie,har anger
dissolved. Seeing it, his face cleared.

'‘We won't have to wait long, honey. In a monthhat inost, this will
seem like a bad dream.’

‘Why a month?'

'‘Because Cindy's having an operation. | can'thetl about us until
she's had it.'

The news took Beth by surprise. Was Danny lyingir@& et his
story was too easy for her to check for him to havented it.

'‘What's wrong with her?' she asked.

'It's her leg. It began when she was fourteen.V&@®eout riding and
her - her horse shied and threw her. After that Isheé trouble
walking. Some days she was fine and some days shlelfall down

flat. | don't know how many specialists she sawt, rlmne of them
could do anything for her. For a few years theyntieven know what



was causing it!' As he spoke Danny's face lostdatsg look. 'You've
no idea how awful it was for Dean and me. Cindy h&&n a
champion at sports. There was even talk of heesgmting the States
at the Olympic Games, but that darned horse pudttpagverything.'

Beth's eyes brimmed with tears as she envisagetiamnagedy this
must have been to a fourteen-year-old child. ‘Asteshe seems to
have got over it now,' she said.

Danny looked uneasy. 'lt was because - well - sheflove with me.
After the accident | sort of took her under my wihglidn't realize
she'd think | was in love with her, and by the tingeiessed what was
happening, it was too late.'

He flung out his arms, looking like a young Greekl gvith his blond
hair and tanned skin. 'l suppose | could have gbobit if I'd wanted
to, but | let the thing drift on. And Dean was keernthe match ... that
probably had something to do with it.'

Beth sighed deeply. Now it became clear why Darag/found it so
hard to ask Cindy for his freedom. Bad enough tsato a girl who
was completely well, but to one who had alreadyesafl so much
and who regarded him as her salvation, it must baea impossible.
Indeed ithad been impossible; and for that very reason he bad 1
away from New York.

'‘Perhaps you shouldn't tell Cindy at all,’ she sgadtly. 'After all, if
you hadn't met me again...'

'‘But | havemet you. And | can't marry Cindy! As soon as shad
the operation I'll tell her the truth.’

Shaken by all she had heard, Beth sat down agédmDa&anny beside
her. She glanced at him from beneath her lashews: pile and
serious he appeared despite his tan and naturdl lygemour. Poor



darling, only now could she appreciate the tornmenthad undergone
since leaving her. The disquieting thoughts of an@mot ago were
pushed firmly down into the recesses of her miaterlperhaps she
might bring them out and examine them, but nowvgag not going

to spoil this reconciliation by being petty and angfiving.

Yet one question could not be denied. 'Why didiftd¢ have an
operation before?'

'It was too dangerous. The trouble with her leg €sifinom pressure
on the spine. But it's only in the last few yedmsytve discovered a
technique for operating.’

‘What happens if it isn't successful?'

'She'll be the same as she is now. But I'll saéll her about us.
Whatever happens, | can't go on living a lie.’

He caught her hand and squeezed it, and she wisheduld say
something to ease her conscience.

'How are you fixed for the rest of the day?' heedsk

His remark was so different from what she had wéititat she gave a
wry smile. Danny was handsome, young and in loua wer. If they
were not as mentally close as she wished, it wamall price to pay
for all his other attributes.

'I'm going into Phoenix after lunch. Are you free?'

'l can't go into town," he said. 'l was hoping weld take a ride in the
desert.’

‘But it's fun in town. | want to get some presearid—'



'l can't go. Cindy's there today and we might buntp her.' Seeing
the change on Beth's face, he leaned close. 'kt like that,
darling. We've agreed we can't tell her about u# she's had the
operation, and if she saw us alone together shetl a rat.’

Wishing she could sleep away the month ahead akeé wp only

when Danny was free to come to her without evadtanth forced a
smile to her lips. 'I'm sorry. You're right, of aea. Perhaps we'd
better not meet at all.’

‘That's too drastic. But we can meet when thereo#éiner people
around. I'll fix it as often as | can.’

Later that day Beth went into Phoenix, using thegldrive to mull

over her conversation with Danny. Knowing his ereyagnt had
been an enforced one - albeit forced by emotidmerathan Dean -
made her view his behaviour with more understandih€indy's

operation failed, how could she let him break hmjagement?
Indeed, the girl would need him all the more. Dammght argue that
at the very worst they might have to delay tellivey the truth, but
even acknowledging this brought Beth little comfd@nly when

Danny was completely hers would she finally havaceeof mind.

But would she really have peace or would she - aanDhad
tauntingly said - always be afraid that if she wautof Danny's sight
she would also go out of his mind?

Angrily she pushed the thought aside. Dean wantdid have
doubts. Only in that way could he keep her and Dapart.

Arriving in Phoenix she set about buying the gobtts. Mays had
listed, and by four o'clock was free to do her ahinpping.



The stores were packed with people, and the nanske general
confusion was so tiring that by the time she haagbo a present for
Lois - a silver and turquoise necklace - and ddotsMrs. Mays and
some of the staff, she could no longer face thesp®ot of buying
anything for herself.

Laden with packages she went in search of theaodrdepositing her
things in the back, could not face the prospecthefreturn drive
without a sustaining cup of coffee.

"'l be back in ten minutes," she promised the i&x boy who was
driving her, and went in search of the nearest sinrg. But here
again Christmas crowds thwarted her, and she hedjtainsure
whether to forget the whole thing.

‘Lost your way?'

With a start Beth looked up and saw Dean Hardinfyant of her.

Unexpectedly he was wearing a lounge suit, the sil&hair

beautifully cut and making him seem more like akaathan a ranch
owner. It also made him look more formidable, apapent to be
feared and not treated lightly.

'l was wondering whether to bother trying to getup of coffee,' she
replied to his question.

‘Are you here alone?'
'‘One of the boys drove me in.'
A plump woman knocked into her and Dean caughblgghe arm.

'‘Definitely not the place to hold a conversatibw, 'remarked. 'If you
really want that coffee, let me drive you back aredl have one on
the way.'



‘What about my driver?'
'He can go back by himself. We'll tell him.'

Knowing it would be churlish to refuse, especiaince only last
night he had proffered a peace-offering, she aecepis offer, and
with surprising speed found herself seated ingelaar with the city
receding into the distance.

As she had anticipated he drove well: fast yet rodiet, his
well-shaped hands resting lightly on the wheel pnifile intent and
serious. He had the surprising ability to look eliéint each time she
met him, but whether it was as dandily dressed oywbr
austere-looking business man, there was no dertyisignagnetic
personality. No wonder Danny was awed by him.

'I'm not driving too fast for you, am 1?' Dean upegtedly demanded.

‘Not at all.' She glanced at the speedometer,iserpto see they were
doing a hundred miles an hour. In this car theres Wwarely a
suggestion of movement. But even the knowledge they were
travelling fast did not worry her. Wary though shas of the man
beside her, she had no qualms when it came tarivisgl Nor with
anything else he might do, she realized with hgndet she could
not imagine him other than excelling in anythingumelertook.

'‘How about that coffee | promised you?"

Surprised, she looked at the passing landscapee Taes no sign of
habitation for miles around, only scrubland andiusicBut even as
she started to speak he drew the car into theasithee highway and
then pressed several buttons on the dashboard.

Wide-eyed, she felt both their seats slide back tirey had almost
touched the rear ones, giving them considerablyertely room. Into



this space a low table rose from the floor whiletioa dashboard a
light flashed on.

'‘Coffee's ready,' Dean said, and slid back pathefinside door to
disclose a chromium interior lined with flasks agldsses. Setting a
flask on the table, he waved a laconic hand. '@aserve?’

In silence she did so, pouring iced coffee intostalygoblets while
Dean opened another door and took out a silver fitlexi with
biscuits.

'‘What's in the door on my side of the car?' sheedshk tones of
casualness.

'‘Pyjamas, dressing gown and shaving kit. Justse taecide to stay
the night somewhere! The rear door holds hard hcumal cheese
snacks.'

'I'm surprised there isn't a bed!

‘These seats fold right back and form a double Blhehow you if
you put your coffee down.'

‘Noj thanks,' she said hastily, and without lookadpim knew he was
laughing at her. 'lI've never seen a car like thfsie,' she changed the
subject.

'It's custom-built to my own specifications.'
'It must be frightfully expensive.'

He shrugged. 'Expense is relative. And I'm not shgpending my
money. I've worked hard enough to get it.'

'l thought your father. ..." mortified, she stopped



‘That | inherited it from him?' Dean smiled. 'Matté fact | did get
quite a stack, but I've trebled it in the past fpears.'

'You must be very clever.’

‘Not particularly,’ he said, taking her commentaae value. 'l had a
lucky oil strike on some land | own in Texas andl$¢o started
re-working one of our old mines. Everyone saidaitl ibeen worked
out years ago, but | was convinced there was mupper there.' He
set down his empty glass. 'There was - a great amBut don't let's
talk about me. What about you? Are things clarifieith Danny?

Was he able to make you forgive him this morning?'

'‘How do you know he saw—' too late she tried tondlmack the
question.

'l can read Danny like an open book," Dean saithlyal'When he
started rushing around to get his work done ahédune, | knew
what was on his mind!'

‘Then perhaps you already know what we've decided!’

'l probably would if I'd seen him when he came baBut | was
already in Phoenix. Wonytoutell me?'

'So you can start bullying me again?"

'l thought we'd agreed last night that | wasn'hgdb tell you what to
do.’

'l didn't think you meant it.'

He rubbed the side of his cheek with one strongsigrtder finger.
Unlike most American men he wore no ring, and dvsrwatch, she
saw with surprise, was a plain and serviceableiorslver with a
leather band.



'l never say anything | don't mean. Nor do | stickan opinion if |
find out it's wrong.' He paused. 'Aren't you gotngask me why |
changed my mind aboybu?'

'I might not like the answer!'

1ll tell you even so," he drawled. 'And inciddital'd like to
apologize for the way | behaved when we first iBet.that was more
Danny's fault than mine. The impression he gavethatsyou'd both
been playing a game and it hadn't meant anythirgjther of you.
That's why | thought you'd come here merely ousmfe - to make
trouble for him.’

‘And you changed your opinion last night?'

'Yes.' His eyebrows, dark as his thick, glintingrhlawered in two

well-defined arcs over his eyes, making them appedeeper and
warmer grey. 'When you almost fainted and | caryea outside, you
suddenly seemed so defenceless - so fragile + tHatouldn't go on

disliking you.'

Unprepared for such an answer - and also bittésgpgointed by it -
she turned away. If only his change of mind had ednom a
reassessment of her character! Instead it had Hesrobvious
masculine one of physical awareness.

‘You look angry,' he said.
She shrugged. 'Just disappointed.’
'‘Why?'

Avoiding his gaze, she stared through the windamscious that he
was leaning close to her, though not realizing btmge until she felt
his breath on the side of her cheek.



'‘Why did my answer disappoint you?' She said ngthifell me,' he
insisted.

‘Because | think you've still got the same opirobme as before. The
only difference is that you now see me as too defiess and fragile
to win Danny back!

'On the contrary. As it so happens | think you'rerenlikely to
succeed. That's why | won't try and stop you. il yove Danny so
much that you can forgive him for the way he's lvedathen you've
every right to fight for him. My only regret is th@indy will be hurt.’

‘That's my regret too.' She turned to look at Hidanny loves me and
wants to marry me. But we've - we've decided natap anything
until after Cindy's had the operation. He told riabout it.'

'l see.' Dean's voice was slower than ever. 'Soy#wag is settled.’

'Yes." Without knowing why, Beth felt the need ttjfy herself.
‘They would never have been happy together.

Danny's sorry for Cindy, but that can't make upléoe.'
‘And will he forget his guilt when he's marriedytou?'
'If the operation is successful, why should he {pelty?’
'‘But if it isn't a success, what then?'

'‘Danny will still tell her," Beth replied. ‘It wilbe much harder ...
painful even... but you can't base a marriage pn ppidoesn't work.'

‘Neither will your marriage to Danny - if the operation’s a failutes
guilt will always stop him from being happy.'

Puzzled, she said: 'Why do you keep using the \gaiit?'



'‘Because that's what he feels. He never meanttmemt to happen -
it was just a bad joke that misfired - but ,, netrefess he blames
himself. Surely you can understand that?'

Carefully she set down her empty glass. 'We musalkeng at cross
purposes. What joke do you mean?"

‘But | thought.... You said Danny told you?'
'Only that Cindy had been thrown from her horse.'

'l see.' Dean picked up the empty glasses anddladkeplaced them
in the side of the door.

‘There's more to it than that, isn't there?' Betimanded. 'lt's too late
for you to stop now. You've got to tell me the wetory.'

'I'd rather you asked Danny.'

'Please,’ she pleaded. 'l can't take any mordfligsutell me, | know
it will be the truth.’

Only as she spoke did she realize how true the svagte. Strange
that though she had begun by disliking this mare Bhd never
doubted his honesty. Whereas with Danny... Shequlte thought
aside, unwilling to follow it further.

‘Very well,' Dean said quietly. 'Seems like I'm al the one to tell
you something you won't enjoy hearing. But if yosist....' The long,
thin fingers tightened on the wheel. 'He was resjib@ for her
accident. He set up some kind of booby trap for-hartheir teens
they were always playing fool tricks like that -lyprthis time it

misfired. Cindy's horse reared and she was throMae. rest you
know.'



Beth closed her eyes, wishing she could also dlesenind to what

she had just learned. But the truth could not bek#®d out and once
again she had to admit that Danny had lied to Wérat basic flaw

was there in his character that made it so diffifarl him to admit to

something that might - even momentarily - detremtfthe image of
perfection which he had set for himself?

'‘Don't look so upset,’ Dean interrupted her thosigiwhat I've told
you doesn't alter the position. You and Danny ¢#lr-s

'‘No," she burst out. 'lt changes everything. Eveng! If the
operation's a failure, hean'tleave Cindy. | wouldn't let him.'

‘You'd have no right to stop him.’
‘Since when havgoulet him do what he wanted?' she demanded.

Dean drew in a sharp breath. 'l only wanted hirkeep his word to
Cindy. If I'd realized how deeply he lovegdu... if he had told me
about you when he got back from New York. ..." Haded his hand
on the wheel. 'But at least you can understand Iwignt you to be
careful. Why you must make sure that Danny knowactyx what
he's doing. If the operation's a success you'lehathing to worry
about. Cindy will take it badly when Danny walkg oa her, but then
so did you six months ago! What worries me is what happens
Cindy's back to first base. Sure Danny will teli hé&ut how will he
feel? Will his conscience let him be happy with §dinot, then three
people are going to be mighty sorry for themselves.

There was no denying the truth of this, yet shelccaowt help a
lingering doubt as to Dean's motivations.

"‘What's on your mind?' he said with disturbing peton.

‘Nothing.'



‘Now you'renot being honest.'

'It's your ranch,’ she muttered. 'It's next to @iadand if it were
amalgamated with yours...'

'You really do have a low opinion of me, don't yoD@an's breath
came out on a sigh. 'My ranch is already as bigas manage. |
don't run it for a profit. The fact that it doeshisside the point. My
real business is mining and oil, and my taxes ahehAch year would
keep several hundred people for the rest of tihvees! The ranch is
my hobby, nothing more. As far as | knew, Danny gasg to run
Cindy's ranch for himself.'

Without questioning him further, Beth knew this whe truth; and
no questions were needed to tell her that thisexastly what Danny
had wanted: the independence of land of his own.

'I'm so confused,' she confessed. 'l don't knowtwdo. Perhaps |
should go away.'

‘Why do you say that?'
'‘Because I've nothing to offer him!'

His surprise was obvious. 'You've got yourself! Tishould be
enough for any man.’

Tears filled her eyes and, overwrought, she begaory. ‘It isn't
enough. | can't fool myself. Danny might be hapmywne for a little
while, but he'd soon regret what he'd done... wishvere still with
Cindy.'

The tears fell faster and she fumbled for a haratikef. A square of
white was placed in her hand, crisp and heavy arelling faintly of



tobacco. She wiped her eyes and handed it badktatying at the
same time to give a slight smile.

'I'm sorry. You must think me a complete fool.'

'l think you're pretty wonderful," he said, andlpdlher into his arms.
‘Things will work out for you, Beth. | promise thewil.'

Without knowing why, his words gave her comfortperhaps it was

the feel of his chest beneath her head and the blawsteady

pounding of his heart. All she knew was that she m@alonger afraid,

as if she had found the strength for which sheldesh searching and
which she had childishly believed she had foundh \®ianny.

Childishly believed? Did this mean she lomger believed it? The
answer could not be denied, and though it brougheéfrit also
brought shame; the shame of knowing that sexuehciitbtn had
blinded her to the shallowness and cupidity ofrtizan.

How right Lois had been when she had wondered rfltne for
Danny had been a result of her determination toenaakew life for
herself in a new country. Only a need for securityld have stopped
her from seeing that Danny, for all his looks ahdren, was too weak
and facile to satisfy her for long.

Unfortunately he had left New York before her intion had ended,
and absence had made her cloak him with a charaetbad never
possessed.

But now her foolish love died. Irrevocably, inexglbly, it had
ended, and she was free.

'Feeling better?' Dean asked.



Aware of his arms, she drew back, smoothing herdrail avoiding
his eyes. 'Much better, thank you.’

'‘Good. Now promise me you won't worry about theifeit Think in
positive terms. That Cindy will get well and thatuyand Danny will
get married.’'

‘And live happily ever after?’
"'l do my best to make that possible for you.'
Puzzled, she looked at him, and he placed his baadhers.

‘My wedding present to you both will be a ranch@anny. A place
of his own.’

The magnitude of the offer left her speechless,asurprise ebbed
away it was replaced by a shattering depressiomt8aose was it that
she began to shake. What was the matter with hdry Wéas she
miserable when she should be delirious with joy?

She raised her eyes to Dean, but words of thanksdwmot come.
She stared at him as though she were seeing hithdoiirst time,

aware that he was not only the most handsome nehagh met but
also the kindest. How weak Danny appeared by casgoarif only it

had been Dean whom she had met in New York!

'‘No!" she thought desperately, 'this can't be happdnimge. It isn't
possible... it's too quick.'

Yet it hadhappened, and nothing could .undo it. Butrslnstundo it.
Must prevent it taking root before it destroyed hfs. 'I'm going
insane,’ she thought. 'One minute I'm in love \Wi#nny and the next
minute ..."



Yet she had never loved Danny. All too clearly she that now.
Love was a mutual giving and taking, the sharingmd's thoughts
and beliefs. And in this respect she and Dannylesh strangers.

Yet Dean did not seem a stranger to her; that Wwadrtghtening
thing. It was as though she had always known had, lbeen waiting
for him to appear.

‘Well," Dean said, breaking into her thoughts, ‘dgou think my
wedding present will solve your worries about Da®iny

‘Yes,' she said huskily. 'When he finds out he—'

‘You're not to tell him," Dean said sharply. 'Heghtiblurt it out to
Cindy. That's one thing you must promise me, Beliat you'll make
sure he doesn't break with her before the operation

'I've already told you he won't.'
'l know. But he can be changeable.'

She nodded, knowing too well what he meant. Nat $ha had any
right to condemn him when she was exactly the s&ueperhaps
this new, unwanted love which had engulfed her wnghrapidity of a
spring tide would ebb as quickly as it had comayileg her once
again in control of herself?

Looking at the tanned face so close to her ownkskee this would
never happen. Dean was not a man one could fofgety she could
go back to New York! But this would only make Dantgme after
her, ever ready to be the male giving chase! Haardher picture of
him was now. But too late.

‘Why the sigh?' Dean asked.

'l didn't know | had,' she replied.



‘Miserable at having to keep your happiness sécret?
Not trusting herself to speak, she nodded.

'How about seeing something wfe while you're here?' he went on
laconically. 'After all, you're supposed to beiarid ofmine\And if
you never come to the ranch Cindy might get suspgl

'Of course.' Beth's uplift of happiness died aséhkast words. How
solicitous he was for Cindy's welfare!

'‘Good. Then we can begin the act today.'

'‘Act?'

‘Yes.' His eyes were amused. 'Your pretence ofgoeind of me!
She forced a smile. "You'll have to pretend too.'

‘What makes you think I'll be pretending?’

She did not answer and he set the car in motiogs ayent on the
road. 'Annoyed with me, Beth?'

‘Certainly not.' Then hastily: 'Why should | be?'
'‘Because my honesty has embarrassed you.'
'‘No, it hasn't. I'm glad you said we can be friehds
'‘We could be more than that.'

This time there was no denying his question andwined to look at
him. He was still intent on the highway and shel@¢oead nothing in
his profile. Yet answer him she must, for not tosdomight give her
feelings away.



‘You've made it very clear what you think of meabeYou find me
defenceless and fragile. You also said I'm lovelyobk at. Add all
that up and you've got sexual attraction!

For an instant he glanced at her, a sharp quesgdobk. 'Is that
what you think it is?'

She nodded. 'I'm flattered too. | shouldn't thiokiye an easy man to
please.'

'I'm not. Nor am | easily aroused by a beautifulnvam. I'm not a
celibate,’ he went on forcibly, 'but good looksreavould never get
me.'

His words warmed her, but she was careful not tavgh

‘You know,' he said suddenly, 'you're still a sgygagmto me. Apart
from the fact that you're English, | don't know habout you. What
made you come to the States?

