


THE DAZZLE ON THE
SEA
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Joanna didn't like Steve Millar and his overbeaniays one little bit
-- but she loved his horse, Changeling.

And as the only way she could ride Changeling walsdeping more

or less on the right side of Steve, she supposeavshld have to put
up with the situation . . .



CHAPTER ONE

HoRsSE and rider moved through the sun-shot haze of ailye
morning in June, crossing a meadow sprinkled witbiden
buttercups, jumping a low hawthorn hedge which d#d the
meadow from the next and then walking carefullyngl@a narrow
rutted path to a white five-barred gate set ineygtone wall.

Opening the gate, Joanna Frost, who was ridingitied| grey mare
Minette, affectionately known as Minnie, guided ti@se through
the gate and on to the firm sandy beach. Closiagy#ite behind her,
she sat still in the saddle for a few minutes aamkg with pleasure at
the scene before her. Thin wreaths of pearl grest mere rising
slowly from the calm sea, revealing the distant terysus ramparts
of the mountainous island of Arran.

As she breathed in the fresh tangy air and watthedvavelets lap
the yellow sand Joanna marvelled, not for the finsé that week, at
the lucky chance which had brought her to that predstretch of the
Ayrshire coast. It was incredible to realise thaiydast week she had
been struggling to earn her living as a sales tasgisn a large
department store in Reading, enduring the boredbanjob which
did not suit her, fixing her mind resolutely on theek-end when she
could escape into the Berkshire countryside todjag.

And now, thanks to Marjorie Cowan, the one friehe fiad made
when she had been taking a course in horsemagtertskollybridge
Riding School, she was able to ride and to be amith care for horses
all day and every day for the whole summer.

The little mare shifted restlessly and lifting tleens Joanna squeezec
gently with her knees and the small animal, whoapptéd coat
rippled glossily with every move it made startedatalk and then,
urged by its rider, broke willingly into a cantandathen into a full



gallop as it sensed the limitless space of thelbstetching before it,
and felt the resilience of the sand beneath itsshoo

Not thinking, conscious only of the movement of boagse beneath
her and the cool air on her face and hands, Jadidmet see another
horse and rider come through a door set in a Higimeswall which
guarded the grounds of an elegant eighteenth-gehtuuse, which
was set on rising ground overlooking the shorethadea.

The newcomer to the beach bent down and closeddbe behind
him and sat motionless for a few seconds watchivg distant
galloping grey mare and its graceful rider. Thethwai slight shrug of
his shoulders he turned and rode off in the oppasrection.

Exhilarated by her ride, her fair hair ruffled, hedreeks pink from
contact with the fresh air, a faint smile of satctfon curving her
mouth and warming her blue eyes, Joanna allowednthee to
dawdle back the way they had come. By now the hadtdispersed
completely and the island across the water coulselea clearly, its
blue-grey peaks glittering in the sunlight, its plegreen glens
shadowed and mysterious.

One day, thought Joanna, she would take a ferry@oatvisit the
island. One day, when Marjorie was back in the addd when her
services were required no longer. The thought chhwee smile to
vanish and an expression of wistfulness shadowedyes. In an
effort to banish wishful thinking from her mind sloeked away from
the island to the house which she could just segethe grey wall,
acknowledging the symmetry of its classical propog and the
perfection of its selling against the green woodlaghind it. It must
be wonderful to live in a house like that on thgedf the sea. She
must remember to ask Marjorie or Bill who owned it.

Straightening in the saddle, aware that she wagrjushe urged
Minette into a trot and following the grey wall neafbr the white



gate through which she had come to the beach. Teunprise a big
bay horse ridden by a man was standing in frontthef gate
completely barring the way.

The manner in which the strange rider and horsentaiaed their
position across the gate as she approached didtddasna and she
felt surprisingly guilty as if she had been fouradnd) something she
should not have done.

Shrugging off the feeling as being ridiculous, slatinued on her
way and did not rein in until she was as closéé&lday as she dared
to go. She was about to say politely: ‘Good morniPigase may |
pass?' but before she could speak the man askidyg cur

‘Are you from Gilcroft Riding Stables?'