‘My parents died and Lois - my only relative - seggd | live with
her.'

'Is shemarried?"

'‘No."' About to tell him of Bill, Beth decided againt. He would have
no interest in the problems of a person he dicknotw.

'Is she a secretary too?' he asked.

‘Nat now. She works for an interior decorator. Biobk over her job.
That was how | came here.'

‘Ah," it was a satisfied sound. 'The charming Mauislers.'

'‘He's more than charming,' Beth protested. 'Heisiigely kind.'



*You sound as if you like him.'
'l do.'
‘More than me?'

The abrupt switch of emphasis left her startleBallely know you,'
she replied lightly. 'Ask me that question in a feeeks' time!'

'If | do, will you promise to answer me truthfully?

Again there was a tone in his voice which madepdses race, but
again she forced herself to ignore it.

‘You're as big a flirt as Danny!

'l don't flirt. It's a waste of time. Nor do | bethwith flattery. If | want
something from a girl, | come right out and ask'her

‘What will happen when you fall in love? Won't ybother with
pretty speeches?"

'It shouldn't be necessary. | hope sHailbbwwhat | feel!
‘You'll have to make it obvious, then.'
‘Isn't it always obvious when a man's in love?'

'l haven't had enough men in love with me to knBanny was the
first,’ she added, bringing the conversation badhé safest subject
she knew.

"You must have led a very secluded life," Dean r&eth 'Personally,
| think you're the most beautiful girl I've eveesé



She caught her breath. His voice was so calm &hatight have been
reciting the alphabet; yet this somehow gave maight to what he
had said, and she knew she would have to commeiat on

‘Are you trying to make me blush?'

'I'm merely stating a fact. It was the first thingoticed about you.'
'‘And the second?' she asked with false gaiety.

‘Your intelligence. Though right now you're actihg dumb blonde!
'‘Because | won't take you seriously?'

He grinned. 'At least you've stopped pretendingdanitknow what |
mean!'

Deciding to play him at his own game, she said pecatively, 'You'd
run a mile if 1did take you seriously.'

‘Try it and see.’
‘Danny would object. Or have you forgotten him?'

'l wish you could forget him!" Slowing down, Dean looked hethe
face. 'He isn't for you, Beth. He'll never make yappy!

‘You're not very loyal to him," she said hotly.

'‘Because | want your happiness. | waathof you to be happy. And
you won't be if you marry each other. You're na tirl for him.
.You're too strong and too intelligent!'

'l thought | was too defenceless and fragile!



'Only in appearance. In character you're streetaclof Danny and
he knows it. If he marries you he'll end up feelimigrior - and that's
the reason many men start looking for girl-friends!

Forgetting her embarrassment, she rounded on Ihsmppose you'll
be telling me Cindy's better for him!'

'She is. She loves him blindly and she'll neverrwbrm by being too
clever. With her, Danny will always be the boss.’

It was a perfect assessment of the situation aridl IBeged to agree
with it. But to do so would endanger her positifam,if Dean learned
she no longer loved Danny, he might wonder what ¢eagsed her
change of heart, might even guess where her hadrbaen given
instead!

The idea filled her with horror. Yet she knew timat matter how
cleverly she hid her feelings from him, soonerabet she would have
to tell Danny she did not love him. And when Deanrfd this out...

'‘Could we change the conversation?' she askedyguieton't want
to quarrel with you.'

He hesitated, then thought better of what he haah lg@ing to say.
‘Very well.'

He fixed his attention on the highway again and ¢he gathered
speed, leaping forward like an unleashed animéingeher more
than words could have done of the untamed spait Ity within the
man beside her.

The rest of the journey was completed in silencg ot until the
Circle Q came within sight did he speak.



"'l arrange a dinner party for tomorrow. Can ymanage without
seeing Danny until then?’

‘Perfectly.' The car stopped and she jumped ouatredfe could make
a move to help her. 'What time shall | come over?'

'‘Before it gets dark. | would like you to see myrteo I'll send a car
for you at five.' He leaned forward, a slight snole his mouth. 'l
thought we were friends, Beth.’

'‘We are,' she said stiffly.

‘Then don't act like a startled jack rabbit! Othisev!'ll begin to
wonder if | have some special effect on you!

‘You have,' she replied with an effort at sweetneBst it's a
murderous one!'

Turning on her heel, she ran up the steps andhetbotel, aware of
his laugh, slow and deep, behind her.



CHAPTER SEVEN

RESTING on the bed before dinner, Beth tried to come tmsewith
her present situation. The knowledge that she mgdoloved Danny
gave her a great sense of freedom, though it adsterner ashamedly
aware of how naive she had been not to have seerohiwhat he
was more quickly. But now he no longer had any loMdr her and
the anguish he had caused could be looked uponoasng pains,
and as easily forgotten.

But what she felt for Dean was something entirelffecent. a
tentative but growing conviction that with him sbeuld find real
happiness and contentment; not only a physicalmgmagether but a
spiritual and mental one too.

Reliving her last meeting with him, she wished vathher heart that
they could have met under other circumstancest thecovery of
one another unmarred by memories of other attactsmeow could
she expect him to believe what she felt for him mvbaly yesterday
she had given a display of undying love towardsla@roman? She
writhed with mortification as she recollected tresgionate way she
had avowed her love for Danny, and would have gavgreat deal to
have been able to recall those childish words.

What faith would Dean have in her when he knew\thttin one day
to the next she could change her mind? Indeed fattatdid she have
in herself?

Yet Dean had made it clear he was attracted toHael;gone out of
his way to say he always meant what he said, astteifvere to accept
this, she could then believe they might have aréutogether. If only

she had the courage to tell him she loved him!

Too restless to remain still, she dressed for diramel went to sit
beside the pool. How soon could she tell Danny ef ¢change of



heart, and how best to explain it without tellinmtthe reason for it?
If he guessed what she felt for Dean he might bielish enough to
show his temper, and thereby not only tell Cindyatvte position
was, but also Dean. And Dean, more than anyone migst never
know.

The sophisticated scent of Femme made her rediaeliynn had
seated herself in the next chair. In a long robdeaticate chiffon, its
exotic pattern setting off the dark beauty of itsaner, she looked
exactly the type to make a suitable wife for Deand she was rich
too! Not in the same terms he was but enough tocenmak feel he
was not being married for his money.

'l thought you would have come riding with us,' thid said in an
unexpectedly friendly voice.

'l had to go to Phoenix.'

'| keep forgetting you work here. | suppose it'ssuese you're a friend
of Danny's.’

Again the tone was friendly, and Beth waited, womdpwhen the
dagger would be released.

'Incidentally," the girl went on, 'l understand rgedll going to the Bar
L-T tomorrow night.'

'To the where?"

'‘Dean's home.' Lynn sounded amused. 'Don't telyonedon't know
its name!'

'I'd forgotten. It isn't the sort of name one ubBuaksociates with a
house.'



Lynn laughed openly. 'It's different from The ForsSea View, | must
admit! But then it's different from most homes aayw

‘Why?' Beth asked curiously.

You'll find out when you see it.' Lynn faced heredtly. '‘Dean is
pretty taken with you, isn't he? He made that obwilast night."

'‘Only to stop Cindy from—' Beth caught her breditinious that she
had already said too much.

'You needn't pretend with me," Lynn said quielBean told me the
whole story last night What are you and Danny goemdo?"

Beth hesitated, uncertain how to reply. Lynn wdsaveng as though
she had never displayed any earlier animosity,hgetoverture of
friendship was still too new to be accepted withaserve.

Murmuring some noncommittal reply, Beth stood umust see if
I'm needed inside.’

'l walk back with you." Together they moved tawds the ranch
house. 'l haven't been very nice to you,' Lynn saddenly. 'l hope
you'll forgive me?"

I - 1 hadn't noticed,' Beth lied.

'It's because I've known Dean for so long,' Lynplaxed, ignoring
the reply. 'That's why I'm inclined to be possessiver him.'

The confession was unexpected and some of Betb&vedions
disappeared. 'l wondered if you were a speciahdief his,' she
ventured artlessly, and waited, nervous and affardhe reply.

‘Lord no! We've known each other too long for thaté're family
friends - nothing more.’



Although Beth did not believe this particular casg®n so easily, it
at least told her one thing: if Lynn was prepa®day that she and
Dean were only family friends, she must have giugnhope of
making it anything more. And that meant Dean hadramantic
interest in her.

Angry for allowing her thoughts to centre on Deagaia, she

quickened her step. Why was it that every wordsgluke, every idea
that came into her head, always led her to Dearg dliicker she
returned to New York the better. Not that she wdaddable to forget
him so easily, but at least she wouldn't haveuv® With the fear that
she might inadvertently give herself away.

But how could she leave Arizona without having Dafollow her?
And by following, make Cindy aware of the truth. ,Nloe only thing
she could do was to wait until Cindy had her opensandthengo.

As if in a dream Beth lived through the next dayymting .the hours
till she would see Dean again, yet bitterly afi@ithe actual meeting.
How careful she would have to be with him: not ool in case he
thought she was being rude again, and not toodiyan case he saw
it as an excuse to be even nicer to her. She myutst &ct normal, she
kept telling herself, yet all the while she wassdiag and doing her
hair she felt excitement burgeoning inside her.

The sun was just sinking below the horizon whemBsstw Dean's
home for the first time. How right Lynn was wherestad said it was
unique, for it did more than combine luxury withapticality; it

combined eighteenth-century splendour with twehicsntury

living.

Like an emerald set in a sea of gold, so the hetes®l - an irrigated
oasis of green surrounded by thousands of rollargsaof desert and
scrubland. Built of weathered timber, sun-bakedchatand plate
glass, it rose part two-storey, part single-staeyorm a series of



walled patios which held the eye and provided adidicontrast to
the yellows and browns of the surrounding landthiefar left some
dozen cars were already parked beneath a tretimédhat afforded
protection against heat or rain, but the Cadilldectv had collected
Lynn and Beth deposited them in front of the erdeahall whose
magnificent oak carved door was open in welcomethWhe
familiarity of usage the American girl led the wiagide. To the left a
shallow staircase rose gracefully, leading to wirerte obviously the
bedrooms, but to the right, and also directly ahdalhouse seemed
to stretch for miles. The entire floor area was posed of old bricks,
so highly waxed that they were reminiscent of amci&rovence tiles
whose beautiful patina came from years of handspwly. Wooden
settles and chairs, oak carved and Spanish, fuadighe hall itself,
but the living-room spoke of another era, withj@wel-like quantity
of lacquered pieces: Coromandel screens, with thedicate tracery
of leaves and trees and posing birds on curvingdbres, formed
backdrops to large upholstered armchairs and settheir white
textured fabric blending with the brass-locked,npad chests that
served as coffee tables. The whole of one wallglass, now opened
to afford direct access to a garden room whictaegd between the
living-room and the loggia proper - gave an inceeasir of
indoor-outdoor living. Here the furniture was wrbtigon, white and
thin, with down-filled cushions in palest pastelsdahand-painted
china urns acting as lamps.

Beyond the living-room, screened from it by an emous
free-standing fieldstone chimney, lay the diningfmp formal with
hand-carved table and chairs, the long side-bossdlendent with
silver candelabra and bowls. 'How could anyone aasuch an
iImmense table?' she thought, and had her unspokestion
answered by Lynn, who led her through into a smallée of rooms
that, curving in the opposite direction from theotlarge ones they
had just left, formed a square around a patio sttt flower-filled
tubs and swinging hammocks. These rooms were snibda& the



ones they had just seen, though hardly small bjmabstandards. But
they were obviously ‘family’ rooms, well lived inf ithe
chintz-covered easy chairs and book-stacked taixes anything to
go by. The walls were covered with Impressionighiags, their
brilliant colours repeating those of the Tibetaml &ersian rugs on
the wood-blocked floors. Pride of place above tlaat@l in what she
took to be Dean's own personal room was given toagnificent
Gauguin. The strange luminescent yellow which hedusnd the
strong, bold features of the dark-skinned women their
brilliant-coloured sarongs, was exactly the kingbainting she would
have associated with Dean: striking and differgat,withal, tender
and compassionate. 'Dean,' she cried to herdedinly we had met
before!'

‘What do you think of my home?' The question camnenfthe man
who had just been in her thoughts, and the nerbeasing of her
heart made speech impossible. Blindly she lookégmn, and Lynn
replied for her.

'l think Beth's speechless. It must be pretty d&fié from a British
home!'

'‘From any home.' Beth had found her composure, and witrert F
voice. 'lt's so huge. Don't you ever feel lonely?'

'‘Never.' He was as incisive as always. 'Once yasesg to size, you
don't notice it.' He caught Beth's arm. 'Everyobg'she pool. Let's
go and join them.'

Waiting beside him, Beth was conscious once addnmsdeight and
strength, and of the peculiar aura of command warohnated from
him. Did it come from wealth alone or was it a pafrhis character?
Yet if money caused it, surely the men to whomwhe now being
introduced would have it too? Though not all in Beaclass of
wealth, many of them had fortunes not far shortisf yet none of



them could compare with him when it came to perktynar manner.

Yet she was prejudiced, seeing him through the eydsve. As

quickly as she thought this, so she denied itet@n at their very first
meeting, when he had been anything but friendlg, lshd felt and
fought against his attraction. 'No,’ she admittedhwweary

resignation, 'l must have loved him from the momeatmet.’

Danny, looming up in front of her, brought her bé&ckhe present.

'Hi there,' he smiled. 'You're looking gorgeousl Weren't in love
already, I'd make a play for you!'

By his side Cindy giggled, looking at him with suatoration that
Beth was sickened by Danny's falseness. But whht did she have
to condemn him when - until yesterday afternoohe Bad been a
party to it? Remembering how she had sat in theesrto Dean and
blithely told him of her love for Danny and theilaps to marry as
soon as Cindy had come through the operation,gitired all her

self-control not to pull Cindy to one side and tedr the truth about
the man she loved.

Yet what good would it do? Cindy would never bedidver; in the
same way that she herself, in the first flush af loge for Danny,
would never have believed him to be so false anakwe

'‘When you've quite finished trying to steal my gibean said, and
drew Beth's arm through his, at the same time hgplder away.

Conscious of his touch, she trembled, and awaite lo¢ led her to a
chair. 'Are you trembling because of Danny or beeaof me?' he
asked softly.

‘Neither of you. It's just that | hate pretendiriigmakes me feel
S0-SO....'



‘Think of Cindy. That should help you to keep ue #ct.'

'I amthinking of Cindy,' Beth said truthfully, and walihave given a
great deal to have told Dean all that was in heughts. Would he
laugh if he knew, or would he merely look knowiag,if taking it as
his rightful due that women should find him attree?

'I'm surprised you haven't got a real girl-frienghe blurted out. 'l
thought Lynn was until she. ..." Her words traikadtay and Dean
nodded, understanding what she had left unspoken.

‘You shouldn't jump to conclusions,’ he drawlédhave got a
girl-friend.’

‘You have?' She could not hide her dismay.
‘Certainly. The loveliest girl I've ever seen.’

Suspicion dawned, but she refused to admit ibplehyou've told her
about the act you're putting on with me?'

‘Naturally. | wouldn't do anything without her appal.'

'‘Now | know you're joking,' Beth exclaimed. '"Youdver ask anyone
- especially a girl - for their approval!’

His laughter acknowledged the truth of her asserbat as the sound
died away, he became serious. 'l don't need arg/apptroval before
| decide to do something. But I'd never knowingty ahything that

the woman | loved wouldisapproveof.'

Not knowing how to reply to this, she did not reptall. 'Let's dance,
shall we?' he said, and edged her to where a gnoalp of musicians
were playing beside the beautifully landscaped .pool



All too fast the evening sped by. Many men askett Bedance, and
each time Dean let her go he did so with such tahee that she
almost believed him when he protested at havingetparted from
her.

‘This is the last time," he said when, shortly befmidnight, Danny
appeared beside them. 'I've hardly had one whaoleedaith Beth the
entire evening.'

'l haven't hadany, Danny commented, his smile not reaching h
eyes, and then in a low voice added: 'Don't puthenact with me,
Dean.’

With a laconic wave Dean sauntered over to wherelwas talking
to Cindy, and Danny pulled Beth close and stamedbince.

''ve been aching to do this all night,’ he muttlerdt's been hell
having to watch you with another man.’

His words brought with it a wave of shame and siezltto ease
herself from his clasp. 'Don't hold me so closepya It doesn't look
right.’

He chuckled. '"You and your middle-class conventiddevertheless
he held her more loosely. 'l never believed I'd éaxe you here - in
my home,' he said softly. 'It's like a dream come.t

She wondered what he would say if she told him thadter it was
more like a nightmare, but decided that now wasthettime nor
place to shatter his illusions. Poor Danny; howlypad would take it
when she told him she no longer loved him, and hewould plead
with her to change her mind. Not because he realhed for her
deeply, of that she was sure, but because his egtdwot let him
admit that his appeal was not universal.



'l suppose we should be grateful to Dean,' he mredhinto her ear.
'If he weren't such a sport about it, | wouldn'telsde to see you like
this at all. As it is, Cindy doesn't suspect agfin

‘Don't!" Beth exclaimed. 'How can you talk like thhaFrom his
expression she saw he did not understand her, emslelf-loathing
increased. 'Please let me go, Danny. | don't wadahce any more.'

'l know how you feel," he whispered. 'Holding yosi ifwe were
strangers is worse than not holding you at all.'

Marvelling at his obtuseness, yet grateful foistie moved over to
Cindy. Dean and Lynn were dancing together andgtHewas by
herself.

'l hope you haven't come back just to keep me cogPashe asked
with a grin.

'‘Blame Danny," Beth lied, and was rewarded by te&ing look that
Cindy gave him. 'Don't you dance at all?' she asked

‘Very little. But two months from now I'll be malgrup for it.'

‘You certainly will," Danny agreed, and gave héug. 'How about a
lemonade, ugly face?' He turned to Beth. 'What yail have?'

‘Nothing, thanks. | think I'll go and explore. l'gely seen a quarter of
the house and garden.’

Waiting until Danny and Cindy were out of sight;aadl that if he saw
in which direction she had gone he might follow, lst#%e moved away
from the pool, and did not slow her pace until Blad gone so far
away that the music could only be faintly heardhe distance. Yet
even here the grounds were beautifully tended, malses of exotic
blooms flowering amidst lush grass. The expenstsafpkeep must



be fantastic, she mused, and was surprised thagimdad yet
managed to captivate Dean.

'‘What dark thoughts are making you so pensive?'

As though conjured up by her imagination Dean weside her,
looming taller than ever in the night.

'Do you make a habit of following me?' she retarted
He nodded. 'l saw you disappear into the bushes$ wad curious.’

'l didn't have a secret assignation with Dannygé 8hew from his
sudden stiliness that her remark had hit homeaagér washed over
her with such force that she lost her temper. 'V8batof girl do you
think I am? | know what Cindy will have to face ewf weeks from
now. Do you think | want to make it even worselier by letting her
know that Danny's—' Just in time Beth stopped hiefisem giving
away too much. 'If that's your opinion of me,' $ineshed, 'then I'd
rather we stopped pretending we're friends.'

‘Even if it meant you couldn't see Danny so frediy@h

‘Even if it meant | couldn't see him at all,' sh&ldirmly.

‘You really do mind what | think of you, don't you?

Afraid where her answer would lead, she bent to aea bush.
'I'm waiting for a reply,’ Dean said. 'And | intetalhave one.'

Knowing he meant it, she faced him, glad of thekdess. "You're a
kind man, Dean, and a good one. Why do you firgtrénge that |
should value your opinion of me?’



'‘Put like that it isn't strange at all. | was hapithere was another’
reason - a more personal one.’

'‘Don't tease me.' Her voice was despairing. 'lt ¢ceaar it.'
‘What makes you think I'm teasing?'

But she had already moved away and his questiateitbafter her,
suspended on the air. Intent on escape she premsentd, but the
path was a tortuous one and when she anticipatathgmut to face
the pool, she found herself on the other side@htbuse. Crossly she
swung round, stopping abruptly as she came rigbthean's arms.

'You!" she burst out.

‘It is my home.' There was no denying his amusementytilhave
to do is ask me to take you back.'

Reluctantly she laughed. What a fool she was! D&texd not to give

her feelings away, her actions were making it insg@e for him not

to guess! She searched wildly for something thatlevact as a cover
for her behaviour.

‘Tonight's been so hard for me. Seeing Danny witil{C... knowing
that we have to pretend...'

'Of course.' Dean was polite and distant agacanlunderstand how
you feel.'

If only he did, she thought miserably as she foddvihim down the
path. If only she could tell him how she felt. Witigl he have to be
Danny's cousin? How could she expect him to hateifaa girl who

swung from one man to another? Eyes blinded by tehe stumbled
and Dean reached out and caught her. Close inhss lzer defences



vanished like snow in summer, and unable to stogpelfe she clung
to him.

‘Darling,’ he whispered, and pressed his mouthens. h

It was a soft kiss, but as she responded to gfieitv less gentle, the
pressure increasing until it roused her to a passtee had never
known before.

She loved him. She loved him with every fibre of being. It was
impossible to pretend any longer.

'Dean,' she cried. 'Dean!'

With an abruptness as startling as it was unexgetie let her go.
The glow of a lantern illumined his face, showihg tenseness of his
mouth and the narrowing of his eyes.

'I'm sorry," he said stiffly. 'l let myself get cad away by the
moonlight.’

As if she had received a physical blow, Beth shuettleand hardly
knowing what she was doing, plunged past him.

'‘Beth,' he called. 'Wait! Let me explain.'

Heedless of his call, she plunged on. The mustb@uitars could
be heard more loudly and with a gasp of relief khew she was
nearly safe. Another few steps and she would bengnueople,
making it impossible for Dean to talk to her inttelg. Intimately.

The very word made her long to cry. Bright lighit®se on her face
and she stopped running. She was safe. Dean coukpaak to her
without anyone else overhearing.

You run fast," he commented. 'Why were you scaydidten to me?'



'We have nothing to say. Besides, a kiss or twoskloanerit
explanations!

‘How cynical you've become!" He caught her underdibow and
guided her towards Cindy. 'But you're stilygirl,' he warned, ‘don't
forget that.'

'l won't. So long as you only carry on the charadaublic.’

Together they sat down beside Cindy, and Danny wé&® dancing
with Lynn, came over to join them.

Watching the two cousins Beth was struck by thiedBhce between
them. Though similar in appearance, both beingaiatl lean with

tanned skin and lazy manner, there was a strendgilean that was
lacking in the younger man. It was apparent ingiieecing glance of
the pale grey eyes and the sudden way he hadtiafjtihis head

sharply when he was speaking, and even more nbteedien he
moved his body, for then one was conscious of iltv@mt energy that
was so much a part of his make-up. Even in contiershe was the
leader, his comments always more intelligent andisang, his

answers more succinct.

As though aware that he was being appraised, Dezared forward
and spoke directly to Beth. 'You're very pensivandy. Anything
wrong?'

'‘No,' she said hastily, and seeing Lynn's gaze iygortoo," added:
'I'm hungry. That always makes me look thoughtful!"

There was a general laugh and Dean stood up. sTleaisily
remedied. Let's go and have supper.’



There was a concerted move towards the barbecoeghhbefore
Beth could help herself, Dean was proffering hetade piled high
with food.

‘Eat up,” he commanded. 'You look as though yoréedy for
something - or someone - to bite!

Afraid lest he read her thoughts, she hastily thekplate and speared
a sausage with her fork.

‘It must be hard for you to watch Danny acting plaet of the loving
flance,' he continued, his words indicating thatudph aware of her
turmoil, he had misjudged the reason for it.

'I'll survive,' she said briefly.
'I'm sure you will. And live happily ever after.’

The statement was so ludicrous and so painful - bowd she be
happy with anyone other than the man standing bdwd? - that she
shivered, and seeing the movement he again migjutigereason for
it.

‘You should wear a fur in the evening. It getslghil
She glanced around her. 'l thought cashmere wauttlibof place!

Instead of giving the smile she had expected, dwrfed, and afraid
that he would misunderstand this remark too, skiedduickly: 'I'm
perfectly all right, thank you. Don't forget, in gland, this sort of
temperature would be considered warm?!'

‘You should still have a fur. | thought all youngmen aspired to
mink!'



'‘Not this young woman,' she smiled. 'l'd ratherehavstereo and
records.'

"'l have to remember that next year - it soundgarexciting than
buying a hundred mink wraps.' Seeing her blank,lbelexplained: 'l
buy them for the wives of my top executives.’

‘How many?'
‘A hundred or so.'

‘That's a lot of money!" she gasped. 'l could nge¢used to being so
rich.’

'l wouldn't accept that remark from most women,sheled, 'but I'll
take it from you.'

Pleased by his comment, she blushed and bent everldite again,
breathing a sigh of relief as some other guestsntamided his
attention.

He was an excellent host and moved courteously fgpoup to
group, seeing that everyone had enough to eat am# dnd
signalling the servants to offer round trays pitegh with pate de
foie gras and caviar.

‘A little snack before the steak,' she murmured, @mdy, standing
close, giggled.

‘You can't blame Dean. Everyone comes here exggeittenbest, and
they'd feel slighted if they didn't get it!

'l wouldn't have thought Dean cared what—' Beth stapped by a
shrill scream, and swinging round she saw a gmhiig wildly from
the barbecue, her chiffon skirts alive with tongagfre.



‘Get the fire extinguisher!" a man shouted.
‘Throw her in the pool!" a woman cried. 'She'llibtw death!

But Dean was ahead of everyone else, pulling tHargo his arms
and throwing her to the ground in one single mov@mEelinging
himself on top of her, he pressed her close andrsmed the flames
with his body as well as his hands.

The whole thing was over so quickly that he wash@nfeet again
before anyone could move, bending anxiously towdrdgirl who -
clutching the burned tatters of her dress aroumd B&®od swaying
and staring up at him in awe.

‘You ... you saved my ... my life,' she gaspedydii hadn't ... hadn't
been so quick .. | would have ... have died.’

'l just ran faster than anyone else,' he saidllighhd glanced round.
'‘Would someone fetch Dr. Anderson? | saw him neaipatio a little
earlier. | think our Miss Cinders is in need okation.’

Hard on his words the girl began to shake as thauitjhfever, and as
the charred fragments of her dress disintegratede@round, ugly
red marks could be seen on her thigh and leg.

Hurrying forward, Danny swung her into his arms &wehn .moved
aside with a look of relief. "You'd better take kerto the house.'

Danny nodded and moved off, Cindy following himddtynn and a
crowd of others clustered round Dean, exclaimingdmiration at his
fast reaction which had averted a tragedy.

Only Beth remained where she was, her limbs sginbling too
much for her to walk. For one instant, while Deaul bheen fighting
the flames, she had known the terrible fear thahiyht die, and the



horror of it had left her in no doubt of her lowe him. Without being
aware of it she found herself by his side, standitigtle behind him
SO as to be out of his eyeline. From this posisiba had a good view
of him and saw - with a sharp indrawing of breaithat he was
holding his left arm behind him, his hand partiddiggdden by the edge
of his dinner jacket, yet not sufficiently to prender glimpsing raw,
red flesh.

He was hurt. And trying to hide it!

The desire to protect him was so strong that itadall her timidity,
giving courage where none had been before, andiegdizr to push
forward and take command.

'‘How about letting Dean change his dinner jack#t®' said lightly.
'He smells roasted!

‘Take it off here,' a young man suggested, and chover to help.

But Beth blocked the way with her body. 'Won't yleti me play
Florence Nightingale? I've been waiting a chancautse Dean ever
since | met him!'

There was a general laugh and Beth put her hanDeam's arm.
‘Shall we go inside?’

'How can | refuse?' Dean smiled, and winked atftlends still
clustering around him. 'I'll be back in a few moitsen

‘No, you won't,' Beth remarked as they moved ouwtarthot. 'That
hand of yours needs medical attention.'

‘There's nothing wrong with my hand.’

'‘Don't be childish!" she said crossly. 'I've goggyhaven't 17?7



'So it would appear. And rather observant onestligare's no need to
fuss. Some antiseptic ointment and a bandage wfiine:.'

‘A doctor will do even better!" They had reached patio and she
faced him, growing angrier as she saw the pallourad his mouth.
'Stop acting like a baby. You told Danny to catlactor for the girl,

andyoumust see him too.'

Steps sounded on the tiled floor and looking pasiris shoulder she
saw a middle-aged man coming towards them. It didneed the

black case he carried to tell her his professiowl, she ran over to
him. "You're Doctor Anderson, aren't you?'

‘That's right,' he said, and did not lessen hie pentil he had reached
Dean's side. 'Danny's taken Alison to the hospital.on my way
there now.’

'Is she badly hurt?' Dean asked sharply.

'‘Not as much as she would have been if you hacketiao fast. She'll
have some pain, but she won't need plastic sutgery.

'‘Good. Make sure she has the best suite availadla @ay and night
nurse.’

‘There's no need for that,' the doctor protesgte'll only be there a
week.'

‘All the more reason for her to be pampered!

'What about pampering yourself?' Beth interposed spoke directly
to the doctor. 'Dean's burned his hand, but hé&'gjlsoical about it.'

'Is he indeed?' Dr. Anderson said, and swiftly ¢adige arm that was
held away from him. He bent to look at it. "'Thahtaeeds treating at
once. You'd better come to the hospital too.'



'Rubbish. I've some excellent ointment upstaireamspoke in his
most matter-of-fact tone, but he could not hide thereasing
paleness of his skin, and seeing it, the doctosgga him none too
gently and led him through the suite of rooms wiBelth had earlier
labelled as family ones, and into a circular hdleve a staircase led
to what was undoubtedly Dean's private suite.

Here again no money had been spared to achievextreniof
luxurious splendour and masculine simplicity. Wi shimmered
on ceiling and walls, acting as a perfect foil smmbre mahogany
furniture and breathtaking lapis lazuli decoratidbhe exquisite blue
topped the bedside tables that stood on eitherdfidee enormous
eight-foot bed, whose width was covered by a gliead of the same
brilliant colour. On the floor, Persian prayer rugyg scattered, the
woven silk gleaming like jewels. One entire wallsid glass and led
to a terrace where flowers rioted around a lapesliapool, and
wrought iron tables and chairs spoke of leisuretgakfasts in
solitude.

On the wall opposite a door led to the bathroomd, iawas here that
the doctor propelled Dean. Still following, Bethaag found her
senses overwhelmed. Never had she realized thatylead function
could be so elegantly combined. Everything was anbie, but of a
colour she had not seen before: white veined watlegh pink and
gold, which seemed to bathe the room in the pegpeadiance of
dawn, an illusion heightened by the blue of bowlid &ottles that
arrayed the twin pedestal wash basins and the sifiése deep
sunken bath - almost large enough to swim in -tttk up the centre
of the floor. Glass-louvred doors at the far ertigated twin showers
while an alcove led to a mirror- lined dressingfmoas big as the
living-room of an ordinary house. Here the floorswaches deep in
blue pile, so that one had the impression of walkin air, and it was
here that the doctor settled Dean into a white adraer., 'Can |
help?' Beth asked.



'‘Only if you promise not to pass out on me!' Drdanson replied.
'l've done some auxiliary nursing, seHouldbe all right.’

‘Then help our hero out of his jacket. That hanchisf has to be
cleaned up before | put anything on it.’

Beth leaned towards Dean, but he abruptly stoodnaptook off his
jacket unaided.

'l hate being fussed over," he grumbled. 'Go bathe others. I'll join
you later.'

'I'd rather wait for you," she replied, and watclesdhe went to
remove his shirt. He fumbled with the buttons, mgssoftly as he
failed to undo them, and silently she did it famhforcing herself to
concentrate on the task and not to think how neamsas to him and
how she had only to raise her head for her lip@aah his. 'There,’
she said breathlessly, 'it's done.’

‘Thanks.' He was still curt. 'Now go downstairs seal/emeto deal
with Dr. Anderson.’

‘You do nothing of the sort,' the doctor said goledmouredly. ‘As
long as you're here Dean will at least be contotéla He pushed
Dean down into the chair again. 'Give me your hand lean back
and close your eyes. I'm afraid it will hurt.’

‘Then get it over with quickly,' came the brusgeply.

"'l do my best."' The doctor bent over the reddhaith a pair of long,
shiny tweezers. 'Have to get this gravel out. Bete's a lot of it, so
be patient.'

Dean said nothing, though Beth saw the muscleshhalong the side
of his jaw as the instrument slowly began to probe.



For the next few minutes the doctor worked, exingctminute

particles of stone and snipping away burnt fleshordee finally

declaring himself satisfied that it was clean eroty be covered
with lotion. "This is going to sting,' he explainedking a pink bottle
from his case.

Dean shrugged, his eyes glittering like grey ica face that - despite
its tan - was almost the same colour. 'Get it @idr. Then I'll have a
whisky.'

‘You can make it a double," Dr. Anderson repliad an one sharp
gesture poured the entire contents of the bottéx te hand below
him.

Dean gave a strangled exclamation, and only theé®Bdth - holding
a bowl directly below his hand - realize why theto had doused it
so quickly: to have swabbed it inch by inch woundiydhave extended
the agony.

‘Sorry about that,' Doctor Anderson murmured. dswhe only way.'

Dean raised his head and looked from Beth to tlotodavith . eyes

that saw nothing. 'That's quite all right," he gaithi? quietest, most
polite tone; then like a puppet whose strings heehlcut, he leaned
back in his chair and fainted.

‘Thank the lord for that," the doctor said. 'Nowl ifan put on the
ointment and bandage before he comes round...'

With Beth helping, he did so, though not beforehbd rung a gold
bell inset into the wall to bring a Japanese massgrhurrying in
with a surprised look on his face. 'Prepare Mr.diay's bed,' he
ordered. 'I'd like him in it before he wakes uph@&@mwise he'll insist
on joining the party again!



'‘My master stay in bed as long as you order," éipadese responded.
'l will see to that.'

'l bet you will," Dr. Anderson grinned. 'You're gegn belt judo, aren't
you?'

White teeth flashed in an answering smile and tha disappeared,
returning after a moment to busy himself openiragwars and taking
out navy silk pyjamas and dressing gown.

‘You won't be needing me any more,' Beth saidealtictor. '| may as
well go downstairs.’

‘You can stay here if you wish. Dean might be @da® see you
when he comes round.'

Remembering the look of anger Dean had given tiewanoments
before he had fainted, she doubted the truth ef He was obviously
a man who disliked showing any weakness, and woatdorgive
her for having been a witness to it.

'l can always come back if he wants me,' she said hurried out.

Unwilling to face a barrage of questions - her eerstill raw from
witnessing Dean's pain - she went to the elegaawidg-room and
hid herself in one of the large, white armchairke Svould have
preferred the more intimate atmosphere of the fahving quarters,
but a sense of intrusion prevented her from gdmeget For her, the
hospitality of the exquisite yet soulless room wasnuch as she had
the right to accept; possibly even more than shmildhaccept,
bearing in mind the false premise on which she a®; making
Dean believe she was still in love with Danny, keowing full well
that the real pose lay in her pretence that sh&laaer consider a
future with anyone else except Dean. Dean --Everstiund of his
name was more than she could bear, bringing himisdly close



that she buried her head in her hands and wisheglh@ million
miles away.

‘What's wrong, Beth? Where's Dean?'Beth lookednalpsaw Lynn.
‘Nothing's wrong. I'm just tired. And Dean's in higom. Dr,
Anderson's just finished his hand.'

'His hand? You mean he's hurt?'
'Yes. But he's fine now. He's in bed.'

'No one even knew he'd been burned. I'll go upitg'H.ynn said
abruptly, and hurried away, half running even asstoke.

Beth sighed. It was easy to do what one wantedefwas a friend of
the family, she thought wearily. Not that she hiérsad done too
badly in the past hour. But once Dean was in condhagain she
would be firmly put in her place; as he had, irt,faged to do prior to
fainting.

She stood up and went to the door. She had toafiway of getting

back to the dude ranch. The party might go on &uré yet and she
could not face the prospect of pretending to ehgrgelf. She was in
the patio, wondering whether it was possible tefgkbne for a taxi,
when Danny and Cindy came in sight. They were ararm, looking

so natural and happy together that she felt a payealousy at their
closeness.

The instant he saw her Danny loosened his holdrafyCand though
his words were casual when he spoke, she saw easbarent in his
eyes.

'‘Dean around? | understand you took him off to gleams jacket.'



'It was a little more than that." Quickly she tbidh the truth. 'Lynn's
with him now,' she concluded, ‘and | was just gomgearch of a lift
home. | feel pretty tired.'

‘We can take you," Cindy said. 'It must have beefulafor you to
have seen Dean in such pain. If you love someone yo She
stopped and gave a nervous giggle. 'Sorry Beth, yButre his
girl-friend and | automatically assumed—'

'‘Don't assume anything,’ Danny interjected irrjgabl'Being
someone's girl-friend these days doesn't signifiying love!'

'‘Cindy's a romantic," Beth said hastily, seeing restden. 'And
personally | prefer it to being cynical." She stha¢ Danny, defying
him to say anything to the contrary, and seeindduk, he tightened
his lips and said nothing.

‘Do you want to leave at once?' Cindy asked.
'If it's not too much bother.'

‘Youneedn't come, honey,' Danny said to his fiand&®i'Ve already
had a long drive into Phoenix. I'll take Beth mysel

‘Don't be silly, darling. Of course I'll come wibu.'

Beth released her breath on a sigh of relief, &noting Danny a
casual glance, could have cheerfully kicked himwHmnoyed he
looked at having his plans foiled, and how blindd¥ must be not to
be aware of it!

With no hope of being alone with Beth, Danny drawvéhe ranch at a
speed that made conversation difficult - a factvidrich she was

particularly grateful - and hardly had the car echeed to a stop than
she was already out of it, calling good night dver shoulder. But as



she reached the lobby, Danny was beside her, mdsbane face
sulky.

'‘What's got into you, Beth? Why are you running yatvam me?"'

'What do you expect me to do?' she prevaricaten'r& with Cindy,
aren't you?"'

Instantly his face cleared. 'Don't be jealous, $hesat. You know |
have to pretend until—'

Unable to bear any more, she swung away from hiinesutered the
lobby.

Not till she was finally alone in her room was stide to relax, but
though tired, she found it hard to fall asleep, ateén she managed
to do so her slumbers were disturbed by such vingthtmares of
Dean iqg danger that she eventually gave up trorglgep and went to
sit by the window, where she watched the sky griglighten into
dawn.

Had Lynn remained with Dean throughout the nighg wondered,
or had she come back here? Either way it would makeifference
to her own relationship with him. No matter hovefrdly he was, the
whole thing was an act, and she would do well toember it. But
how difficult it was to maintain an air of indiffence when she
longed to tell him she loved him.

'‘But | mustn't,’ she whispered aloud. 'He must néwnew. Never.'
But even as she spoke, she realized the wordsemsrer to say than
to act upon, and she knew that only when she retiitm New York
would she be able to try and put him out of herthea



CHAPTER EIGHT

BETH was having breakfast in the dining-room when Lgame over
and asked if she could join her. The Americanlgwked tired, and
her first words explained the reason.

'l only got back an hour ago. | stayed with Dearstad the night.'
Beth's pulses jumped, but she kept her expresaiom tHow is he?'

'In pain - not that you'd know it from the way hehlaves. He was
threatening to get up as | left. Said he had somgtimportant to do.’

'He must be mad!'

‘Don't worry, he won't be going anywhere. Jimotkém every single
cupboard, so unless Dean's prepared to go oussipypamas, he's
good and stuck!'

Beth could not help smiling. 'He'll be furious.’

‘That's why | left!" Lynn helped herself to somagb 'lt was clever of
you to spot that he was hurt.'

'‘He was angry with me for making a fuss abouB#th confessed.
'‘He'll cool down once he realizes you were right.'
'‘And admithewas wrong? | can't ever see him doing that!'

'‘Dean isn't stubborn,' Lynn replied. '"You've onlyt ¢o look at his
changed attitude towards you and Danny to rediae't

Beth made no comment, and wondered how to leav@lbthe without
appearing rude. No matter how hard she tried, shé&lmot feel at



ease with Lynn, still certain that her friendlinesas forced. But
forced by whom? And for what purpose?

‘You still don't trust me, do you?' Lynn said.el'known Danny and
Dean so long that I'm inclined to be possessivaiatieem. That's
why | was rude to you when we first met. But yoa'thold it against
me for ever. Surely we can be friends?'

'Of course,' Beth replied, and hoped her voice hadde conviction
than her belief. Pushing back her chair, she stgdBut you must
excuse me now. I'm in charge of the reception teskmorning.’

‘You're running away,' Lynn said. '‘But I'll forgiyeu!'

Only as she manned the desk did Beth relax, andekighour passed
quickly as she sorted the mail and dealt with neueicalls. She was
sipping a mid-morning cup of coffee when Dean teteyed, his
voice so thin and tired that she was filled witlxiaty.

'Is that you, Beth? | thought I'd have the dewal\s job getting hold
of you.'

'I'm on the switchboard,' she replied as coollglas could. 'But even
if I'm not, the staff always know where to find fne.

‘After the way | behaved last night | was afraidiyweouldn't talk to
me any more.'

She was puzzled by his words. 'Why not?"

'‘Because of the things | said ... the way I...s ¥bice faded and she
pressed her ear to the receiver, her fear growing.

'‘Dean, are you all right? Are you still there?'



'Yes, I'm here. Just tired --It's the painkillerad&rson gave me. |
can't seem to focus on things.'

'You should be sleeping, not talking. I'm goinghemg up and-'
‘No, don't do that. | want to see you. At once.’

'‘But I'm working.'

‘Then!'ll come over to you.'

‘Lynn told me your clothes have been locked away.'

'In my pyjamas,' he said firmly, and from his t@te had no doubt
that he meant every word.

'I'l come over after lunch,' she said quickly. Weell me how you
feel. Are you in much pain?'

‘Not when I'm talking to you. And I've no intentiarfi waiting till
after lunch before seeing you. | want to see you.ndis voice was
louder, but this only served to emphasize its steds, and with
heightened fear she wondered if he was deliridwgas the only way
she could account for his behaviour.

'I'l come and see you as soon as | can. I'll hexget Miguel to drive
me."'