Joanna was a quiet girl. Too quiet and gentle ésrdwn good, her
Aunt Phyl had always said, and although the custioé$iis question
upset her and she experienced an unusual desireply just as
rudely, she was quite incapable of doing so. Logkip at him she
said what she had intended to say originally.

'‘Good morning. Please may | pass?'

His eyes were as grey and as stormy as the semterwl hey were
wide set under well-shaped dark eyebrows. Aunt Rodld have
described his nose as aristocratic and would nbtdoave called the
jut of his chin determined, thought Joanna withimmard giggle,
remembering her aunt's love of describing peoplminute detail.
And there was pride and hauteur in the set oftresght shoulders.

At her quiet response his eyes narrowed dangerously

'‘No, you may not,' he replied bluntly. "You canlgek to Gilcroft by
way of the road.'



She stared at him disbelievingly. If she couldgmback the way she
had come she would have to ride almost two milesgathe beach to
the small seaside resort of Seakirk, and find keer through its maze
of bungalows to the road which wound into the coysitle.

'You must be joking,' she said hopefully, althoygtiging by the
stem set of his mouth he was very far from beingndmous. 'What
right have you to prevent me from going back thg Wweame?’

A frown of exasperation pulled his eyebrows togetired his grey
eyes grew stormier than ever. Joanna guesseddheadinot used to
having his right to do anything questioned andcgleked a little.

‘The right of ownership,' he said in frost-bittemés. "To reach this
beach you've had to cross my fields. Mrs Cowan lentivat on no
account is she or anyone riding her horses todssspn my land.’

'Oh, | see. I'm sorry. | didn't know, Marjorie didriell me,
apologised Joanna sincerely. And then to her sephe urge to
prick his arrogance got the better of her and siéepted quietly,
'Isn't it rather selfish of you to want to keepstpiart of the beach to
yourself?'

His eyes narrowed unpleasantly again and she wishedad kept
quiet.

'‘Possibly it is,' he agreed coolly. 'But | prefehiave it to myself.'

''ve always thought that the foreshore was Crovaperty and open
to the public,' she argued.

‘You're right again,' he agreed with a slight magkinclination of his
head. 'Below the water line it is. However, thedlaujacent to the
shore and above the water line as far as the owststd Seakirk
belongs to me, and | prefer not to have anyoneicpdarly groups of
giggling girls on horses they're incapable of coliitrg, traipsing



across fields in which grain is growing or in whidduable horses or
other livestock are grazing: | think you will agrewy attitude is not
unreasonable. Anyone who wishes to ride on thehoeaio picnic on
it is welcome to do so provided they approach itH®ypublic road.'

She could see the point he was making very cleartiwas inclined
to agree with it, but his reference to gigglinglgion horseback
flicked at a sensitive spot and she said defensivel

'l was very careful to keep to the paths at thessaf the fields and |
closed all the gates.’

For a moment she thought he was going to smile sdred found
herself holding her breath quite ridiculously ag staited for the
transformation. But although the storminess fadeohfhis eyes and
the stern lines around his mouth relaxed, the sdnilenot appear.

''ve no doubt you did. And I've no doubt eitheattilou had your
horse under complete control,' he observed. 'Eattdbesn’t mean |
shall break my own rule and allow you to returnoasrthe fields.'

Joanna glanced at the wall which was lower hene ithaas in front
of the house and the wild idea of jumping Minettenits four feet
flashed through her mind.

'l wouldn't try if | were you,' said the man, amisttime she was sure
that he was amused and she glanced at him quidklyas watching

her steadily, almost curiously, sizing her up asshfe was a

two-year-old filly.

Minette started to shift around in her usual restiéashion and
Joanna, rather mortified by the man's reading ofhied, gave in. It

would be a waste of breath to persist in arguirty Wwim and she was
feeling very hungry.



‘Very well, I'll go back by the road," she subndtt@ith as much
dignity as she could. 'Perhaps you would be goaadigim when you
return to your house to phone Mrs Cowan for metatdher why I'll
be late for breakfast. She might worry when | damh up by eight
o'clock.’

Once again she thought he was going to smile,dgtkbmed to have
the same iron control over himself as he had oxsendrse which was
waiting patiently in the same position as when lsae approached
him.

‘That won't be possible, because | intend to ridle you as far as the
village.'