'I've already sent my chauffeur. Come back with.him

The phone went dead, the pitched tone telling Iedihe had been
cleared. Biting her hp, she went in search of Mtays, explaining as
best she could what had happened.



'Of course you must go to Dean,' came the immedegiy. "You
didn't even need to ask. Though | agree with yautle doesn't sound
like himself!"

‘Do you think | should call Dr. Anderson?' Beth edlanxiously.

Mrs. Mays smiled. 'He'd just say Dean was actikg &n impatient
lover!

'‘He doesn't keep up the pretence when we're aBath'said softly.
'Only when Cindy's around.’

‘Maybe he isn't pretending.’

Remembering Dean's cruel sarcasm after he hadikigsdast night,
Beth shook her head. 'I'm sure he's just light-addcbm his pills!’

‘Then go and sympathize with him. It would be warfuef you and
he ... | mean, you never know. ..." Mrs. Mays' eoirailed away
though the look she gave Beth made her meaningdalotiy clear.

Entering Dean's bedroom some half hour later, Betleted him as
coolly as she could and, ignoring his outstretdieat, seated herself
some distance from his bed.

'You're looking much better than | expected," sh&l drightly.
‘You're just using your hand to get your own way.'

‘You can't blame me for that. | wanted to see y®gaon as | could.'
There was no teasing in his voice, only a sericssitiegat made her
tremble. 'Lying here has given me plenty of timéiak of you. And
it's made me see what a fool | was not to haveytmldthe truth weeks
ago. But | kept hoping you'd guess - that your éeatings would tell
you. ..." He shifted on the pillow, his face patel shiny with the
exertion of speaking. 'There were so many timeswikought you



did know how | felt - last night for example - but thgou went all
coy on me again and | was afraid you'd never ha@sénse to realize
it! That's why I hit out at you.' Once more he miMeaning forward
as though to see her more clearly. "You do knowtWiratrying to
tell you, don't you?'

Afraid that love for him was making her read maneihis words
than he meant, she shook her head.

‘You can't be that dumb,' he said in exasperatidéove you, Beth. |
have done from the moment | set eyes on you.'

Here at last were the words she had longed to meads she had
never believed Dean would say. Yet she couldntftdetelf believe he
meant them; to do so would be courting heartache.

‘Well,' he went on, 'haven't you anything to say?'

'l - I—" Unable to bear his gaze she went to stanthe window. 'l
know you find me attractive - desirable - but Ididhink it was - was
love. After all, only last night you—'

'Forget what | said last night! | was furious witbu for being so
blind about me. | wanted to hit out at you, huriybe way you were
hurting me.'

'l never meant to hurt you,' she said quickly.

'‘But you did! Do you think it was easy for me tovhayou wince
every time | came near you? | was positive you 'tlidwe Danny;
positive you were only scared to admit the reahtr8e honest with
me, Beth. Say you love me!'



She clenched her hands, forcing herself not to@eledge the truth
of what Dean had said. 'Don't you think it would lbetter if we
waited? You're in pain and—'

‘What's that got to do with it? I'm not deliriodknow exactly what
I've said. | love you. Can't you accept that anthdreest with me?'

'l don't want to be hurt any more," she burst ‘@uice was more than
enough." With an effort she controlled hersel 'fiot in love with
Danny - you're right about that. But | was so astdmrhen | found
out. It made me feel so stupid — as though | waspable of caring
deeply about anyone.'

‘You were doing yourself an injustice.' Dean's goM@as gentle again.
"Your idea of love is so different from Danny'sttigau couldn't have
gone on loving him. Sooner or later you had to waleo the truth.

And my aim was to be there when you did.'

‘Was that why you kept trying to force me to gokbscNew York?'
she asked pointedly.

'Only because | was afraid you wouldn't come torygamses in time!
My recurring nightmare was that he'd talk you iekoping with him.
You've no idea how relieved | was when you toldyme were going
to wait till after Cindy's operation. It at leashvgg me a breathing
space - time to make you see that | was the maycior Won't you
admit it? Must you still go on pretending?'

Hesitantly she walked over to the bed, and onlgresneared it did
she see the beading of sweat on his forehead ahder¢he effort it

had cost him to maintain his strength and commAn@reness of his
vulnerability made nonsense of her desire to ptotesr own

emotions. Hiding her love would not help her tagfetrhim; better to
admit the truth and enjoy whatever happiness shklceven though
it might not last.



'l do love you,' she whispered. 'l tried to hidbatause | didn't think
you'd believe me. One minute | thought it was Daang the next |
wasn't able to think of anyone else except yomouight | was crazy!

'l hope you'll be crazy for ever.’
'For ever is a long time,' she said.

For several seconds he stared at her. 'Does treat yoai anticipate
getting over me too?' he said at last.

'Oh no,' she cried, amazed that he could have m&sstood her. 'l
was thinking about you! That you'd stop loving me!'

'l see.' Again he was silent and it was impossdiitener to read his
mind. "You have a lot to learn about me, honeysdid slowly. ‘And
the first lesson is that | don't give my love lightn fact until | met
you, | hadn't given it at all.’

‘Not even to Lynn?'

‘Not even to Lynn,' he said in his dryest tone defore she could
stop him, had pulled her down on to the bed. 'Batdelighted to see
you can be jealous. At least it shows you care.'

'| care very much. These last few days have beenyag
'Forget them. They're past. It's the future thaint® -our future.’

The words filled her with joy, though thought of gy still lay
heavy in her mind. He would have to be told théntnow whether he
liked it or not. But how would he react? And cotlkel be relied on to
maintain the status quo with Cindy, or would hig@nlead him to
destroy her happiness as well?



‘Worried about Danny?' Dean asked with a percei@nhad come
to accept. 'He'll rant at you, no doubt, but ineav fweeks he'll be
acting like your cousin!’

'l don't mind about his attitude e’ she replied. 'lt's Cindy."'

'He won't let her down, | promise you that. Shieé&s one thing he
really cares about.'

‘Cares about?' Beth echoed. 'Why, the minute $tagldher operation
he'd have told her he was in love with me and—' Steped in

mid-sentence and stared at him. 'You don't thinkvbald have left

her, do you?'

‘Yes, he would. But I'm pretty sure he'd have retdrto her too. | told
you so, but you wouldn't believe me, and | was estarou were
letting yourself in for more hurt.’

‘You're the only one who can hurt me now,' she essgd.
‘Then you'll never be hurt again,’ he replied, kisded her gently.

The lack of passion in his kiss told her more tWwands of the pain he
must still be in, and she drew away from him. "Youst try and
sleep, darling. You look exhausted.’

‘Say it again,' he ordered. 'The part where yoledahe darling.’
She smiled. 'Darling, darling, darling. Satisfied?'

‘Certainly not!" He went to draw her back to himat bhe jumped up
and took a chair by the window. 'You must resteothse I'll go
downstairs.’

‘What a bully!" he grumbled, but settled back agathe pillows.
‘Talk to me, Beth, I'm in too much pain to sleep.’



Wishing she could ease his hurt, she did as hedaskel gradually
his lids drooped and he fell into a light slumber.

Beth remained where she was, hugging to herselfwiederful
happiness of knowing Dean loved her. Soon she étloatleep,
awakening some time later to find him watching Ines,face alight
with tenderness.

"You look even more beautiful when you're asldep said.

She flushed and sat straighter in her chair. 'Ybaukin't have
watched me. Defences are down when one's asleep.’

'l hope I'll see yours down even further!
‘Now you're trying to embarrass me.'
‘And succeeding! Come here and kiss me, woman.'

The command was so much more like the Dean shebbedme
accustomed to that she did not resent the ordeeenh it delighted
her, indicating that he was feeling better.

With a smile she ran over and knelt beside hingfahnot to jar his

bandaged hand. 'l love you so much,' she said/égg very much.’
Nervously, aware that this was her own first gestof affection

towards him, she placed her mouth over his. Itsafg and passive
beneath hers, emanating a warmth that made him geerpectedly
vulnerable. The thought robbed her of her lastigestf fear, and
putting her arms around his neck she drew his deaah.

‘Well," a furious voice said behind them, 'forgime for interrupting
you!'

With a gasp Beth straightened to see Danny striditogthe room, his
face scarlet with rage. 'No wonder you were botheagapy to pretend



you were fond of each other. But it wasn't to fGohdy, was it? It
was to fool me!'

‘That's not true,' she said quickly.

'‘Beth!" Dean's voice was a command. ‘'Leave thise¢dHe sat up and
glared at Danny, wincing as the sudden movememduae stabbed
at his hand. 'If you hadn't come in just now, bavén asked to see you.

'Oh yes?' Danny mocked.

'Yes,' Dean echoed. 'l can appreciate your beiggyabut at least
give me a chance to explain.'

'‘Explain how you two-timed me?’

‘Danny, don't!" Beth put her hand on his arm, pglihim back from
the bed; afraid that in his fury he would striké.0Mou can't blame
Dean for what happened. It was my fault. | stopipethg you, but |

was scared to tell you. | didn't think you'd beéewe, that you'd think
| was only saying it because | didn't want to I@iridy.'

‘That's exactly whatdothink! And Dean's taking advantage of it!"

'He isn't! | love him,' she cried, 'and | told hsm. It's wrong of you to
blame him.’

"You loveme!'Danny shouted as if he had not heard one wortathe
said. 'Me!'

'l don't. | don't love you.'

'If this is your way of paying me back—'



'‘Don't be ridiculous. You don't know me at all dy/can think a thing
like that. I've stopped loving you. If | hadn't beso stupid I'd have
realized it as soon as | saw you again.'

'If | weren't engaged to Cindy you wouldn't be tadklike this," he
reiterated.

'If it weren't for Cindy I'd have told you the thukast night!*

'Pity you didn't. Or were you trying to make sumiat least caught
one of the Harding men? There's nothing like having strings to
your bow!

‘That's enough!' Dean's voice was loud behind ttiEme. reason Beth
didn't tell you the truth was because she was dafyau wouldn't

believe her; afraid you were too conceited to aémytone could stop
loving you! She was also scared that if she letheat a word and
went back to New York you'd follow her. That's wétye kept quiet.
Not because she had an ulterior motive, but bechesdidn't want to
hurt Cindy.'

Listening to Dean, Beth found it uncanny that helddave read her
motivations so clearly. And she had thought to Imeelove for him!

'‘Dean's speaking the truth,' she said. 'Every wbrd

Danny rubbed his hand across his face. 'But yoledamrizona. If
you didn't love me...'

'l didn't realize that until | saw you again. I'edling you the truth,’
she asserted. 'It would be foolish of me to pretend

Danny swung round to look at Dean. "What's youry$td hat you fell
for Beth at first sight and fought against it, bat you deliberately
agreed to be her boy-friend in order to steal lenfme?"



'‘Haven't you heard one word I've said?' Beth boustbefore Dean
could answer. 'My not loving you had nothing towlith Dean! It
might have helped me to see the truth a bit ealigreven if | hadn't
met him, | wouldn't have gone on loviggu!'

‘How can you be sure?'
‘Because we've nothing in common.’
"You never thought that in New York.'

'l was infatuated with you,' she answered weatilyas thrilled at
being taken around by a man every other girl warBed it wasn't
love. Not real love.'

‘You don't mean that,’ Danny cried, his anger inway abated.
‘You're only saying it because Cindy's made youdadty.'

'‘No!" she cried, and knew there was only one wagttp him. 'It
wouldn't work any more. You bore me, Danny. | fyal boring and
childish!'

It was as if she had physically hit him. He feltka step and stared
at her, the colour ebbing from his face. Momenyasiie wished she
need not have been so cruel, but then had to athatitonly by
puncturing his conceit could she reach the innez cbthe man.

‘We're not right for each other,' she went on. '‘&mage has to be
based on respect and liking; on mutual beliefs. Aods wouldn't
have been. If you'd think about it, you'd see lght:'

'‘No,' he said dully. 'l never thought ... not youd@ean. It doesn't
seem possible.' He looked at his cousin. 'l supgos# be wanting
me to pack up and clear out?’



'‘Don't talk rubbish!" Dean said crisply. 'This muy home. Let things
ride for a while. If you want to leave the ranctefaon, that will be up
to you. But you needn't go on my account. There veas
imperceptible lessening of anger in Danny's boayg though his
face was still pale, his fists were no longer cheatt 'I'll see how
things go," he muttered, and swung out of the room.

‘There's still Cindy to be considered,' Dean cadiftdr him.

'l won't let her down,' came the reply. 'Thatse thing that hasn't
changed!

Not till the door had closed behind him did Bethedok at Dean.

‘That wasn't as bad as you thought it would be,itvake asked in his
most conversational tone.

‘It was a million times worse,' she said, and buntst tears.

Dean made no attempt to quieten her, and it wasraemoments
later before she was able to wipe her eyes. 'l hoagta sight,' she
hiccoughed, and hurriedly got to her feet.

"You look beautiful,' he replied tenderly, and pdlher down to him,
smoothing away the hair that clung in damp tendmi$er forehead.
‘Such a woebegone little love," he murmured. 'lehiby@se will be the
last tears you shed for a long time.'

Gently he went on stroking her, and with a sighrelséed her head on
his shoulder, careful to keep her weight light. téisch calmed her,
sending away her fears, but as he continued to rhsvieand along
her hair and the curve of her shoulder, she fouarddif increasingly
aware of him. Something of what she felt madefitggbarent to him
for his touch grew heavier and she felt the quiekpeat of his heart.



'‘What a waste of a situation,' he whispered. 'Alatité you in..my
bedroom, yet | haven't even got the strength taify seduce you -
let alone succeed!

She laughed softly. 'l don't believe you'd even tryhink you're
old-fashioned at heart.'

‘I am whereyou'reconcerned.’

She-half raised her head and looked at him, het imelaer eyes. "You
will be the first man, Dean.’

‘Darling!" Without another word he bent his head until tHigs
touched.

His arm pressed her so tightly against his bodiysha could feel the
way he trembled, and knowing it was her closendsshwaroused

him, she was in turn aroused by it. Placing hedkdrehind his head,
she stroked his dark hair and the strong colunmmheck, exulting

In his strength and longing for it to master her everal moments
they remained close, and only as passion grewtamsity did they

draw apart as though by mutual consent, happy nerdde together,
content in the knowledge of their love.

‘You can't go on working for Mrs. Mays,' Dean saesting back
against the pillows and looking at her. 'You muay $iere with me.'

‘'l have to give proper notice,' Beth protested.

‘There won't be any problem replacing you. And ae¥émere is, I'm
sure Mrs. Mays can manage.'

‘You're not very considerate,' she chided.

'I'm consideringme' he grinned. 'And I'm hoping you will do the
same.’'



'I'll talk to her when | get back,' Beth promis#&slt | won't leave her
in the lurch, no matter how much you bully me.’

'I'm sorry,’ he said at once, and half lifted has¢ in her direction.
‘But loving you is so wonderful that | want you kwitne the whole
time.'

For answer she kissed him on the mouth, then krgptiat only by
putting herself a safe distance from him could sbmain in

command of the situation, she went to sit by thedew. Outside the
fountain sparkled, sending a delicate spray oftatysater over the
gaily coloured flowers around its base.

Beyond the shade of the balcony the golden orbh@fttn could be
seen, while at horizon level an undulating rim aadéd mountains
whose purple peaks faded into violet before mergitaythe infinity
of the sky itself. How beautiful it all was; how olumore lovely than
she had ever known.

'‘Why the smile?' Dean asked.

'‘Because I'm happy. When | woke up this morningJen realized
theday was going to be as wonderful as this." Sheenlgdlung her
arms wide'l'm so happy!

His face grew grave, the smile leaving his mouthlsaptly that she
half stood up. 'What is it, Dean? Is anything wrgng

‘No, darling," he said quickly. 'Everything is rigRight and perfect.'



CHAPTER NINE

NoT until the next morning did Beth have an opportututtell Mrs.
Mays what had happened.

'l couldn't be more pleased,’ the woman exclairveni and Dean are
just right for each other.’

'l thought he would have wanted someone more stiqdiisd,' Beth
confessed. 'Someone used to his kind of backgrbund.

'‘Don't be old-fashioned! Anyway, Dean probably l®yeubecause
you're different." The grey head tilted. 'l takeaiu'll be wanting to
leave here?'

‘Not until you've found a replacement,’ Beth saichlly. ‘Besides, it
will be better for me if I'm busy all day. Otherwisll want to follow
Dean round like a puppy!"

'l should think he'd be delighted.’

‘Well, I wouldn't. I've got to retain some bit ofdlependence - at least
till I'm married.’

'When will that be?"

'‘Dean and | haven't discussed it yet. | think ledht to wait till after
Cindy's had her operation.’

'‘And also to give Danny time to recover his pridel e willing to
dance at your wedding!'

'‘He was furious,' Beth admitted ruefully. 'But ixshim just before |
left the ranch last night and he was almost covitie. Just looked full
of hurt and misery.'



'‘Enjoying being the one who was let down insteadt dieing the
other way round," Mrs. Mays replied dryly. 'Dornpect me to feel
any sympathy for that young man.’

It was a statement with which Beth concurred, amdeed her
sympathy disappeared completely as she saw thehevdyrned for
solace to Cindy, acting the part of the impatienttel with such
ability that the girl blossomed like a desert floagter rain.

'‘Only two more weeks until my operation,' she saé evening as
they all sat in the patio listening to music. 'Ahdn two more weeks
after that before I'll be up and about again.' gjamine face creased
into a smile. 'What do you say about our havingabte wedding?'

'‘Not on your life," Dean answered before Beth cogfdy. "Weddings
are too personal to be shared. Besides, I'll wam to be very quiet.’

'What does Beth want?'

The question came from Lynn, who sat curled up baramock, its

pastel cushions an ideal backdrop for her viviegkgreouser suit. Her
attitude on hearing that Dean and Beth were in leaa been one of
quiet amusement, as though she was participatirsgjake that no
one else knew about. Yet her behaviour to Bethiesh exemplary:
friendly and full of advice without being inquisie. Now she was
looking from Dean to Beth with wide-apart dark eyesiting for a

comment to her question.

'l agree with Dean,' Beth replied. 'I'd hate adangdding. But first of
all I'd like to get a proposal

'You don't mean—'

'l haven't been asked,' Beth said, studiously angi®ean's eyes. 'l
guess it must be an oversight.'



'‘Some oversight,’ Lynn drawled. 'What's wrong witlu, Dean? Or
do you believe in long courtships?’

'l don't believe in any,' he said blandly. 'l irdeiaking Beth out one
morning and presenting her witHat accompli!'

'You can't marry a girl without warning,” Cindy pested. 'What
about her trousseau?"

'‘Why should she need clothes?’

'When you've both finished!" Beth laughed, puttivey hands to her
ears and shaking her head. 'Can't we change tiecglb

‘A good idea,' Danny spoke for the first time. 'Halout coming for
a stroll, Beth? | could do with some exercise.'

Beth glanced quickly from Dean to Cindy, but Dedosk was
impassive while Cindy just nodded, and realizirag th refuse would
seem strange, she followed Danny into the garden.

He did not speak till they were some distance ftbenhouse. 'l can't
get used to thinking of you and Dean ... the wihigieg's incredible.’

'l don't see why.'

‘Don't be so innocent!" He kicked moodily at a gebtWhen did you
know? Or was it love at first sight, the way youwdsawas when you
fell for me?'

Accepting the sarcasm, she decided to ignorent.nbt sure when |
fell in love with Dean. It wasn't at first sighthdugh. | was too
muddled up thinking of you.'

'So you didn't just write me off the minute you egés on Dean!'



'You know | didn't." She stopped walking and fabed, determined
to solve the situation between them. 'It wouldattdrworked out for
us, Danny. In some ways we're too alike. We boddrsmmeone we
can depend on - on whom we can lean.'

"Thanks!"

'It's true. That doesn't mean we're weak - just tiegther of us are
leaders.’

'l still can't get used to the idea of you and Dean
‘That's because he's your cousin. Think of him msa who—'
"Youthink of him as a man!" he retorted.

Unable to stop herself, she laughed. Danny glarbdrabut his anger
was not rigid, and it slipped from his face to kelaced by a wry
amusement that made her feel, for the first tirhat they might be
friends.

‘What about you and Cindy?' she asked impulsively.

'l don't intend messing uger life - that's one thingd¢ansay. As soon
as she's over the operation I'm leaving Arizona.'

'‘Why?'
'‘Because tan't go on working for Dean. | hatve stand alone.' His
eyesnarrowed!It's what you wanted m& do a long while ago, isn't

it?'

She nodded. 'But not in this way. | hoped you amdl{ ... Still, it's
probably the best way.'



'Yes,' he said firmly. 'She's too good for me. OFoeout of the way
she'll find someone else.'

Beth knew better than to argue the point; Dannyoubtkdly
believed what he said, and as long as he did, hddwwe deaf to
anything one might say to the contrary.

'l always figured Dean and Lynn would marry one,day
he said unexpectedly. 'She's been after him faisyea

'He obviously didn't reciprocate the feeling. Deayuldn't take long
to make up his mind.’

‘He would when it came to tying himself to one waondust shows
how much he thinks of you, to let you rope himarfast!

She was still pondering on Danny's words when tieayned to the
patio. The strains of a Bach fugue filled the #wgugh Cindy and
Lynn appeared bored by it; a fact which Dean didappear to take
into account, for as the music came to an end,gre @ver and put on
the other side.

With a mute look of protest, Lynn stood up and leaed Cindy and
Danny who, with a smile at Beth, proceeded to @&ptoto the

living-room, carefully closing the double glass dotehind them.
Half smiling, Beth glanced at Dean, and as shesdjde held out his
hand to her.

‘Alone at last! | never thought they'd take the'himere's a lot to be
said for maintaining the sanctity of one's cadtle¢ver realized the
problem of being renowned for one's hospitality!'

'‘But there's only Cindy and Lynn here," she pretishiding her
pleasure at his words.



‘You're not suggesting | make love to you in frohthem?'
'l didn't know that's what you wanted to do,"' siyglied demurely.
'It's what I've been aching to do all evening.’

He went to take her into his arms, but she glamsed her shoulder
to the closed glass doors, through which she ceegdLynn dealing
cards to Cindy and Danny.

Interpreting her movement, Dean reached out tostnall table

beside him and pressed a switch on it. At onceoadtlof drapery

obscured the inner room, and before it finally thid occupants she
had a glimpse of Lynn's startled face.

‘What an obvious thing to do,' Beth murmured, Ralfjhing.

'l want to kiss you too much to worry about sulytldte responded,
and wasted no more time with words.

To Beth, the next half hour was heaven. Dean wasletdy
affectionate to her; there was no doubt of hisifgefor her, but he
seemed content to show it without making any demamdher that
both of them would regret later.

'‘Did you mean what you said about our getting redfi she
murmured at last, when, more sure than ever of inoweh she loved
and needed him, she leaned against his shoulder.

'Of course. I've no intention of having every Tdback and Harry
making a circus out of something that's so personal

'l meant about your not giving me any warning? amewouldn't—"'
she stopped, confused, and heard him chuckle.



‘Don't worry, darling. | won't spring it on you Wiutarty warning.
You'll have at least two hours' notice!’

'‘Beast!" She raised her head and" kissed his cl@agkof the corner
of her eye she saw a flash of green behind thaiogttand knew that
Lynn was watching them. Hurriedly she straightened.

Dean raised an eyebrow quizzically, but her exglanawas
forestalled by Lynn and Cindy coming into the patio

'How about making our way back to the ranch?' Lasked.

‘A good idea.' Conscious of her flushed cheeksrafiéd hair, Beth
jumped up, arrested by Dean's sudden exclamatianrafyance.

'l wish you'd end this nonsense of working," hel s#ll talk to Mrs.
Mays myself in the morning.’

'You'll do no such thing,' Beth answered. 'Shgladrto get someone,
but it isn't easy and mid-season.’

'It isn't easy for me either. | want you here.'

'You'll just have to get a special licence,” Cinglggled. '‘Beth
wouldn't be able to argue against that.’

Dean gave her an affectionate glance. 'You've gateshing there,
funny face. Oncgou'reon the mend, that's exactly what I'll do!

Driving back to the ranch with Lynn, Beth gave le#frover to
contemplation of the future, and was glad her cangrealso seemed
too preoccupied to speak. In a matter ofweekd)| ivant well, she
would be Dean's wife. The thought was so fantattat it was
difficult to absorb, and she tried to consider there mundane
aspects of what this would mean, though nothingiber marriage
to such a dominant man could ever be considerecdamel How



lucky she was to have found such happiness. If ooy could do the
same. Yet though the letters she received fronctiesin were full of
news of her busy social life, there was no mentibBill Saunders,
no hint that her love for him was dead. Poor Ltignly she could
meet someone else.

'‘What would you have done if you hadn't become gaddo Dean?'
Lynn asked suddenly.

The question took Beth by surprise. T wouldn't hanagried Danny,
if that's what you mean. I'd have gone back to Newk.'

‘Do you think you'll like living here? It's so ffiom theatres and all
the good concerts.'

'‘Dean has his own plane,’ Beth said, marvellingeatability to find
the right answer. 'So we won't exactly be isolated!

‘'Sorry, Beth.' Lynn gave an apologetic laugh.dndi mean to annoy
you. | just wondered if you've considered what yidarwould be like
when he's working. You might find it lonely.'

'l intend learning about his work. There's nothuhgjler than a
hausfrau!'

'How clever of you to realize that. You're muchpksghan you look.'
Beth shrugged, relieved to see the dude ranch cameiew.

Lying in bed later that night, she pondered on Lgnremarks,
wondering at the latent hostility she had detestedem. For all that
she had professed not to want Dean herself; Lyn wnaoubtedly
suffering the pangs of jealousy.

In the morning, in the bright, perpetual sunshiharwther glorious
day, Beth's vague disquiet of the previous nigktrssd foolish, and



encountering Lynn at breakfast in the dining-rodme svas able to
greet her with her usual friendliness.

‘What are your plans for today?' she asked. '‘Goim@ picnic or
lazing by the pool?’

'l was going into Phoenix with Cindy," Lynn toldrhéut | got a
message from her this morning to say she wasittalvhake it. Said
she'd call me later on, but that | shouldn't wastuad for her. What
areyoudoing today?'

'‘Checking through the groceries to make sure we'twimn caught
short over Christmas, and then going to buy theafsy presents.’

'l might come to town with you.'

'I'm not sure what time I'm leaving,' Beth saidaly, reluctant to
have Lynn with her while she searched for a preferibean.

'In that case I'll go over to see Dean. | mighspade him to take me
to the mine. They're working a new shaft at the @om

Keeping a smile on her face, Beth made no comrttamigh as Lynn
disappeared through the swing doors into the lobhg, found that
her happiness had disappeared with her. But ftndasulous to be
jealous; she was doing exactly what she had beeigrééing Lynn

for! Dean would hate a wife who watched over hike la mother hen
and was jealous every time he was seen with aypyett That was

one thing she must learn to accept.

Pushing aside her personal problems, she conoethtost the ones
she was being paid to deal with, and by the tineehstdl gone through
the stores with the chef, it was well after noord ahe decided not to
go into Phoenix until later that afternoon whewdtuld be cooler.



So it was that five o'clock found her walking thesdd and busy
streets, accustomed now to the squatting Indianemoselling their
wares at frequent intersections and occasionalbgdehing her to
buy from them. What on earth could she find for Ded&ven if
money were no object she would have been hard gaessknow
what to get him. Strange to think she knew him sd,wet not well
enough to be sure of his taste.

Frowning, she entered a jewellery shop and, stiiwhing,
re-emerged, shocked by the high prices demandecdbridinary
cufflinks and cigar lighters. Anyway, there mustdmmething a bit
more unusual that she could buy than links! Stitlecided, she
continued to walk, and only as the crowds thinngddod she realize
she was in a part of the city she had not visiefdrie. Here the shops
were considerably less fashionable, and the peppuee simply
dressed, with cotton dresses and jeans. Knowingst unlikely she
would find anything suitable for Dean here, shadglrto retrace her
steps, only stopping as her eye was caught by @warindow
displaying several faded canvases. But it was #hatipng in the
centre which held her gaze and, without hesitatstre, opened the
door of the shop and went in.

The gallery - for that was what it was, albeit @ssminute in size and
dusty as an ancient museum - seemed desertedhartdpped her
hand on one of the frames leaning against the wall.

'Is anyone around?' she called.

‘Coming,' a quavery voice answered, and an old iméaded velvet
trousers and fraying cashmere pullover came foni@giteet her.

'l like the painting in the window," she said. "Toree of the Sussex
Downs.'



'You recognize it!" the old man exclaimed in deligBut of course,
you're English.'

She smiled. 'That's why I'd like to buy the pictufet isn't too dear.’

'‘Does this shop of mine look as if it would hold/dmng too dear for
you?'

She flushed. 'The painting is beautiful. It migktuery valuable.’

'How understanding of you to say a thing like thaé beamed and
shuffled over to the window. 'l painted that pietumyself,' he said,
his back to her as he extricated the canvas fremasition. 'So you
will forgive me if | take personal pride in yourmopliment.'

‘You've every right to be proud,’ she commentedkily more
closely at the painting now directly in front ofrhdt's so real, |
almost feel | could be there.’

‘None of your abstract work,' he agreed. 'Butshatly it hasn't sold.
People don't want things they can recognize!'

' do. How much is it?"
It is for you?"

She shook her head and a look of disappointmessetbhis face. So
strong was it that she felt impelled to explaintier. 'It's for my
fiance. He has so much - sp many wonderful thihgsltdidn't know
what to get him. Until | saw your pictureA.then | knew it was
exactly right.’

The old man looked pleased. 'You can have it foenty five
dollars.'

‘That's far too little,’ she protested.



‘This picturehas no price. | would only sell it to someone whc
genuinely wanted it. As you do.'

'‘But twenty-five dollars ...
Smiling and wordless, he carefully began to wragpphinting.
'When were you in England?' she asked.

'‘Before you were born, my dear. My wife was Engligbu see, and |
met her not a hundred yards from where | paintesidtene. That's
why | never wanted to sell it.'

'You make me feel guilty. Are you sure you—'

'‘Quite sure. My wife is dead and I'm an old mdhbé glad to know
the painting has gone to someone who will enjoy it.

Feeling as though she were clutching a fragmertistory, Beth
returned to the ranch and placed the painting mwaadrobe, then
hurried out to see if there was anything she codaldo assist Mrs.
Mays.

‘You're back,' her employer greeted her with helirtélief. 'Dean's
been trying to get you since the minute you lefelie

'Is anything wrong?'
'‘Cindy's having the operation.’
'You don't meanoday?'

Mrs. Mays nodded. That's why he rang. He wondergdu'd had
any idea of it.’

'Of course not! I'll call him and—'



‘You needn't. He's just arrived.'

Beth turned as Dean came into the lobby. Even faodnstance he
was pale and tense, his skin almost the colouredfidndagd still
covering his hand.

‘You've heard about Cindy?' he greeted her witpoes&amble.
'Yes. How did you find out?"

'‘By sheer accident. She cancelled her arrangemahtsynn, as you

know, so Lynn spent the day with me. Coming baocknfthe mine

we decided to drop in on Cindy. Her ranch managldrus she'd left
the house earlier that day with a suitcase - saideshing about
spending the Christmas vacation witte' He shook his head, still
bewildered by the turn of events. 'Lynn guessednae what had
happened. | suppose it takes one woman to know ar@her one
can be up to!

‘But last night Cindy said the operation was in tmeeks. Why did
she keep it a secret?'

'Stoicism, perhaps; or foolhardiness.' His voiagangry. 'The silly
little fool, I could wring her neck!'

Tears filled Beth's eyes as imagination sent heralCindy's lonely
drive to die hospital. 'She wasn't foolhardy, Deslre was brave.'

He shrugged, not deigning to answer. '"Where's Lyinpfomised
Danny I'd meet him at the hospital. Apparently thgeration's
scheduled for five-thirty. If Lynn isn't ready, lon't wait.'

‘May | come with you?'

'It's pointless for you to wait there. It will b@lrs until there's any
news.'



'If Lynn can go with you, so can |,' Beth said ivace that shook
with anger.

Dean peered at her. 'You're annoyed?''
‘Do you wonder?'

‘But | was thinking ofyou It won't be pleasant having to wait at the
hospital.'

' | want to be with you,' she repeated.

‘Very well. I'd no intention of slighting you, bsbmehow | never
thought you'd want to come. You haven't known Citlaigt long
and—'

‘Long enough to care what happens to her," Betlwenesl tautly.
‘And | haven't knowryouthat long either!

His eyes narrowed. 'l take the point. | can se&d gou an apology.'
She shrugged and turned away, unappeased. thl fetvrap.’

When she returned to the lobby Lynn was alreadyethand
wordlessly they went to the car. Dean drove innség and only as
they reached the hospital entrance did Beth ask ginestion
uppermost in her mind.

'When will we know the result?’

‘Not for forty-eight hours. At least that's whah@y said, but she may
have been lying about that too."'

Silent once more they made their way to the waitmgpm on the
third floor, where Danny —so haggard that he lootlezdyears older
- was pacing the floor.



‘Any news?' Lynn asked.

‘She's still in the theatre,' Danny said. 'The apen's riskier than she
told us.'

'What does that mean?' Dean spoke sharply. 'livgdaeen listening
to nurses' gossip --'

'It was the house doctor. And it's not gossip. Bleegt to me straight.
He seemed to think | actually knew about it." Dadlagped his hands
together as though one were giving comfort to ttheio 'She's got a
fifty-fifty chance of being able to walk again.’

‘To walk properly, you mean,' Dean amended.

‘To walk at all,’ Danny corrected. 'That's what I've just learriduk

operation she agreed to have in the beginning wése dlifferent

from this one. It was less dangerous, but there alss a bigger
chance it wouldn't succeed. Apparently she sawstiigeon a few
weeks ago and told him she wanted the full spipakration - even
though it might mean she. ..."' he swallowed ancabegpain. 'If it
fails, she'll be paralysed for life!’

There was a short silence, broken only by the wifirthe electric
clock on the wall.

'l never thought Cindy had the courage.' It wast, yrer voice full of
admiration. '‘But | can see why she took the risk.'

'l can't,’ Beth said.

Lynn's full red mouth twisted into a smile of pityfhat's because
you're a romantic and not a realist. I'm sure Citadtyshe'd have no
chance of keeping Danny unless she was a hundrexskpéfit.'

That's a foul thing to say!" Danny lunged towards h



This is hardly the time or place to indulge in kapeaking.' Dean
placed himself quickly between them.

'l don't call Lynn's remark frank,’ Danny gratett's' damned
insulting!

The truth often is.’
'If you're going to start on me too...’
'Relax,' Dean ordered.

'‘But to blamemebecause Cindy took such a chance... Danny shc
his head, and watching him, Beth's anger wouldletoher remain
silent any longer.

‘Don't you think you're all overlooking Cindy's poof view? What
she did was magnificent - courageous and magntficen

‘What's magnificent about ending up paralysed?'nashouted.
‘That's the chance she's taken.' He beat one lgainisathe other, his
face a torment of anguish. 'lI'd rather she limjlezld one-legged jack
rabbit than let herself be talked into taking sacfsk! If only | could
have spoken to her before - made her change hekin

'‘No one could have changed her mind." A small,-gnayred man was
speaking from the doorway, and at sight of him a#an and Danny
took a pace to his side.

'‘Dr. Sanger," Dean said apologetically, 'l hope'lyéorgive us. As
you can imagine we're all pretty shocked.' His gdiecame urgent.
'Is Miss Bannenburg out of the theatre?'

‘A few moments ago. I've come directly here toysme' The surgeon
looked from one man to the other. 'The operatiomtvextremely
well, but we won't know the result for at leasttyeeight hours.'



'‘Will she at least be able to walk?' Danny pleadeatbn't care about
her limping, but will she be able move?'

‘We won't know for forty-eight hours,' Dr Sangepeated 'All | can
tell you is that from a technical point, everythings perfect.’

‘Then why the doubt?'

'‘We are dealing with the spinal cord, Mr. Hardingerve centres of
such intricacy that—'

‘Then you shouldn't have done the operation ititkigplace!" Danny
interrupted. 'What's the point of doing somethihthe outcome is
pure chance?'

‘Not chance,' Dr. Sanger replied without any trateritation, 'but
surgeons - and medical practitioners too - oftem methods and
drugs that work without our knowinghythey work. This particular
operation works often enough for us to do it whenhave to.’

‘But you didn't have to!' Danny cried. 'That's whg whole thing's so
crazy. Why did you let her take the risk?'

'l couldn't stop her. When Miss Bannenburg camee® me several
weeks ago and said she wanted this particular bpeyd did my
very best to dissuade her. But she was adamantéithé | refused
she would go to New York to have it done. | begigedto talk it over
with you, but she wouldn't. In fact she made menpse that |
wouldn't get in touch with you either. Becausehattf my hands were
tied.'

"You could still have refused to do it!" Danny eséted.



'‘And let her go to someone else? | had enough demde in my
ability to decide that if Miss Bannenburg wantedstice the risk, then
| could give her the best possible chance of m¢psuccessful.’

With a groan Danny sank on to a chair. 'Forty-eigburs. It's a
lifetime!’

‘There's no need for you to stay here,’ Dr. Sangaid
sympathetically. 'We will call you if there's anyange in her
condition.’

'l want to be with her,' Danny replied. 'She'llieeding me.’

For the first time the surgeon appeared embarrad§adafraid that
isn't possible. Miss Bannenburg left instructidmattshe didn't want
to see anyone until | had spoken to her myselintil she knew
whether or not she'd be able to walk again.’

‘She didn't mean me,' Danny retorted.

'‘She meanyoumore than anyone else. As a matter of fact shedasl
me to let you have this after the operation.' Hedriéw an envelope
from the pocket of his white jacket. "This may explmore than I've

been able to.’

The door closed behind him and all eyes focusebamy. Slowly
he took out a sheet of writing paper and bent é&dHto it.

‘Well," Lynn said at last. 'Does she say why she th& operation
without telling us?'

'‘She didn't... didn't want a fuss.' Danny spokd asa dream. 'She
says she doesn't want us to pity her. That if glosfshe - she can't
walk ... she won't see us. Not for months... fiathie's learned how to
cope.’



‘She can't mean it!" Beth expostulated.

For answer Danny held out the letter. 'Read it. Moght as well see
it for yourself.'

As she did so, Beth's sympathy for Cindy increabkeav easy to see
the pride which had prompted her action, and tlraany knowledge
of Danny which was inherent in the final paragrapher letter.

'‘Don't be angry with me for what I've done,' Cidrdhd written. 'But |
couldn't face two more weeks of your pretence tiathing could go
wrong. For things can go very wrong for us if | dget completely
well. | don't blame you for wanting a wife who cahare in
everything you do, and though you say you don'thifihcan't cope,
| know that eventually it would sour our whole tedaship. You're
too full of energy to have patience with an invakide. And that's
how | feel at the moment. Like a car running on oylender.

'If all goes well, I'll see you after the operatidut if things don't

work out, try and understand why I've told Dr. Sanigvant to be left

alone. I'll have so many things to learn - thinggst tare more easily
accepted if one is among strangers with whom oresmlbhave to
pretend. Don't be angry with him either. He's aremtirely on my

instructions. You always said | never acted likenairess, so | hope
you won't mind that I've now decided to do sosit'i that | don't love
you - just that | love you too much.'

Wordlessly Beth handed back the letter and Dannyitpin his
pocket.

‘There's no point any of you waiting here," he s&idu might as well
go home.'

'‘What about you?' Dean asked.



'I'm staying. But I'd rather be alone.’
'Like Cindy?' Lynn queried.

'Yes. I'm beginning to see what she meant... almottwanting
sympathy.'

'Call if you want me,' Dean told him, and openezldbor.

The journey back to the dude ranch was even mdréusa than the
one into Phoenix; over them all loomed the posgsjbdf a tragedy
too heartbreaking to be considered, yet still tossible for them to
put out of their minds.

‘Would you like me to stay at your house?' BethedskRean as he
swung the car into the drive leading to the raricdon't like you
being alone all evening.'

'I'm not a child, my dear. I'll be fine.’

Hurt by his words, she opened the car door. Dicblaene her for
Cindy's action? Did he think the girl had guessed Danny had not
loved her and had decided to have the more dangerperation
because she had known that unless she were db&ta completely
normal life she would never be able to hold him? ¥i@ely Dean
knew better than to think such a thing? Didn't éaize that neither
by word nor gesture had she allowed Cindy to suspec earlier

relationship with Danny? Whatever the reason behhwl girl's

decision, she herself was not to blame.

'If you change your mind,' she heard herself salgphone me.'

Not waiting for his reply, not even caring that sts leaving Lynn
alone in the car with him, she ran into the lobby.



Unwilling to face anyone, she headed for her beafoand was

turning the key in the lock when a lean brown heoered her own.

With a gasp of fear she jerked back, looking ugde Dean beside
her.

‘You!" she stammered. 'What are you doing here?'

'Waiting to apologize. I've been like a bear witecaie head. I'd no
right to vent my anger on you.'

Some of her hurt disappeared, though not enoughedoto forgive
him entirely. "You've had a worrying time.'

‘It wasn't easy for you either.’
She shrugged. 'l haven't known Cindy all that lbng.

'‘Don't! I should never have said that to you.' ldaght her hand. 'l
have to talk to you. Let's go into your room.'

Nervously she led the way inside. Her nightdregsola the bed, its
diaphanous folds drawing her attention, and hulyisde shoved it
beneath the cover before turning to face him. He& dunk into an
armchair, his body relaxed, his face lined withgiag.

'‘Cindy gave me a shock,' he began abruptly. '$ike's sister to me.’
‘That was still no reason for making me feel | wathe way.'

'l didn't want you to be embarrassed.'

'‘By what?' she asked, surprised.

He hesitated. 'l wasn't sure how Danny would reaathat Cindy had
done. | was afraid he might blaneu.’



‘Why should he?'
'‘Out of guilt - and because he wouldn't want toridahimself!’

Slowly she began to understand his reasoningolghtyou were
blaming me. That you felt Cindy had guessed abanny and me
and had decided on the more dangerous operati@ubeof it.'