'‘Oh!’

She could say nothing else. Apparently he did nstther. He was
going to make sure she did not cut across hisdiéldther along.
Unusual anger shookJoanna. Being a person who slkept her
word she was not accustomed to not being trustedn her anger
faded as quickly as it had flared. How would thesmknow what she
was like? After all, he was only reciprocating. Ki&d been angry
when she had questioned his right to stop her fidmg over his
land, something she would never have done if sliekim@wn he
owned it.

Without another word she turned the mare and statetowards
Seakirk. The creak of the leather saddle warnedthsdrthe other
horse had moved after her and gradually it caughand walked
beside Minette.

Before them the curve of yellow sand sparkled dmehiered in the
sunlight, and on their right a dazzle of lightgied on the sea. In the
distance the village of Seakirk crouched undegttardian hill, its
back to the sun. To Joanna's left a row of raggeuldvent Scots



pines peered over the grey wall and beyond thencshiel see sleek
brown and white cattle scattered over the greddsfie

The two horses moved together rhythmically in akjtiot, although
occasionally Minette revealed a tendency to shdvbytossing her
head and cavorting sideways as if she would hasfeped to travel
faster.

'‘Are you staying with the Cowans?' asked the manaiy.

'Yes,' she replied briefly. There was really nasoeawhy she should
tell him anything.

'l guessed that you weren't one of Marjorie's ragutlers. You ride
too well to be one of them,' he observed.

She could not help being pleased by his commerhteomiding, but
she was quick to notice the disparaging note invhise when he
referred to Marjorie's pupils who were now her [mipi

‘They do their best,' she defended. 'After ally'tleeonly learning.’

‘They all look remarkably like sacks of potatoesnmrg riding hats.
Her horses aren't much better,' he mocked.

Joanna could not remember having been roused & angasily and
so often before, but then she had never been ircahgany of
anyone who stated his opinions as forthrightly asdsuccinctly as
this man. She wished she had had more experiendeailmg with

arrogant people. She had to admit she knew moret ddooses than
about people. So she said nothing and stared ahepohg that by
ignoring him she would put a stop to his comments.

'I'm glad you haven't attempted to defend thenhrt he said in the
same derisive manner. 'Which part of England docgrue from?'



She told him, and to her surprise he commented idly
‘Good riding country. I've often been down there.'

The horses had slowed to a walk, and Joanna glantedays at the
man riding beside her. If she rode well he rodeebets if he had

been riding all his life. She supposed he must ealthy because he
owned all the land and he probably lived in theubéa house she

had seen, and he had that faintly insolent manihen® accustomed
to wealth.

Yet there was no sign of wealth in the clothes ke wearing. Faded
blue jeans and a rather dilapidated turtle-necksdater, which

appeared to be hand-knitted in thick cream-colowved|, were not

the sort of clothes she expected a wealthy landotmeear when

out riding.

His hands holding the reins were good—strong andcoiar yet
sensitive. In profile his nose was just as straggitt as aristocratic as
she had thought it to be and his hair, which waark reddish-brown,
was well brushed and gleamed like old polished mgahg. Joanna
did not normally stare at men. In fact she had nbeen sufficiently.
interested in a man other than her father to wanstdre. But the man
at her side had roused her anger twice within &alhour, and she
was alone with him on a beautiful morning in Jumeaodeserted
beach beside the sunlit sea. The circumstances seenausual and
unexpected that it was no wonder she was behawdly.o

Minette stumbled and Joanna became aware thatah&dt been
looking where she was going. She steadied the patng her neck
and talking to her, and noticed that they were aagning a jumble of
red sandstone rocks, a small jagged reef whiclhchgd across the
sand out into the water.



They crossed the rocks carefully to the next cofveand. They were
now close enough to Seakirk for her to see a goeplé-decker bus
trundling slowly up the incline of the nearest road

‘Are you staying long at Gilcroft?' Again the questwas casual as if
he did not much care whether she answered or not.

‘All summer, maybe longer.’
She sensed rather than saw his surprise.

'‘Don't tell me that the Cowans are making enoudtobtheir riding
school to employ someone who knows what she's dmraghorse to
teach riding?'