'So that's why you've been so edgy with me?' Daaa g shake of his
head. 'You thought | blamed you for what she'd @biseeing the
answer in Beth's face, he came over and gatheradtbéis arms, as
if his closeness could eradicate all doubts. 'Inkg®ing to let Danny
make you his whipping boy. That's why | didn't wgati to come to

the hospital. Why | didn't want you to come homgéhwne either. If

anything happens to Cindy and Danny comes back-"

'He couldn't say anything that would make me regmnetsingle thing
I've done!" Beth said passionately. ‘From the mdnhdearned the
real reason behind Cindy's accident | haven't ghuenone thread of
hope. You've got to believe me!

'l do," Dean said quietly, and placed his lips ersh

For several minutes they remained close, savouhagleasure of
being alone together, of touching each other aelihfg the sensuous
need for deeper and more searching kisses. Budstavdesire that
could not be assuaged by touch alone, and tremlthag drew apart.

‘The lounge would have been safer!" Dean sighedbétter go. If
you'd still like to come back with me ...

'I'll just pack a few things. Shall we have dinhere first? You must
be starving.'



'‘Not enough to face the barrage of questions kdhgee. I'd rather go
home.'

An hour later, sitting opposite him in the smahidg- room that led
off his private sitting-room, she remarked the eadly laden table
groaning with delicacies she had normally assodiatith Fortnum
and Mason.

'l never knew you were such a gourmet!'

‘This is more than | usually have,"” he concededt 'Bonchita
obviously wants to show you what you're missingnbyliving here!'

'l don't need reminding of that!" Beth helped hErsesome caviar
and sour cream and took several of the hot yeasigbas Dean was
proffering. 'Delicious,’ she enthused, after a mault 'I've never had
anything like this.’

‘Caviar blini,' he explained. 'One of my connecsiam Persia keeps
me supplied with Beluga. It's the best caviar yam get. Cindy
adores it." He put down his fork, face suddenlyakle’Another
forty-four hours. If only ..." With an effort he ahged the subject.
‘Try some of the rice and red pepper too. It'saeur specialities.’

'l can see why you've remained a bachelor,’ slghksdi 'With a cook
like Conchita, you don't need a wife!"

''d never need a wife to do my cooking.' His tovees more serious
than she had expected. 'lIt's an excellent talentyme which doesn't
count overmuch with me. | rate other things muclghér.

Intelligence, sympathy, understanding ... that'atwhvant in a wife.'

His words presaged a future whose happiness madesh#le, and
she reached out and caught his hand. 'I'm so sthtetdyou down.'



‘You could never do that, my darling. If you—' Heokeoff as the
telephone rang, and hurried out to answer it, natgrafter a moment
to tell her it was Danny. 'He's spending the nighthe hospital.
There's no change in Cindy's position, but he wamtse on hand.'
Dean sat down and made an effort to eat. 'Cindy&ndhim a pretty
big jolt. It might even make him come to his send@ben a girl's
been too available. ..." He shrugged and half siniden are such
fools, aren't they?'

'‘Some,' Beth agreed, and wondered if he were tmgnkif Lynn.
Quickly she pushed the thought aside; it was childo read more
into his words than he had meant.

They had coffee on the patio, but were both totdess to listen to
music or even to make much small talk. Memory ofdgi hung
heavily between them, and well before midnight Deaggested they
go to bed.

''ve a busy day ahead,' he explained, 'and | veabteak the back of
it before going into Phoenix. | take it you'll bensing with me?"

She nodded. 'Will you be ready to leave after I@®ch
‘About noon. I'll start work as soon as it's light.
‘Must you? You're still recovering from your hanald

'I'm perfectly fit," he said crisply, and gave feeslight slap on the
bottom. 'Apart from not wanting my wife to be a kpbdon't want
her to be a nurse either! Now come along andHtwsyou to your
room.'

She followed him into the circular hall that ledhis private suite, but
instead of taking her upstairs, he pointed to a dpposite them.



Pushing it open Beth found herself in a corridat tled to another
wing, enclosing the inevitable patio.

'‘One of the guest suites,' Dean explained. 'l wasggto put you
upstairs in the other main bedroom, but | decidetita test my
will-power!’

Avoiding his eyes, she stepped into a large, waleented bedroom.
'l see you in the morning, Dean.’

'Of course.' He remained by the door, too far af@ayer to read the
expression in his eyes, yet near enough for heeéahe stillness that
seemed to have enveloped him. 'This is the fimg tyou've stayed in
my house, Beth. | wish it was under happier cirdamses.'

'Sodo I

Still he did not go. 'You're only here because afdg. Yet it's
appropriate, isn't it? If it hadn't been for Dasnghgagement to her,
you wouldn't have come to Arizona. Fate plays sfeafricks.'
Abruptly he went into the corridor. 'Good nightyldey. Sleep well.'

But sleep did not come easily to Beth; excited jpgrsling her first
night under Dean's roof, and full of fear for Cingie relived many
of the episodes which had culminated in this lond &orrying day.
As Dean had so rightly said, she had reason tadiefgl to Danny,
though with all her heart she wished that he, tinin, could find the
same happiness she had now discovered with Dean --'

Only a few yards away he too was in bed. Was hKithg of her
perhaps, and the time when they would be marrid® r8oved
restlessly, and a shaft of moonlight shone on to lend. No
engagement ring graced it, and she wondered asashdone many
times before, at his oversight. Had he waited udindy had her



operation before entering into anything that mighatvour of a
celebration? Or could there be another reason?

Agitation made it impossible for her to remain gdband switching
on the light she paced the floor. When a man inn3egaosition got
engaged, surely the first thing he did was intrediis fiancee to his
friends? Yet he had done nothing of the sort, antbgic which she
could bring to bear was able to dissolve her desgui

Slipping on her dressing gown, she tiptoed downctireidor to the
living-room. Perhaps she could find a book to ré&dds looked like
being a long night and she had to stop herself ftonking. »

Several novels were stacked on the table nearhtie where Dean
usually sat, and she glanced through them, undécide

'‘Can't you sleep either?’

Startled, Beth dropped the book in her hand, anahBsrode over
and picked it up. In a silver-grey dressing gowsighme colour as his
eyes, he looked particularly handsome, remindingftseibly that
she was alone with him in the middle of the nigjht too worried to
sleep,' she mumbled, and held out her hand fdbadlok.

He gave it to her and their fingers touched. Hesabin came sharp and
rasping and he held tightly to her hand. 'I've neeen you look more
beautiful.'

He went to draw her close, but she resisted. thie better if you
don't. Why don't you find a good book too?'

‘It seems I've found a good woman instead!" Rughd let her go.
'‘How strong-minded you are!'



‘A good thing too. But in place of a kiss, woulduygettle for a cup of
chocolate?'

‘How can | say no? You've been aching to show nve ¢homestic
you are.’

Catching her hand, he led her to the kitchen. Aslsd expected, it
was a dream of gadgets and the latest in elecugment, though
shining copper pans and gay Mexican pottery gasehdmely aura.

'‘Where's the chocolate kept?' she asked.

''ve no idea. But the milk's in the ice-box."

‘Thanks. That much | can guess for myself! Do yaueha larder?'
'It's the first door on your right.'

Opening it, Beth found herself in a white-tiled no¢targe enough to
serve as a kitchen in a normal sized house. Matiddves ranged
from floor to ceiling, each one stacked with prowns.

‘Have you found the chocolate?' he called.

‘Not yet,' she answered, and wondered how evemndtieubtable
Conchita found her way round this maze of goodsy Whvas better
stocked than a supermarket! However, searchingghtosuccess,
and she returned triumphant to the kitchen, a langef chocolate in
her hand.

Aware of Dean watching her, she prepared the drimgksembering a
gourmet tip she had once read, and putting in i dbsinnamon.

‘Two chocolates coming up,' she warned, and sestdaming cups
on the white formica table.



Dean picked his up and sipped. 'Delicious! As gasdConchita's.
You've put cinnamon in.' Seeing her expressiorabghed. 'Never
mind, darling. I'm sure you'll do lots of otherrigs that will leave me
guessing!" He stroked her fingers. 'Such lovelydsamoo. I'm glad
you don't spoil them by wearing blood-red nail gbli They look
beautiful as they are.’

‘They'd look even better with a—' She stopped,iogrihe swiftness
of her tongue.

‘Better with a ring?' he finished for her, and gawkeep sigh. 'l should
have guessed you'd be upset at not having one.’

‘Most girls do - when they're engaged.' Decidirgg th for a penny,
she might as well be in for a pound, she addedssume were
engaged? As | mentioned last night, you've nevieradlg asked me
to marry you.'

‘Some things don't need to be said.'

‘A girl still likes to hear them.' She paused, batdid not take the
hint, and raising her eyes she saw he was frowrtigg.heart beat
fast and an unnamed fear took hold of her. 'Whatsg, Dean? Do
you regret it? Would you—"

‘Don't be such a fool!" With an angry sound he cesnad the side of
the table and pulled her into his arms. 'l didaedlize such things
were important to you. | took it for granted thatyknew how | felt.

It was stupid of me. Once these next few days aee, ¢l make it up

to you.' He strained her closer, his hands warwuin the silk of her
gown. 'We've so many things to talk about, Betreréls so much |
want to say.'

‘Then say it,' she pleaded. 'Sometimes | feel ®hareall between us.’



‘Not a wall,' he corrected," a veil. A thin veiattwill vanish when the
right words are said.' He held her away from hird &ooked deep
into her eyes. 'But not tonight, darling.’

'l understand,' she said quickly, and reachingpupher hands around
his neck. 'Perhaps I'll give you that lass you ddke, after all!'

She kissed him lightly and was just about to movayaagain when
he gave a smothered groan and pulled her fiercgfynat him,
kissing her fiercely, almost angrily. But as sosnshe protested his
grip slackened.

'I'm sorry,' he muttered, 'l shouldn't have dorag.th

'It's all right,' Beth whispered softly. He must koow what an effort
it had been not to linger there in his arms, kngnow he felt,

realizing that for a man like Dean desire was & watural part of his
love for her. But her own love for him made hellimstoo that it was
up to her not to offer him the sort of temptatiaa lrad just had to
fight so hard.

She smiled at him nervously.
‘You haven't finished your chocolate.’

‘Neither have you.' They looked at the cups, thesaah other, and
then laughed and left the kitchen.

In the circular hall again, Dean stopped, his mocudinved in a
mocking smile. 'l won't see you to your door, ifuydon't mind. |
think it'll be safer to say good night here!'

‘No more midnight feasts either.'

‘Not till there's a ring on your finger-and | dofist mean an
engagement one!' He caught her hand, kissed tiyighd dropped it.



'‘Good night, my dear, strong-minded Beth. Sleep amd dream of
our future.'

‘And a bright one for Cindy,' she said soberly.

‘Yes, he echoed. 'A bright one for Cindy.'



CHAPTER TEN

THOUGH anticipating Danny to be upset, neither Dean nethBhad
expected him to be so distraught. He spent theedliotity-eight hours
at the hospital, refusing even to go outside foreath of air, and on
the morning of the second day, by a ruse whiclehesed to disclose,
but which Beth was certain had been the exercid@sotharm on
some hapless nurse, he managed to wangle his way the
intensive-care unit where Cindy still remained. Uiglo he gave no
details of what had passed between them, Cindyedgi® let him
remain with her, and he had also managed to pesduardo promise
she would see Beth and Dean and Lynn as soon asahenoved
back to her own ward.

‘At least that's one hurdle out of the way,' Deaid 0 Danny. 'If the
operationhas failed we'll at least be on hand to help her awer
worst patch. If she finds she can't walk again—'

‘Don't!" Danny burst out. 'Don't talk like that.'
'I'm only trying to make you face facts.'

'‘What do you think I've been facing since the opan& But | daren't
think that way. I've got to believe she'll walk agand I've got to
makeherbelieve it too!" He paced the small waiting-rooimane they
had been sitting for the past hour. 'How time dr&geh minute's like
ayear.'e

‘It won't be long now,' Beth comforted.

'‘Four more hours," Danny muttered. 'l suppose @ng8&r wasn't
kidding us? Wewill know the result by late afternoon?'

‘That's what he said when | spoke to him earlan replied. 'Now
try and relax.'



'I'm going to Cindy. | want to be with her when—'
‘Do you think that wise?'

'It will be the first wise thing I've done whereeshconcerned. If she
finds out she can't walk, she'll be needing me."

‘But not only while she's in hospital,’ Dean wanndis face
unexpectedly hard. Tou might not like what I'm gpto say, but |
have to say it nonetheless - not because | warliuto you, but
because | don't wa@indyhurt.]i this operation has failed, she'll be
an invalid for life. And | can't see you taking eaf her. That's why |
don't want you to give her false hope. It wouldcheninal.’

'‘Dean!" Beth cried. 'How can you talk like that!ridg's doing the
only thing he can. He's got to make Cindy Relieed go on loving

her no matter whether she can walk or not. If sloaight he'd leave
her, she wouldn't want to go on living."'

'Her letter didn't—"'

'Forget what she wrote. She didn't mean a word! @he was just
making it easy for Danny - giving him a way ouhetway women
have always done for the men they love." Tearsd@mn Beth's
cheeks, but she dashed them away. 'But Danny hakett it. Don't
you see what that means? For the first time sirnekhown him, he's
acted like a man!'

Unable to continue, she went to stand by the windowl behind her
heard footsteps come close.

‘Thanks for the defence,” Danny said. 'But Deam'tlichake me
angry. | deserved what he said!" He swung rouraldio at his cousin.
'You can leave Cindy to me. From now on | won't iar. I'm going
to marry her the minute she'll agree to it.’



‘Even if she's paralysed?' Dean asked.
'Yes.'

‘Are you sure? It's fine to act the hero now, kaihg husband to a girl
who might never walk again. ..." Dean moved cldseDanny. 'l
appreciate what you're trying to do, but don'tagetied away by your
emotions into promising more than you'll be ableaory out. And
believe me, no one will blame you foot being able to carry them
out.'

‘What would you do iffouwere in my place?' Danny asked. 'If it wer
Beth and not Cindy?'

Dean's breath came out on a sharp exclamation.Kiow very well
what I'd do. Marry her! But | love Beth. And I'mtnget sure about
your feelings for Cindy. That's why I'm asking you mote swayed
by your emotions.'

'l intend to marry her,' came the firm reply. 'lirot going to talk
about what I'll feel ten years from now. Not be@bdon't know how
I'll feel, but because | wouldn't expect you toidet me! And why
should you, anyway, when I've acted like a firstssl skunk!" Danny
glanced over his shoulder at Beth, a faint smilénignlips. 'l guess
you never thought you'd hear me say such a thingit® true. The
only pity is that Cindy had to go through hell hefd had enough
sense to realize what she meant to me!’

Beth was too moved to speak, and Dean appeareitposed. Only
Danny was in control of the situation: his shoutdstraight, his
manner confident. Had tragedy made him grow upast, IBeth

wondered, or would he revert to type if Cindy gell® Somehow she
did not think so; Danny was not play-acting any enofde had

become a man in every sense of the word.



'I'm going to Cindy, if you don't mind," he saitlhése next few hours
will be torture for her.'

We'll wait here,' Dean answered. 'If you need.us...

Acknowledging the words, Danny left, and Beth sankio a chair,
hands clasped as she prayed for Cindy to get well.

‘Are you all right, Beth?'

Lynn's voice, sharp and anxious, made Beth opeeyes. 'I'm fine,’
she said quickly. 'l was—' She stopped and chatigedubject. 'l
didn't hear you come in.'

'l only just got here.' Lynn looked at Dean. 'Argws of Cindy?'
‘Not yet. Danny's with her.’

'He's really turned out the way you -said he wollghn continued. 'l
must say | had my doubts.’

Puzzled, Beth looked at her. "You mean Dean knew?"'

‘Almost to the last gesture. He said he would typrtrumps if it came
to the crunch!

‘Too many mixed metaphors,' Dean said crisply. 'Now about us
getting some coffee?"

Walking beside him to the cafeteria on the top iflobthe hospital,
Beth could not forget what Lynn had said. How astoit Dean to
have judged what Danny's reaction would be in $ifisation. No
wonder he had warned her not to give her love tonpaHe must
have realized she Would have been let down yehayéith a sigh
she moved closer to Dean. How lucky she was to fedlen in love



with him instead. Catching his hand, she squeezed it, "8Via'
matter, honey?' he drawled.

'‘Nothing. | just wanted to touch you.'

They reached the cafeteria and Dean led the wayable. The room
was crowded, made more so by several nurses whehwsy putting
up Christmas decorations.

'Only three more days,' Lynn commented.

'l can't believe it,’ Beth said. 'lt's the heattthakes it seem so
impossible. In England we never have weather Itke even in
summer!'

Lynn laughed. 'l take it you've done your shopping?Beth's nod
she looked at Dean, resting a scarlet-tipped hankdiarm. ‘What
about you, darling? All your shopping done?'

'‘Why else do you think | employ two secretaries?'

Lynn laughed and turned to Beth. 'He isn't kiddieither. Last year
he had a Christmas list a mile long!

Sipping her coffee, Beth wondered how she couldgain's present
into his home without him seeing it. She had nentibn of leaving it
under the huge Christmas tree which she had seenobrthe
Mexicans carrying into the hall as she had beerirgafor the
hospital. The painting was something she wantegiie him when
they were alone, when she could look at his fackowut being
watched, and enjoy her pleasure in his delight. Aedvould be
delighted, she thought. The little landscape wasasure; filled with
a charm and happiness that seeped through theaewnas.

‘Dollar for your thoughts,' Dean brought her backhe present.



‘Not for sale,’ she retorted. 'Anyway, that's dtationary price!'

‘No price is too high to know someone's thoughtsih drawled. 'But
then I'm curious.'

‘Most, women are,' Dean grinned. 'Aren't you, Beth?
'l try not to be. | think privacy's important foveryone.'
‘Good for you,' he said, standing tip. 'I'll go aw®dtle the check.'

Alone, Lynn gave her a strange smile. 'You reallamthat, don't
you? Personally, the more | loved someone, the Mdravant to
know what they're thinking about. Take Dean, foaraple. He's so
enigmatic it would be fantastic to reht thoughts the whole time!’

‘You're not very trusting,' Beth replied.
'I'm a realist. You should be too. You won't getthiat way.'

Aware of an undercurrent in the conversation, andilling to
continue it, Beth sauntered to the door. But Lyraswlose on her
heels, continuing the subject with obvious enjoymen

‘You'd be much happier if you learned to simuldeth. Going
around full of wide-eyed wonder is fine for a tegeig but for you ...
well, it's pretty silly. After all, didn't Danny'sehaviour teach you
anything?'

'It made me even more full of wide-eyed wonderthBsid in a flat
voice.

"You mean his behaviour today?' Lynn shruggedadteaS hatshould
have turned you into a cynic.'

'Why?"



'‘Because he was playing to the gallery. The heziéor lover ready
to sacrifice his happiness for his loved one.’

That's not true! He wasn't pretending. He meantyewerd.'
‘It won't last. I'll take a bet on it.'

Returning to the waiting-room, Beth could not fdrgdat Lynn had
said; though it did not make her believe that Danoyld change his
mind, it did make her realise how much she distaistnd disliked
the American girl, How strange that Dean, usuatlysensitive to
people, did not feel the same way.

With tortuous slowness the afternoon crept by. &dwenes Dean
received business calls, making her more than aware of his
position and the differences between them.

As the end of the forty-eight hours approachedtehsion increased,
and Dean paced the room, unlighted cigar in hane $teps to the
window, five to the door. A pause to listen if angovas coming and
then the resumption of walking. Palms damp, Bethdd herself to
remain seated, but as the door opened she wag teeheevery nerve
tingling as she recognized the surgeon.

With a smile he looked from one to the other. Bhealk! I'm
delighted to bring you the news.'

He continued with technicalities, but Beth listervaithout hearing,
and not till he had left the room and Dean camea avéer did she
feel reality return.

'l can't believe it,’ she cried. 'So her gamble .’

'‘But what a risk to take.' Even now Dean's tone ragged. 'She was
crazy. And I'll tell her too!



' don't blame her.’

'Indeed?' He looked deep into her eyes, ignoringnLwho was
behind him, watching. 'l suppose that means youdvaave done the
same?'

'I'm not sure.'

'Well, don't." His hands were like steel bands endfoulders. 'l don't
ever want you takingny risk without first consultingne. Do you
understand that?'

Surprised by his vehemence, she nodded, thoughgteatest
satisfaction came from the look of irritation whighe saw on Lynn's
face.

‘There's no point staying here now,"' the girl weagrgy. "They won't
let us see Cindy, and as long as she's fine...'

‘'l tell Danny we're leaving,' Dean said, andpgted as his cousin
entered the room.

Transfigured was the first word that came to Battilsd as she saw
his face. She had seen him look happy many timEsdyeout never
with such soul-deep happiness and contentmenasAtll was right
with Danny's world!

With a cry she ran across and flung herself in drms. 'I'm so
happy for you. So happy!

Awkwardly he patted her head. 'Cindy wants to seeall tomorrow.
They're moving her into a private ward and shd'shaf danger list.'

'‘When's the wedding?' Lynn drawled.



'Cindy insists on being mobile for it." Momentarihe paused, as
though aware of what might have been. 'Hang on#&erkile longer.
Then you can be bridesmaid!

'l wouldn't dream of leaving before the happy everminn looked at
Dean, though she was still talking to Danny. Wkat I've been
waiting for.'

'It's what we've all been waiting for,' Dean ansadetAnd like you, |
couldn't be more delighted.’

'‘Sure you won't change your mind and make it a dowedding?"
Danny asked.

'‘Positive.' Dean slapped his cousin on the shoulldeike it you'll be
spending the night here again, but come to thehranthe morning.
It will be better for youand Cindy if you don't hang around here al
the time. She needs a rest to recover from theienabdtshock.'

'‘Don't we all?' Danny responded dryly, and claspedn's arm in a
gesture of friendship.

Seeing it, Beth felt tears come into her eyeswalé well withher
world too.

It was only later, as she sat beside Dean as trmyedhrough the
desert on their way home, that she gave thoughetmwn future.

Surely now he would tell her of his plans? Behired $he heard the
rustle of Lynn's dress, and bit back a sigh. Ifyahky were alone.

'I'd better go to the hotel,' she murmured. "Thaust be a mass of
things to do.’

Dean's hands tightened visibly on the wheel, buhasgh aware of
Lynn, he merely nodded. 'I'll talk to you later.'



It was dusk when the car stopped outside the dadehrand Beth
clambered out. Lynn followed, but it was only tartsfer herself to
the front seat, where she made herself comfortindegave Dean a
warm smile.

"You'll have to put up with my company instead @fttBs,' she said.
‘Thank heavens I'm my own boss and not a workir§ gi

‘It would do you good to work," he grinned, andchled across her to
look at Beth. 'Any point my driving over later tghit?'

Beth shook her head. 'I'll be too busy to see you.'
‘Then we'll leave it till tomorrow.’

Beth waited till the car was out of sight before slimbed the steps
and entered the lobby. She had only been away ig¥dyibut even in
this short absence the atmosphere had changed etetgpland
instead of being in an obvious dude ranch set e rthddle of
Arizona, she could have been in the heart of anigingountry hotel.
What a difference rows of streamers and sparkliagbkes could
make - especially when it almost completely hid Mar lamps and
wall plates!

'‘How is Cindy?' Mrs. Mays asked behind her, anchBetung round,
her smile making an answer unnecessary. 'Thankngssdor that,’
the older woman continued. "You must be exhausted Wworry.'

‘We all are!
'‘Dean not with you?'
'‘He's gone home.'

"You should have gone with him. I'm sure he wamtecklebrate.’



''ve been away long enough as it is.’

‘Don't be silly, child. If | weren't selfish | wadihave told you to stop
working last week. I'm sure Dean wants you to." Shaled.
‘Everything's running so smoothly | honestly ddhibk you need
stay here. Come back to sleep if you wish, butfies to come and
go whenever you like.'

'l couldn't take advantage of you like that,’ Betbtested.

'‘Nonsense. As you're the future wife of our weaklhicitizen, I'm
merely being diplomatic!

Beth laughed and gave her a hug. 'If you're quite,2hen I'll go over
and see Dean tonight.'

"'l get Miguel to drive you.'

‘That would be wonderful. Then | can give Dean gusse.' Beth
paused. 'As a matter of fact | won't let him kndw toming. | want
to hide his Christmas present in the library.’

'‘Get Miguel to let you into Dean's house throughkhchen garden.
He used to work there, and he knows the way.'

An hour and a half later, after a refreshing shoamd change of
clothes, Beth found herself standing in the luskegrgrass bordering
the pink-washed walls of Dean's home. A few yamdayasoft light
filtered from the wide windows of his library, whilbeyond it
brighter lights shone from the sitting-room, wheremurmur of
voices could be heard. Dean and Lynn must be takigigpre-dinner
drinks there and she would have to tread quiesié did not want to
be discovered. Once she had hidden the picturevehtl return to
the garden and enter the house by the front door.



‘You want me to carry the parcel?' Miguel whispered
'l can manage on my own, thanks.'
‘Then | go to see Conchitadios.'

He edged away and Beth moved closer to the sliingows. They
were closed against the cool night air and withetabreath she
inched them open, thankful that they moved witheuind. In the
library itself she looked around for somewhere ittelthe painting.
First she tried the bookshelves, but they weren@wow; then she
tried behind the settee, but it moved so smoothlyt® castors that
she was afraid it would slide forward if someoneaait and cause
the picture to fall into view. All the while she drel Dean and Lynn
talking, but the door to the sitting-room was haliesed and their
voices were indistinct. Hurriedly she looked rouhd library again.
She had to find a place to hide the picture. Butnefa

The clatter of high heels on the tiled floor neabdsent her in a panic
to hide behind the curtains at the window. Lynmsee about to enter
the room, her voice clearly heard as she pausdbeonther side of
the doorway.

"You should have told Beth the truth as soon askymw Cindy was
going to get well,’ she said. 'If I'd been in yqlace, nothing could
have stopped me.'

'I've a great deal to say to Beth,' Dean repleatj 1 don't need telling
when and where to say it.'

In the act of tiptoeing into the garden, Beth sexghpRealizing she
was eavesdropping, her first reaction had beeroieeraut of earshot,
but the gravity in Dean's voice held her back anthmeless fear
started to permeate her whole body. Dean and Lyere walking



about her in terms she did not understand: shedhfad out what it
meant.

'‘How hoity-toity you are, darling,' Lynn was saying

'‘Considering | was the one who dreamed up the wécheme, you
can't blame me for wanting to know how you're gamgnd it.' There
was amusement in the melodious voice.

‘You've got to admit it was very clever of me. Afédl, | guessed her
type as soon as | set eyes on her.’

'You did?' Dean's voice was without expression, Bath could
almost see his raised eyebrow.

‘You know very well | did. The minutgoucame on the scene, Danny
didn't count with her any more. Of course she dlichalize it herself,
but | was positive. You bowled her oyer, darlinge3ell for you like

a ton of bricks!" Lynn giggled. 'Mind you, | didméckon on you
getting engaged to her. That was carrying the cleasabit too far. |
guess | forgot what a perfectionist you are.’

'l guess you did,' Dean agreed.

Beth did not wait to hear more. With a whimper spen round,
seeking blindly for the exit. The painting fell fmher hand, but she
did not stop to retrieve it. She had to escapen@ia not love her;
had never loved her. It had all been a pretenal,uputo ensure she
left Danny alone.

She was out in the garden now, running wildly altmg path in the
direction of the kitchen wing. Behind her she heBehn call her
name and guessed he had heard the clatter asithiagéell to the
ground.



‘Beth!" he shouted. 'Come back. | want to talkda!y

Ignoring his cry, she raced into the kitchen. Miguenped up as he
saw her, alarmed by her flushed face and pantiegtbr

‘Take me back to the hotel,’ she gasped. ‘At once.'

Outside Dean was still calling her name and shevkne had not
guessed she had headed towards the kitchen. Shgebasit of here
without being seen: must reach the car before tnedder.

'Is there another way out?' she pleaded. 'l danit o talk to... | don't
want to be seen.’

Miguel glanced at the plump cook, who pointed whigr hand.
‘Conchita will take you through the servants' qerarto the far side of
the pool,' he said. 'l fetch the car and meet heuwet'

'If you see Mr. Harding, don't tell him where | afdeth ordered.
You understand?’

'Si, sl You no worry. | say nothing.' He loped away, §mqg the
cloak and dagger secrecy, and Beth followed Coadfitough a
maze of small rooms that led to a part of the gasde had not seen
before. It was dark here, with no lamps in thedyesnd only the
moon to give illumination. It made Beth more consa of the desert
around her and of the strange animal sounds thdt dme clearly
heard in the still, cool air.

The vibrant hum of an engine brought her from behime bush
where she had been crouching, and Conchita's hudkgper

confirmed that it was Miguel, valiantly driving wibut any lights in
order not to attract attention. Running forwardiBarenched open
the door and jumped in, sinking as far down ingbat as she could.



With a roar he sent the car leaping forward, hgatinow blazing as
they swept down the curving drive. Behind her aapset of lights
flashed and she turned and saw Dean leap acr@ssirade and run
towards a large station wagon. He was coming ager

‘Can you go faster?' she begged.

'‘Not in this car. But | take short cut across died$éot good for tyres,
but quicker.’

‘Do it,' she urged, and sat tense and nervouseyskthmped and
swayed their way across scrubland.

They had several minutes' start on Dean, and takiagough way
instead of the road they were completely out ofsigét by the time
he roared down the drive in pursuit of them. Bugrego she would
only have a short while before he finally caughtwith her, and she
clenched her hands in an agony of fear as she weddeow she
would find the courage to face him without breakishgwn. Yet

courage she must find. And the ability to make befieve she had
known he had only been playacting. Yes, she mustinoe him she
had known he had been pretending. Convince himsimattoo had
pretended - partly out of devilment and partly ofud desire to break
off with Danny. Thought of Danny brought a bittenike to her lips.

Would he find the story of Dean's deception amusaomgvould he

think shehad only got what she deserved? Somehevkiséw he

would not think either: would not even care abonyame else's
emotional problems for months to come; his world wWandy and

likely to remain so for a long time. And when heglly came down to
reality, his love for Beth would be a distant meyor

Nervously she peered through the rear window. Blutvas dark

outside and she relaxed. If she could get to tiel laod the safety of
her room, she might be able to avoid Dean entiehe would take
the first plane back to New York in the morning aridb, she said to



herself, she was not going to run away. If she digyould make
nonsense of her determination to show Dean shaatidove him.
And to do that, she would have to brazen out tix¢ feev weeks. But
what an effort it would be.

Perspiration beaded her forehead and with a shdikind she wiped
it away. A two-time loser. The phrase came into hend and
remained there like the refrain from a melody. Daand Dean. Two
men who had let her down. Yet of the two, she contie easily
forgive Danny. As he was the weaker, she could rstaled his
letting her down; but with Dean she had expectednsch more.
Dependability and honesty. How strongly this auaal emanated
from him, and how false it had proved to be!

We safe now,' Miguel advised, and screeched tdtahthe bottom
of the steps.

From the corner of her eye Beth saw a station wagcing along the
driveway, and she scrambled out and ran into thisyioprecipitating
herself almost directly into the arms of a seritagking man in a
grey suit.

'‘Beth!" he said in delight. How good to see yousMviays just told
me I'd have to go over to Harding's place if | veahto talk to you.'

‘Billl What areyoudoing here? Is anything wrong with Lois?'

'She's fine,' he assured her. "You'll see her wdfut@emorrow night.
She's coming down here for a week's holiday." ,,

'She never told me. In her last letter she didréhemention it. Are
you sure she's all right?’

He chuckled. Why should | be the harbinger of bas? As a matter
of fact it's the exact opposite.’ Drawing Beth toeoside, he



continued: 'My wife has left me. She went to Solrtherica a month
ago and isn't coming back. Fell in love with a nséwe met on the
boat.'

"Your wife? But | thought she wasn't the type to—'

'He's rich,’ Bill Saunders said dryly. 'Rich enotgimake her decide
she didn't want me or the children any more.’

Despite her own state of shock Beth could appreeudtat this must
have meant to him. 'I'm sorry for your childrehg said soberly, 'but
at least you and Lois will be happy.'

'So will the boys,' he replied. 'Lois will be marea mother to them
than Margery ever was.' He braced his * shouldetan still hardly
believe it. It's happened so fast. But with Chresntoming up |
couldn't face New York on my "own. Lois wants td geknow the
boys properly, so | suggested we came here forcatim. In that
way we can all be together!

'I'm so pleased for you,' Beth choked, and tearedtl down her
cheeks.

'‘Hey,' Bill teased, 'there's no need to cry abtut i

'I'm sorry,' she gulped, 'but it's just been onéhoke days.' Over his
shoulder she saw Dean enter the lobby and shehelitBill's arm.
‘You've got to help me,' she cried. 'Please, igstmmportant. help
me.'

'Of course. What do you want me to do?'

'‘Go along with anything | say, no matter what it.ishow crazy it
sounds. Just agree with it.'



‘Beth!" Dean was upon her, white-faced and furiddigy did you run
off like that? I've got to talk to you, to expldin.

T hate explanations,' she said, marvelling at twness of her tone,
and clinging to Bill's arm like a drowning persdatching a straw.
'‘Besides, it isn't necessary.'

'Yes, it is." He went to catch hold of her and cwdi the man at her
side.

'I'd like you to meet Bill Saunders,' she said glyic'He was - he
arranged for me to come down here.'

'l remember.' Dean was perfunctory. 'You're a ttiehMrs. Mays.'

‘And of mine,' Beth added. 'But more than a frieRidough we were
afraid to say so until now, weren't we, darlingie Smiled at Bill

widely, the pressure of her hand warning him tec@#eful. With an

effort she turned to Dean. 'That's what | came awvézll you tonight.

But hearing you and Lynn talking made it - madenhecessary for
me to explain.’

'l don't understand you/ Dean made no attempgtddn his manner.
'l want to talk to you alone.’

‘Bill won't like that,' she chided. 'That's whahItrying to tell you.
We're - we're in love. We have been for monthst$hahy | came
down here - to get away from him. It « had nothingatever to do
with Danny.’

‘You're lying!" Dean said.

'‘Ask Bill if you don't believe me." Again she swuraund to look at
Bill, her eyes begging him not to let her down. '@g Bill, tell him
the truth - that you hadn't a hope of getting fezel decided to come



here and make a new life for myself.' Before Bduld answer she
was looking at-Dean. That's why | didn't acceptryoffier of going

back to New York. Because | didn't want to be ie fame city as
Bill. I'd have told you the truth in the beginnimxcept that you
automatically assumed I'd come after Danny, ancg so furious
with you | decided to let you believe it.'

‘Was getting engaged to me part of the act too?'

She shrugged. 'l wanted to make you sorry for thg you'd acted
towards me; and also because | found you very—'calught her
breath. 'Because | found you attractive and - acid, 1of course.
Beyond my wildest dreams.’

‘Don't talk like a fool, darling,' Bill came intbé conversation for the
first time. 'There's no point maligning yourself foothing. Just tell
Harding the truth.' He put his arm on Beth's sheylthe gesture
casual, as though he had done it many times beBwth got engaged
to you because she'd given up beliewmgwould ever be able to
marry. It had nothing to do with your money. Shed$ that type of
girl. She genuinely thought she could make a nésvfor herself.

You can't blame her for trying.'

The words, spoken in Bill's soft voice, were mofteaive than
anything Beth herself could have said, and she aawestige of
warmth die out of Dean's face.

‘Don't be angry with me,' she murmured, forcingskHdrto speak.
‘After all, we were both playing a game.’

The anger left his face and he nodded. 'l guessdh'tdlike
discovering you'd taken me for a ride too! But yeuight,-though.
All that's happened is I've been hoist with my quetard. It's not as
amusing as | had thought.'



‘You're too used to getting your own way,' she &ghly.
‘That's what Lynn always says.'

Mention of Lynn was like salt in the depths of Betlwvounded pride,
but as with all wounds it had to be cauterizedriheo to be healed,
and Beth attempted to do so. Was it really her {dezur pretending
to love me? Or was she only being clever afteetrent?'

'‘No, she thought of it entirely. It seemed to beltlest way out.'

'‘And | fooled you instead.' Beth clutched at Bi#lisn as though her
life depended on it. 'l hope there's no hard feslibean?’

'‘None. You're a good actress. | almost believed'you

‘Let's have a drink to show there's no hard feslirgjll suggested,
and moved ahead of them to the bar.

Misery kept Beth rooted to the spot, but pride éorcher into
conversation. 'l can see now why you never setta @& our
wedding. It could have been tricky for you.'

‘Just as tricky for you.' The grey eyes were amu3éunk how you
would have felt if you'd married me and then fotimat Saunders was
free!’

‘But | wouldn't have married you,' she replied.€fiédhwas a limit to
how far I'd have gone.’

He grinned openly. That's a relief to hear. I'verba bachelor for so
long, | wouldn't fancy giving up my freedom now.'

'I'm sure you'll give it up one day.'

'You never know.'



He shrugged and held out his hand. 'l haven'ttina&cept Saunders'
offer of a drink. Lynn's waiting for me back honv#ould you make
my apologies?’

'Of course.' Bravely she smiled good-bye, keepmglips stretched
until the swing doors hid him from sight. Only theid she move in
search of Bill.

'l suppose you know what you're doing?' he askatti@game abreast
of him. 'I'd hoped that if you were left alone ttdgs. ...'

*No," she sighed, 'we didn't. Would you mind if indctalk about it
now?'

'Of course not. I've a pretty good idea what it athgabout, anyway.'
He handed her a cherry brandy. 'You look althouginryeed this.'

'l do.' She drained the glass at a gulp and handeak to him.
‘Thatwon't help you forget,' he said.

‘Nothing will help me to forget. It might make ie@érable, though.'
'‘Only time will do that."'

‘Then let's drink to the passing of time.' Her edicoke. 'l give you a
toast, Bill. To Rip Van Winkle. The human beingdwd most like to
bel'



CHAPTER ELEVEN

WAITING to greet Lois at the airport the following afteomo Beth
marvelled at the strength she had discovered iselfdo pretend to
be a carefree young woman when inside she felftherieeling. Her
first test had come early that morning when she dacbuntered
Lynn.

'I'm sorry about last night,’ the girl said, natkang in the least sorry.
'I'd no idea you were hiding in the library.’

'l was hiding a present for Dean," Beth correctsat, myself.'

Lynn shrugged. 'Anyway, you overheard. Though agpéyr it
wasn't such a blow to you as | thought. You weag/{alcting too!'

Beth looked at Lynn squarely. "You must have besapgointed |
wasn't hurt?'

'l think you were hurt.' The dark eyes narrowe@d® might believe
your story, but | don't.'

Beth made to walk away, but found her path blocked.
'‘Don't look so worried,' Lynn said. "Your secrefiste safe with me.'
'l don't know what you're talking about.’

‘That you love Dean. That's what I'm talking ab®idt that | blame

you for wanting to protect your pride. In your pdtd have done the
same. But how are you going to keep up the lied®you intend

actually marrying this Mr. Saunders?"

Beth hesitated. If Lynn remained at the dude raskh would
certainly see Lois, and one glimpse of her cousih @ill would put
paid to her own pretence. Yet would Lynn rush tbDean? Beth



doubted it. Despite the despicable trick he hagqulaon her, she had
to admit that his motive had been laudable - th&reeo protect
Cindy. But if he learned that in doing so he hagbsesly hurt Beth,
his conscience would force him to try and make atseAnd this
was something Lynn would not want.

'‘No," she admitted, 'I'm not going to marry BilutB'm going to New
York immediately after Christmas, so there's nonceaof Dean
finding out.'

'So youarein love with him!" Lynn could not keep the pleastmom
her voice. '"You really thought he'd marry you?'

Too tired to prevaricate, Beth nodded, though anaerh of pride
made her say: 'But you'll be too scared to tell, wimn't you?'

'l don't know what you're talking about.’
‘Yes, you do. But if you want to pretend, thatlgight with me.'

‘There's the plane now! Bill's voice brought Be#itk to the present,
and she forced a smile to her face, determinedmapoil Lois's
happiness.

Soon she found herself being hugged and exclaimed examined
as carefully a8 a peach taken from its wrappingwltharvellous you
look,' Lois burbled. "Your hair's like silver. Aiydu're so tanned! No
wonder Dean Harding fell for you. | can't wait teeh him!'

‘Let's talk about you first,' Beth said quicklyné&arly collapsed when
| saw Bill last night. | thought something territflad happened.’

‘Something fabulous,' Lois corrected, and wound drern through
Bill's. 'Where are the boys?'



'l left them by the pool. | thought you and Bethulebhave a lot to
talk about.'

‘We have.' Lois hugged Beth again. "Wkelh | meet Dean? From all
you wrote about him—'

'It's over," Beth said lightly, and launched inter lwell rehearsed
story. On the rebound from loving Danny ... su¢taadsome man ...
so sought after that it had been a feather in &eibdinding her to the
reality that every engagement rightfully ended esrmage.

‘And marriage wasn't for me,' she concluded. 'Asteot with Dean.
He's too demanding ... too overpowering. So if ybave me back at
the flat...'

'l can't believe it,;’ was all Lois could say. 'Yolatters were sa
ecstatic. Are you certain you haven't made a mestak

'‘Let's get to the car before | get a parking ti¢kgill intervened,
divining from Beth's face that she was at the dritko tether.

Happily Lois obeyed, and as Bill skilfully steerdtem through the
hustle of traffic he equally skilfully steered tleenversation into
other channels.

At the dude ranch they were greeted by his childremo
well-behaved boys of nine and ten who obviously radoLois
already, and watching the way they all spoke togreéimd laughed
and interrupted each other, Beth knew she was g8ing the
beginning of a family relationship. It brought wittsuch a deep pang
of sorrow that she could not remain with them, emgdmuring that
she had work to do, she went into the office.



'You look dreadful,’ Mrs. Mays expostulated. 'Andndl bother
looking for a reason. Bill's already told me abbatan - and so has
Lynn!'

'l bet she has.'

'I'd like to give that man a piece of my mind," Mkéays went on. 'l
could have understood it if Danny had acted that, Wwat Dean... it's
incredible.’

'He was protecting Cindy."'