The disparaging note was back, but this time Joaefused to be
angered and she answered in her usual quiet way.

‘Marjorie and | were at Follybridge Riding Schoogyéther and she
took the examination for her Preliminary InstrutddCertificate of

the British Horse Society when | did. She askedar@me and help
out at Gilcroft because she's expecting her fiadtybin August and
the doctor says she mustn't ride. She and Billcatanting on the

income from the summer season to finish buildingnaloor ring so

that she can continue to teach riding during theev'

She -could tell by the lift of his eyebrows thatias surprised by the
information she had just given him. But the -susprdid not last long
and was soon obliterated by a slightly cynical egpion.

‘Bill would do better to attend to his farming ayal would do better
to return to Berkshire than to stay here and workybur keep,' he
said caustically. 'Gilcroft Riding School is so rhygie in the sky. It
will never make much profit and Marjorie and BililMbe lucky if
they can get themselves out of debt.’



She wanted to blurt but what did it matter abouofipas long as you
were doing something you liked; what did it matout working
only for your keep when all you wanted to do waskweith horses
and children and this was your chance to dowal all very well for
him. He had land and property and was riding thestnfbeautiful
horse she had ever seen. He probably had everytiahugling a wife
and young children.

But she didn't. She kept her feelings to hersealftlihg them up as
usual, thinking that she had said too much alreamdl/that she must
not tell him any more.

By way of showing that she had nothing more to shg urged
Minette to a canter. The bay followed and for tegtriew minutes all
that mattered was the pleasure of riding on a jom®rning.

With its longer strides the bay soon passed MingWeen it reached
the place marked by two wooden stumps where theréad ended at
the beach, its rider reined in and waited, watclinmegapproach of the
fussy grey mare and its slim rider whose cheekewauched by a
delicate rose colour and whose blue eyes sparkidddelight.

The hard lines of the man's face softened sligiglyoanna reined in
and he almost smiled as he said quietly, almo§tdiitly,

'l could mount you on a much more interesting harseore suited to
your capabilities than that old bag of bones.’

She was confused by his strange offer and wastlglighocked off
balance by his change of manner. Blinking at hira sauld only
defend Minette.

‘Minnie may be old and unattractive, but she goel @nough.'

‘Yes ... sideways mostly,' he jibed.



'‘You're very unkind and unpleasant,' admonishedrimgently. She
could not bear it when anyone slandered a horse.

His face hardened immediately. She had an unea$indehat for a
moment when he had offered to provide her with lagohorse he
had stepped out of the usual line of conduct whielollowed, and
she had repulsed him so that he had withdrawn tyliskarply like

someone who has touched something red- hot, archthestepped
back into line again. Regret was a pain which niedenerves quiver.

'l ... | thank you for the offer,' she said awkwgrdout | don't think |
should...'

He had half-turned away from her and was lookinghegroad which
was bordered on one side by neat white red-roafeddows and on
the other side by one of his fields. When she aesit he glanced
back at her and said tersely,

'Forget | made it." He waved a hand in the direcobthe road and
added coldly, 'If you follow this road to the toptbe hill you'll find
that it joins the main road to Glasgow and thatiradl take you to
another road which goes to Gilcroft and Lanry.'

With this instruction he turned his horse and rbdek the way they
had come, urging the bay to a full gallop as idgla get away from
her.

Joanna slipped off Minette's back and bent to emamoine of the
mare's forelegs. She hadn't handled the situatemy well, she
thought ruefully, but it had been difficult to knavwhat to do. She just
wasn't the sort of girl who accepted offers of berfrom men she
didn't know.

Her feeling fingers found a slight swelling on th@se's leg and she
felt the animal wince. A strained tendon.. Had appened when
Minette had stumbled ... or was it an old injury@atéver the cause it



meant that she would have to walk all the way bexclGilcroft
leading a limping Minette.

Trying to ignore the pangs of hunger, she setloffi@the road. All

the way up the hill she puzzled about the man sltkrhet and his
obvious knowledge of Bill and Marjorie and his forght criticisms

of their stables and their horses. That he kneweatgdeal about
riding and horse-flesh had been very apparent®dwy he rode and
by the quality of his horse and its condition, uthe riding school
world which Joanna knew anyone who rode or whotdeth horses

was usually tolerant towards other people who rade who had
dealings with horses, so she was at a loss to atéouthe man's
open antipathy to Gilcroft Riding School and itsn@ans.

She patted the mare, who was already beginningirép &nd
murmured,

'He called you an old bag of bones, Minnie, and engali walk all
this way. He was horrid and cruel. He didn't havetinish us so
hard. He could have given us a warning and letetisrm over his
fields. We wouldn't have trespassed again, would we

The little mare snorted and twitched her ears iswam as if she
wholly agreed with Joanna just as they topped ihe/here the road
joined another wider road which came out from tkate of the
village. Several children were skipping or walkiog straggling
along the road now on their way to school. On geklmnie with her
rider some of them came over to pat the horse amalk to Joanna
who took the opportunity to stop and rest.

When she moved on past the old stone school bélimdn railings
she noticed that Minnie's limp was worse, and agsbtalled the man
on the beach saying that Bill and Marjorie werel@it she began to
worry in case the horse was badly damaged.



From the school the road inclined steeply and veaddyed by high
grassy banks. At the bottom of the hill it turnddhply left and
passed through the old part of the village where storeyed cottages
huddled together and the remains of a fortified ondrouse stood on
a hillock among clustering elms in which black csosguawked.

About two hundred yards from the last house thd ahaided again
at a triangle of grass. The main part curved raonsiveep over the
moors to the town of Duncraig and then to Glasgdhe other
narrower part continued straight, parallel to tremast, and the
signpost said that it went to Lanry.

Joanna followed the narrower road, recognisingitiveas the one on
which Gilcroft Farm was situated. On one side oids a familiar
grey stone wall over which she could see well-cated fields
stretching down to the dazzling sea. Soon she tartiee gate in the
wall through which she had started her early m@gmde across
those fields and opposite the gate was the enttartbe narrow farm
road leading to Gilcroft.

As she walked slowly up the farm road she admimckanore the
old farmhouse, built of stone with mul- lioned wavds, which
Marjorie's father had bought his daughter as a wedoresent so that
she could start a riding school. It would be a gitfarjorie and Bill
were to lose the farm and the stables through kemhgement. She
hoped that the man on the beach had been exaggendien he had
hinted that the young couple would be lucky if treser made a
profit and got out of debt. But on deeper consiti@ensshe decided he
was not the sort of person who would exaggerateh®wrontrary he
had struck her as being very businesslike in a ardof way.

When she walked into the farmyard a young man vigght curly
brown hair came out of one of the barns. He was@dfium height
and had wide thick shoulders. He was dressed m ddumnim trousers



and a shirt of the same material. When he saw Jdoaisrface lost its
worried expression and he smiled with relief.

'‘Och, | told Marj she was worrying unduly and tiati'd turn up,' he
said. He spoke with a burring singsong accent whicanna was
learning was typical of Ayrshire speech. 'What reaggal to Minnie?
Is it that tendon again?'

He squatted down and rubbed a hand over Minniesdefg.

‘That's it. She strained it last summer and | sapploere’'s a weaknes:
there.'

'Sorry, Bill. The blame is mine ... she trippedt But hadn't been for
that horrid man.

‘Which horrid man?' demanded a woman's voice. 'Qahl, thought
you'd had an accident. | was just thinking of agkill to go and
look for you.'

Marjorie Cowan was a small dark-haired girl whosenéd-up nose
was liberally sprinkled with freckles. Normally shdressed in
breeches and shirt and Joanna had only ever seamdeéress once
... at her wedding. Now she was wearing a cottafit &hcover the

bulge below her waist.

'I met him on the beach,' Joanna explained. 'Hdamtuet me come
back across the fields because he said to do stwveoeak his rule
not to let anyone traipse over them. So | had toecback by the road
which did Minnie's damaged tendon no good at ad. whs very
autocratic.'

‘That would be Steve Millar, I'm thinking," saidllBrvith a sidelong
glance at Marjorie. 'Didn't you warn Jo not to goass his land?'



'Oh, help, I forgot,’ replied Marjorie, hand to meouth. Tou must be
starving, Jo ... and poor Minnie, she looks vergarable. Will we
have to get the vet again, Bill?'