'Rubbish! The girl should have been left alonarid but the truth for
herself. She may be young, but she had more sphamkany of you
gave her credit for.'

Remembering Cindy's courage over the operatiorhy 8@tceded the
point, yet believing she was loved by Danny hadegiwher this
courage. 'Dean did what he thought was best, 'egtied.

‘Best for Cindy perhaps, but not for you. Leadiray yon like that
...He'd better not come here in a hurry!

‘You mustn't say anything to him," urged Beth.dh'd want him to
know the truth.'

'l don't see—'
'Please?Beth begged. 'Pride's all I've got; at least letk®ep it.'

Giving her promise, though not without some demivies. Mays
went on her way, and Beth busied herself with sagg®unts.

‘A call for you," Sam said, interrupting her. 'l'seitched it through
for you.'



With pounding heart she picked up the receivercgation dying as
she heard Cindy's voice.

‘Why haven't you been to see me?' came the queltasked after
you, but everyone kept telling me different stoties

'l thought you should take things easy," Beth daad throat still dry.
‘And you shouldn't be talking on the phone either.'

'I'm fine,' Cindy said. 'Never felt better. It's mallous about me, isn't
it?'

'I'm delighted.' For the first time Beth was aldddel enthusiasm.
‘Well, come along and tell me so properly. I'maddine.’

'Isn't Danny with you?'

'‘Dean collected him an hour ago. | think they'vaeyto Tucson.’

Beth hesitated. These last few hours had made dwize the
impossibility of facing Christmas surrounded bytifes- minded
holidaymakers. She would have to go back to NewrkYn the next
available plane. Yet she could not leave withoytrgpgood-bye to
Cindy; and with Dean and Danny both out of towis thas her only
chance.

'l come and see you now," she promised. 'l wio&'able to make it
over Christmas.'

'l hadn't expected you to. You'll want to be witadD.'

Only then did Beth realize that Cindy knew nothmigwhat had
happened last night. She still thought she was gado Dean.
Obviously he had not wanted her to learn the tyeth



‘Are you still there?' Cindy asked.
'I'm on my way over,' Beth answered, and put ddvenpghone.

Unable to drive she was obliged to commandeer Mjgared not

wishing him to know her plans, she let him depbsitat the hospital
and, as soon as he had driven off in search ointhatable cup of

coffee, she hailed a taxi and drove to the ne&nagt| agency to book
a seat on the next afternoon flight to New York.

'‘Going home for the holiday?' the booking clerkeask

She nodded and put the ticket in her bag. How ahtygsy Mays and
Lois would be when they learned what she was gtondo! But
nothing they said would stop her. If only she had the sense to do
this weeks ago, when she had first realized shemlage with Dean.
Anger gave impetus to her footsteps, and she natedhe hospital
and along the corridor to Cindy's room.

On the threshold she stopped aghast, the smilenkpdner face as
Dean rose from a chair beside the bed. 'You!" sisped. 'Cindy said
you were in Tucson.'

'l changed my plans and Danny went on his own.'

'So Dean came back to cheer me up,’ Cindy beardesh't you
pleased you came over? You never expected to sealld you?'

'‘No.' Beth moved to the bed, careful to keep aaviay from Dean as
possible. "You look fine,' she said, .focusing d&téention on the girl.
'Far too well to get grapes and books.'

"You shouldn't!" Cindy exclaimed, and reached oubok at the titles
Beth had brought for her. 'Maigret and Father Browmy two
favourites. You can both go!' She caught Beth'sltzand pressed it to



her cheek. 'l didn't mean that. I'm so happy teehawu here - both of
you. Isn't the future going to be wonderful for lig? so gladyou're
marrying Dean and not - you know who!'

Scarlet with embarrassment, Beth turned away, sitignto sit
down. Dean had not moved since she had come islenadias aware
of him watching her, his face grave, his eyes dQlgickly she began
to talk, saying anything that came into her head,raot giving Cindy
a chance to include Dean in the conversation. At, lahen she
thought she had stayed long enough, she got up,toygng to talk
herself out of the room. But Cindy was not having i

‘You can't go and leave Dean here. That's ridigllou

'‘But Miguel brought me," Beth explained, 'and | dn&o get back to
the ranch. We've stacks of visitors.'

‘You told me Beth was giving up working," Cindy ased Dean.
'So she is," he agreed amiably, 'but after thelhgd.'

'I must get back,' Beth murmured. 'Take care ofselfi Cindy.'
‘When will you come again?'

'I'm not sure. Some time soon.’

‘Do go with her," Cindy said to Dean. 'l won't hawa stay on here
sulking.'

'‘Who's sulking?' he asked cheerfully.

‘You will if | let Beth go off without you! Take heback yourself.
Miguel can go on his own.' She blew them both a.kiren't | being
tactful?'



‘Extremely,’ Dean said dryly, and gave Beth a wayhook.

Dutifully she waited until he had kissed Cindy gdmg, and
together they left the room. But immediately theideas closed she
stepped away from him and quickened her pace.

'I'd no idea you would be here,' she explained) \wouldn't have
come.’

‘There's no need to apologize.' He walked besidélltedn't want to
tell Cindy about us - not yet. She's fond of yod athought it would
upset her.’

"There's no need to tell her the real truth, isgReBeth asked. 'That
we got engaged to stop Danny from—'

'Of course not,' Dean said swiftly. 'I'd no intentiof - telling her
that! I'll just say we both realized it was moonlightlanagic. Not the
real thing.'

Each word was like a stab wound, but no pain shaw&eth's face,
and the glance she gave him as they entered thealf as bright and
shining as a beacon. 'I'm glad you're not annoyedaa the way |

deceived you.'

'l have no right to be. | was doing the same thidg rested
negligently against the wall. 'When are you plagnam marrying
Saunders?'

'‘As soon as he's free.'
‘No jumping the gun?'

For an instant she did not comprehend. Then shshétland avoided
his eyes, furious to hear him chuckle.



'‘Poor Beth, still old-fashioned enough to turn pink

The lift doors opened and they went towards theaege. 'Is Miguel
really here?' Dean asked.

'Of course.' Eyes wide, she looked at him. 'l didrdke it up so that
you wouldn't have to drive me back. I'm not afr@iidbeing with you.'

'l never thought you would be. Only too annoyed.’

She shrugged with seeming indifference, and awahésovatching

her, walked to the car. She climbed in beside Migarel only as they
moved off did she turn and give Dean a casual wawvaing away

again almost at once.

‘You friends again with Mr. Harding?' Miguel asked.
'Yes,' she replied, and closed her eyes to préughtr conversation.

Not until dinner was over and she was sitting \Bithand Lois in the
lounge did she tell them she was returning to Nerkthe next day.

'You can't stay in the flat on your own! Lois sethed. 'Not on
Christmas.'

'l can't stay here. All these people ... the erogiet and fun... |
couldn't take it.'

Lois glanced at Bill. He had told her as much askhew of the
situation between Beth and Dean, and though shedkerdled to
contain her curiosity until Beth herself felt apte confide in her, she
could not let Beth go off to spend Christmas ondven.

'l won't let you go,' she said flatly. 'I'd wortygt whole time.'

‘Don't be silly. I'm not a child.’



‘Then have the courage to stay here until we dagoddack together.'
'l can't. I've got to get away. You don't underdtamat it's like.'
‘Don't I?' Lois reminded her.

‘At least you didn't feel such a fool. You wereaéiceived.' Beth
clenched her hands. 'Even when you weren't withyBih could still
go on respecting him. You didn't hate yourselfléming him!'

Clutching on to the last vestige of her controg sin out, and only in
the safety of her bedroom did she give way to teEnsy were the
first she had shed since learning the truth aboedn) but they
brought no relief and with an effort she forcedsedfrto wash her
face and commence her packing.

One suitcase was already filled when Lois came seke her.
'So you're definitely going?' she said.
'‘Don't try and stop me,' Beth warned.

'l won't. Bill's just been lambasting me for in@thg."' Lois perched
on the bed. 'If it weren't for the boys we'd comaelbwith you. But
they'd be so disappointed if we left before théydd their holiday.'

'l wouldn't dream of letting you leave,' Beth safhd you needn't
worry about me. | won't do anything silly. | jusant to be alone for a
few days.'

'‘Are you quite sure it's over between you and DeHls? not
something that could be patched up?’

'‘He doesn't love me." How bald the words soundedngy no
indication of his tenderness, his kisses, his pas€inly passion, she
reminded herself. Not love. 'It wass way, of making sure | didn't



encourage Danny,' she went on. 'He knew | wascéttido him and
he took advantage of it.' Beth snapped the secasd shut. 'lt was
lucky Bill arrived when he did. | was at least atdesave my pride.' /

‘Bill told me about it,' Lois said briefly, and ploér arms round Beth.
‘The Harding men have given you a rough time, dgrlThe sooner
you get clear of them, the better.’

Arizona was at its most beautiful when Beth wall&ewbss the tarmac
the following afternoon. Refusing Lois and Bill'ey to take her to
the airport, she had come with Miguel instead, tanded to give him
a final wave before climbing the steps of the stwenged jet. There
were no other people in front of her, only a sngilstewardess beside
the hatch.

'‘Don't tell me I'm the only passenger?’ she joleeshe stepped inside.

'‘Most people arecoming from New York," came the admission.
‘That's why we aren't full.’

This was the understatement of the year, Beth thoag) she entered
the aircraft and sat down, for the interior was ptetely empty.
Stranger still, it did not have the appearanceadramercial airliner,
for the decor was far more elaborate, with largghler chairs and
crocodile seat belts.

Nervously she looked around. The stewardess wasdéter,

mouthing for her to fasten herself in, and hasthg did so, staring
through the window as they taxied across the &irfigll at once the
engines roared, and almost before she was awaite tbey were

airborne.



Only as the sprawling mass of the city fell awaynirsight did she
relax, and undoing her belt, settle back more cotabdy. How weird

it was to be the sole passenger. Almost as thdugliplane was her
own. The thought reminded her of Danny's deparftoen New
York, when he had blithely informed her he was ¢thrg in one of
his own jetsNow she knew how it felt to have an aircraft at'sne
command. She might not be Dean's fiancee any lohgéishe was
certainly feeling like it! Bitterness returned amdth it all joy
vanished. Would every thought lead to Dean? Wagoigg to haunt
her for the rest of her life?

He was. Indeed he was; for even now he was conomgndhe aisle
tall and dark and smiling cruelly as though enjgyan joke at her
expense. She closed her eyes and opened thembagdie was still
there only now he was closer, and taking the gaabsite.

'I'm not a ghost,' he said, divining her thoughts.
'‘What areyoudoing here?'
‘Taking you to New York. | presume that's where y@nt to go?'

‘You know very well it is,' she choked. 'But what¢ a— where am |?
What plane...?'

‘Mine.' He crossed one leg nonchalantly over themntThe least |
could do was see you left Phoenix in style.'

'l suppose Mrs. Mays told you | was leaving?"

‘It was your cousin, as a matter of fact - Loism@st intelligent
young woman. She'll make Saunders an excellent'wife

Beth sat completely still. So Dean knew the tréthher subterfuge
and lies had been for nothing!



'‘Don't blame your cousin for telling me,' Dean ecmned. 'She was
lunching with Saunders when | went over to talkito. It didn't take
me long to learn the truth.' The glint in his eysoke an anger that
surprised her. 'Why did you spin me such a yarrupourself and
Saunders? No, don't answer me. It's perfectly eldgryou did so.’

Then stop taunting me!' she flared. 'Or does iegigu pleasure to
know that ..." Turning away, she fumbled for hendieerchief, but
before she could find it a large white one wasipiat her hand.

'‘Don't cry,' Dean said. 'l don't want you to cry.'
‘Then go away and leave me alone!'

‘A bit difficult, I'm afraid. Unless | bail out!"
‘Now you're making fun of me again!'

'It's either that, or putting you over my knee amalloping you!
When | think of the misery you've caused me inghst twelve hours
| could..." Bending over her, he forced her rounéat® him. 'If only
you'd told me the truth when | followed you backtibe hotel. But
seeing you with Saunders ... and he was just asipla as you!

Listening to him, she knew the impossibility of m@ining her story.
He had far too subtle a mind, and it was useles$iéo to go on
pretending.

'l hadn't intended to fie to you,' she said quieitlyhen | overheard
you and Lynn | -1 - my one aim was never to see again. I'd no
idea Bill was at the hotel. When | got back and kaw..." She flung
out her hands. "You can't blame me for what | did.’

'l blame you very much.' His smile was razor thifou showed a
remarkable lack of judgment in your assessment @f Tine very



least you should have done was to let me spealadtd have saved
you the necessity of lying and saved both of us aflpain. How you
could have thought the whole thing was just anascimy part,...'
Words failed him and he glared at her. 'Say somgtluan't you?'

Wildly she sought for words, but none came. Withhakr heart she
longed to believe she was not imagining what slijiist heard, but
logic warned her to be careful. What had Dean teardake her think
he loved her? This time it would require much nitin implication

to convince her of his feelings.

'I've always been proud of my good name,' Deanspaaking again.
'l never make promises | can't keep and | neverensitements |
don't mean. Having you think that what I'd saigdo was a total lie
was intolerable. Intolerable! And knowing other pkowould think
the same—'

'So you came to make amends,' Beth concluded.y8utneedn't
worry about your reputation. No one knows what lesgal between
us except Bill and Lois and Mrs. Mays.' Clasping In@nds together
to hide their shaking, she continued: 'So you ccdudde saved
yourself the trouble of kidnapping me. As far asirydriends are
concerned, our engagement was a mistake that viedmxtovered
before it was too late. Nothing more than that."'

'‘Nothing more than that,' he echoed, and rubbedhegk with one
lean hand, a gesture so familiar and endearingB&#t closed her
eyes to shut out the sight. 'So you think | got yewe in order to
concoct a satisfactory explanation for ending awagement?'

'Yes,' she said firmly, 'l do. I'm sure you woutdmave had a bad
conscience if you could have gone on thinking iedl lto you the
same way that you did to me. But finding out hds - | was in love
with you made you see how badly you'd acted.’



‘At least you give credit for being able to havieaal conscience,' he
drawled.

Unable to face him, she walked over to the windowtlee far side.
Below lay the desert, flat and smooth and goldering no
indication of its variety. Would distance flattémetintensity of her
love for Dean, blurring the pain and smoothing aweymemory, or
would she always feel the same deep loss and hessi?

'I'm sure you're genuinely sorry for what happengte murmured,
‘and | can see why you did it. So there's no need/du to worry
about me. Once | start work again I'll be fine.tM&n immense effort
she turned to look at him. He was still in his chédnin and austere in
a suit the same pale grey as his eyes. 'l only thish that the idea
hadn't been Lynn's. I've never liked her.'

'‘My becoming engaged to yevasher idea, but not my falling ilove

with you. That happened without anyone telling nté€ came
towards her. 'And until | did fall in love with yolihad no intention
whatever of taking her advice about an engagement.’

Uncomprehending, Beth stared at him, and he cameensestill,

though he did not make a move to touch her. Yoot only

singularly beautiful, but also singularly dumb! Dioyou know what
I'm trying to tell you? What I've already told yauhundred times
before? | love you, Beth. | love you!'

Still she could not accept it. '‘But you - you sgadl didn't. That it was
moonlight and magic....'

'‘Pride isn't only a woman's prerogative!'

Happiness stirred in her, but she was afraid t@atcit, suspicious
lest - like a mirage - it vanished when she trizdjtasp it. 'But you



were willing to let me go out of your life. When vieft Cindy's
yesterday you were so cruel. If you'd loved me. ..

'For heaven's sake!' He went to take her in hisabut she evaded
him.

‘No, Dean. It's no use, | want to believe you, lman't." --\

‘Why should | pretend? You don't think | really eavhat people say
about me?'

'l only said that to hurt you,' she conceded.

‘Then for heaven's sake tell me why | should pcttenbe in love
with you?'

'‘Out of kindness. When you found out Lois was gdmgnarry Bill
and not me...'

‘You do see me as kind,' he said cruelly. 'A veritablet&&iaus!
Honestly, Beth!" Words seemed to fail him and lenézl against the
side of a chair, steadying himself as the planehked in a sudden
pocket of hot air. 'Everything I've ever said taiyoabout the way |
felt for you - has been true. | did fall in lovetiviyou at first sight and
| did fight against it. When Lynn suggested | tndanake you fall in
love with me, | refused. | wanted to help Cindyt there were limits
to how far I'd go. And | can assure you that ggttimyself engaged -
even if only temporarily - to someone | didn't lowas completely
out of the question. I'd also like to add that lde#hat perfectly clear
to Lynn.' His brows lowered in a frown. 'When | knfor certain that
| could never let you go out of my life, | did tloaical thing. | asked
you to marry me. | didn't buy you an engagemeng rom set a
wedding date because | was afraid.’

'Of what?' she asked.



‘That I'd got you on the rebound. That if I let yy}awow how much you
meant to me, I'd scare you away. So | played it.ca® coolly as |

could,” he amended. 'Seeing you wandering roundhause in a
negligee put something of a strain on my will powde paused for a
moment, and when he resumed his words were bauelipla, as

though it pained him to utter them. '‘Once Cindy had operation |
intended to marry you and take you away for a lbageymoon. |

was determined to make you forget Danny complétely.

‘But | told you | didn't love him!"
‘Neither of us were very trusting,’ he said dryly.

Scarlet-faced, she took a step towards him. 'Yoedné say any
more.'

'l must. We've got to bring everything out into tyzen. | see it's the
only way. That night when we left the hospital &ythin came home
with me, | realized she thought I'd got engagegdo because of
what shehad said. It never entered her mind that | rdaled you.
You overheard the beginning of the conversatiohenv was trying
to break it to her gently. Before | could get ardua telling her, you
ran off." He sighed. 'The rest you know.'

Beth was now close beside him, but something stélvented her
from moving into his arms. 'What would have happgeihgou hadn't
seen Lois with Bill? Would you have gone on belgyivhat | had
said and—'

'On the contrary,’ he interrupted. 'l went to tlweh this morning
prepared to do battle for you!" His smile was sakécking. 'That's the
state you'd got me in. A demented lover ready do&p you!'

"You're joking.'



'l was deadly serious." His look bolstered his wgord planned on
taking you into the desert and keeping you thetté Lth made you

see sense. When | couldn't find you in the hotab)lared Saunders. |
was all set to knock him down when Lois came ovel @ld me the
truth. That fool of a man was ready to have hishtémocked out
rather thanadmit he'd backed you up in a lie!’

'‘Poor Bill," Beth could not help laughing: That'eat comes of being
loyal." Unaware of moving, she found herself in @saarms. 'I'm
glad you told me this.'

'‘Does it give you a sense of power to know how nidoke you?'

Tower's the wrong word to use. You've made me dsbbhmed for
ever doubting you. | should have known the sonnah you were.'
Half crying, she tried to explain what she was kmg. 'If | hadn't
been so hurt | would have given you a chance ttagxp. Oh, Dean,
| was such a fool.'

‘We both were. | was just as stupid to believehalte lies/ou said!

Fearfully she stared into his eyes. 'Will it happgain? Will we go
on hurting each other and saying things we doregnf’

There's only one way of making sure we don't. Wl married!
When you're mine completely there won't be roondfmubts. Not for
either of us.'

She rested her head in the curve of his shouldamirg the heavy
thudding of his heart as her nearness stirred tiigdesire. Murmuring
her name, he kissed her eyelids, his lips travgklown across her
cheek until they rested on her mouth. Only then ttil lightness
vanish and the pressure increase until her bodybeasback against
the chair, and his arms alone prevented her frdmda



'‘Dean,' she gasped, 'let me go.’

Slowly he complied, but held on to her hands adréid she would
disappear. 'l want to give you your Christmas preske said.

'‘Not until tomorrow," she protested. 'Or wait titinight, when it's
Christmas Eve.'

'I'l have another present for you by then! I'eeljou to have this one
now.'

He took the envelope from his pocket and gavelieto Puzzled, she
opened it, her cheeks flaming as she saw it waardage licence.

'Dean! When?'

He glanced at his watch, then moved over to thé avel pressed a
buzzer. Seconds later the plane began to descehdaming lights

flashed on. 'In about twenty minutes from now,ré&elied, pushing

her into a seat and fastening her safety belt.ribintaking a chance
onyour running out on me again!'

Overwhelmed, she could only hang on to his harelinfg she was
drowning in a sea of happiness. 'You once promised few hours'
notice,' she reminded him.

‘Do you mind my breaking the promise?"
She shook her head and, suddenly shy, avertedhbaer g

'We can still spend the holiday with your coushe'said. 'l know
you're fond of her and—'

‘Not on our honeymoon!" she retorted, and pullechiead down until
their cheeks were touching. 'l love you, my darlisge whispered. 'l
want to be alone with you.'



‘Then I'll have the pilot stand by and we can taikeagain straight
after we're married.’

'‘Not to New York?' she asked in dismay.

To Mexico." He stroked her hair with a hand thatibled. 'I've a
house on the sea near Acapulco. It has a freemekest with food and
a houseboy to do the work.'

'l can cook too,' she protested, lifting her heatbok at him.

'I've other plans that will keep you busy!" His gyinted. ‘Do you
want me to enumerate them?'

‘Sometimes words aren't necessary.'

'How true,' he said, and gathered her close todast.