There was a touch of anxiety in the question, anithe light of her
new knowledge about affairs at Gilcroft, Joe gueédhlat the anxiety
was about the expense involved in having to cathewvet.

"'l get Archie to have a look at it,’ said Bilbsthingly. Archie was
the elderly man who helped in the stables and we®awnsidered by
the Cowans to know all there was to know abouhttrses. "You go
and have your breakfast, Jo. I'll unsaddle Minnie.'

He led the mare off to the stables and JoannaWellicher friend into
the big kitchen of the old farmhouse. She washedhads at the
sink, enjoying the smell of cooking bacon. Marjaiened from the
cooker and said,

‘There's plenty of tea in the pot. | wish | coubduse it with you, but it
still disagrees with me. I'll be glad when the lumporn and my
appetite goes back to normal. So you had a runitim verd Muck,
did you?'

‘You mean the man on the beach? Why do you callthat?' asked
Joanna as she poured tea into a cup, added millswagat and sat
down at the big table.

'‘Because Steve has always behaved as if he's Ibrdll ohe
surveys—which he is now, of course, and has beereifghteen
months.’

'‘But who is he?' persisted Joanna. 'And why shbeldehave like
that?'

Marjorie put a plate full of food in front of Joamand sat down. Then
having thoroughly settled herself in a chair witar Heet up on



another she launched on her favourite pastime, whias talking
about other people.

‘Do you remember me telling you that the localddiereabouts was
Sir Henry Millar and that he owned lots of landdhmots of money,
was an important agriculturist and that he ownetllaed horses and
that he was a distant cousin several times remof/ety mother?'

She paused for breath and Joanna nodded rathexlyaBuring their
summer at Follybridge Riding School, the garrulddarjorie had
told her many stories about her family and abastghrt of Ayrshire,
but Joanna couldn't remember all of them.

'Sir Henry was knighted for his contribution to tigth agriculture. |

forget exactly what he did ... something to do vp#digree cattle.'
Her breath back, Marjorie was rattling on agaire {Masn't made a
baronet, just an ordinary knighthood for servicesdered sort of
thing, so it wasn't hereditary. Well, he died tH&i€tmas before last
and his son Steve, the man you met on the bedudrjited the land,
the house, the cattle and the horses ... but httteaoney.'

Marjorie leaned back in her chair and paused famétic effect, and
as usual Joanna fell for it.

'‘Oh, why not?' she asked, really interested by aod sensing a
family drama.

‘That, dear Jo, is a long story of which | inteadjive you only the
bare but very interesting bones ... later,' rephé&atjorie. 'Och, it's
warm this morning ... and my legs are aching. ife) how did Steve
look?'

'‘Look?' Joanna was startled and puzzled 'l ... dan't know,' she
stuttered, and stopped as she tried to remembetthwan on the
beach looked and found she could visualise him gkgrly. Stormy
grey eyes in a lean weather-beaten face; a lithepaot physique,



strong sinewy hands controlling the big bay hoif$e memory was
so clear that she felt herself blushing quite stiypiand in order to
cover her confusion she said, sharply for her,

'l couldn't tell you how he looked, | was so angry.

‘You! Angry?' Marjorie's eyes were too quick andiced too much.
'‘Well, well, he must have been on his worst behavibdon't think
I've ever seen you upset or angry. What did hésaynoy you?'

Glad to confide the morning's events, Joanna teld ihquisitive
friend all that had happened on the beach, leasngnly the strange
offer the arrogant Mr Millar had made to mount biera better horse.

When she had finished Marjorie looked rather ctatri

'l should have warned you not to try to get dowrhi® beach that
way. | know it's tempting. | suppose it's just adlw was Steve who
caught you and not someone else from the Lanryeestayou might
have been prosecuted. It's not the first time somdoom these
stables has trespassed, you see, SO we can't sénawea't been
warned.’

‘But if, as you say, you're distantly related tmhvhy shouldn't he let
you ride across his land?' protested Joanna, amgiiédaughed and
rolled her eyes comically.

‘The emphasis is on the word distant, Jo dear. iSand that Sir
Henry never spoke to my mother and | doubt verymtice knew of
my existence. | met Steve several times when Iygasger, at horse
shows, but | expect he's forgotten me by now. Arnyiltze rule about
trespassing is quite right really because theecatid the horses are
valuable. But I'm sorry you've been upset by Stewt hope it won't
put you off staying with us.'



'Of course it won't. But you're wrong about Mr Mil having
forgotten you. He knows you and Bill own the ridistgbles. He was
very rude about them and about Minnie...'

‘Yes, | can imagine,' said Marjorie dryly. 'l expé&e thinks we're
wasting our time ... as a lot of other people dst because Bill and
| don't come from farming stock and because théyktla riding
school is unnecessary here.'

'‘Why should anyone think that?'

'‘We're a little off the beaten track here and thare other well
established riding schools nearer to the centrgepiilation such as
Ayr or Kilmarnock. What no one seems to understarbdat Bill and

| hope to offer riding to young people and schdoldren who can't
afford to go to those places where you have to lavéhe right
clothing before you can even get into the pla¢etiie we haven't as
many bookings for lessons as we would like ...\litih you here to
help us this summer everything is going to be fineill have to be,'
she added with a defiant lift of her chin.

‘It will be," said Joanna, encouragingly, and sbeed silently that
she would work her hardest to make the riding skhsoaccess just to
show the unpleasant Mr Millar that he was not alsvaght.

"'l always be grateful to you, Marj, for thinkingf me when you
needed help. | was -slowly going mad in that deparit store.’

'l was so surprised when | got your letter sayingt tyou weren't
teaching riding. What happened? Wasn't it posddrigou to get a
position in a riding school at all? You're so godal, with children, as
well as with horses. You were the best of our tdtalybridge.’

'l worked at a school for over a year after my éatlas killed, which
was just after passing the B.H.S. exam. It wassb&od and wife,
business like yours. Unfortunately the man wasgetyour Bill, and



he was always trying to get me to meet him on hedsyway, in the
end his wife had the idea that | was trying toeatther husband away
from her, which was stupid because I'd never ndtlden as a man,
only as a rider and employer. He wasn't very gdaather as well as
not being a very good husband. But she wouldr&riso me, and
fired me, and wouldn't give me a reference. You icaagine that
after that it wasn't easy to find another job. Inwe& live with my
father's sister, my Aunt Phyl, but | couldn't speran her, so | took
the job in the department store to tide me ovdrelped out at the
nearest stables at the weekend.'

'‘Poor Jo,' sympathised Marjorie. 'You haven't hagrgy good time
since your father died and your mother marriedragdow if all that
had happened to me I'd be as bitter as a lemdd bave a bump on
my shoulder as big as a tree. But not you. Yowrgentle and as
cheerful as you ever were.'

Jo smiled, 'Oh, I've had my down moments, but AIm¢l has been
wonderful. Whenever ['ve felt low she's always campewith some
salty comment which has put everything in its rightspective again.
And now | feel with this opportunity to help you and to do some
real teaching of riding at the same time ... thaklis with me for a
change.'

'l sincerely hope so.' Marjorie glanced thoughgfall her friend. "You
know you and Steve have quite a lot in common.'

Joanna was worried. What could she possibly hawemmmon with
the hard-bitten rider she had met that morningvaina had jeered so
cruelly at her horse and at her friend?

'l hope that riding horses is the only thing weéavcommon,' she
replied. 'He was most unpleasant. He made fun ahidi'



'‘Och, | don't mean you're alike in disposition. émeyou've had a
similar experience. His mother was killed in amglaccident, as your
father was. She was Martha Hemmings before shaad&sir Henry

and was a champion show-jumper in England. Steweonly about

ten when the accident happened. He used to bedkegmow jumping

at one time, and that's how | met him. But he hasmie any for about
Six years ... not since his father married agauddenly out of the

blue sixteen years after Steve's mother was k#iedHenry married

Consuelo.'

'What an exotic name. Who was she?'

‘A woman Sir Henry met when he went on a holidath®Argentine
for the good of his health. He went to visit afidevho owned a big
hacienda out there. Steve went with him, but retdrafter three
weeks to look after the estate here. Six weeks &iteHenry came
back married to this woman, who is half English ahdlf
Argentinian. Her name is really Kate, but she likegplay up the
Argentinian blood and prefers to be called Consuelo

Remembering how badly she had felt when her mdtadrmarried
again, Joanna wondered how the strong-willed Stexkereacted to
his stepmother.

'What's she like?"

‘Same age as Steve. Curvaceous, creamy-skinn&dhalareyes like
purple pansies and one of those deep seductivesiodmyone with
an ounce of sense could tell she'd caught Sir Hahey vulnerable
time in his life and had married him for his money.

'And what did Steve do?'

'On the surface he seemed to accept her as hmatiegr. Everything
seemed fine. Consuelo was a good housekeeper arellesx
hostess. Sir Henry's health improved. Steve tookerand more of



the administration of the estate into his handsitey Sir Henry to go
gallivanting to the races with his young and bdauwife. Then he
had another and very severe heart attack and coutdwel, and
Consuelo accompanied Steve to the races. In nortimeurs were
flying about them. One day Sir Henry blew his topd accused Steve
of trying to steal his wife. Steve left Lanry Houseand guess what?
Consuelo followed him.'

'So there was truth in the rumours after all/ muweduJoanna,
-feeling slightly disappointed. Even though she libsliked the
autocratic manner of the man there had been notddogt him to
suggest that he was the sort who ran after womemtized women
away from their husbands.

'l suppose so ... although | hate to think thav&teould be like that.
However, Consuelo couldn't stay the course with. I8he was back
within three weeks. | expect she began to thinkuabdwe money. All

was quiet for a while, although the horse breedinginess suffered
from Steve's absence because Sir Henry was urabdée such an
active interest in it. Then he was ill again. Steaene back and all
was forgiven. Sir Henry died over a year laterv8t@herited all the
property, but after the death duties had been @dsuelo received
the bulk of his private fortune.'

'‘Does Consuelo live at Lanry House now?'

'No. She went back to the Argentine for a yearntheturned and
bought a house in Lanry a few months ago. Sinaaherited, Steve
has had to economise in various ways by sellind md by letting
the house. This year an American diplomat has deihtes a holiday
home to use when he can get away from London. Stagebeen
concentrating on breeding horses, which were alvgydirst love,

and he's had quite a lot of success on the turéeent years. But
Mother says she thinks he'll marry Consuelo.’



‘Marry his stepmother?' exclaimed Joanna.

'‘Why not? They're not blood relations, and it wobklone way of
ensuring that the Millar fortune returned to thdldtifamily.'

‘But how cold-blooded and calculating!" objectednlta.

‘That's my own reaction, and the Steve | knew wéka'that. He was
always helpful at the horse shows, but of courseekperiences with
Consuelo might have hardened him. That's why | dske& how he
looked.'

'He looked ----' began Joanna, then hesitatethforight words. 'He
looked as tough as leather. | should imagine itldibe very hard for
anyone to penetrate to his heart, if he has one.'

Marjorie tipped her head to one side and studi@thida's expressive
face.

'He's certainly made an impression on you this imgtra bad one.
He has a heart, all right, or at least he usedate hI'm willing to
believe it's still there, in the right place, iflpisomeone with enough
perserverance and love can be bothered to findfdre he marries
Consuelo for the money.'

Joanna had to admit that she could see what Matjad meant when
she had said she had something in common with 3félar. They
had both known what it was to lose a beloved pasedtthey both
had known what it was to see the other parent, |ggwall loved,
marry someone else who had brought trouble to aiqursly
harmonious relationship.

But she really had very little time to ponder tremplications of
Steve Millar's life because caring for the horsed taking riding
lessons every evening for people who wanted tothusdong June
twilights to improve their riding took up all hente.



The first week-end she was at Gilcroft was parédylbusy and she
was glad of the assistance of Wendy Hillen, afginin the town of
Lanry who was a good rider and who wanted to matieag her
career when she left school.

When the week-end was over, however, and she itespéte horses
on Monday morning she realised ruefully that SteMdlar's
criticisms of them were right. If Bill and Marjori@ere hoping to
build up a regular good clientele they would hawvéuy some more
horses of better quality; horses which would bebé and not likely
to break down with some sort of injury as soonleeythad been
subjected to hard work. For while Joanna lovetiaises and ponies
irrespective of whether they were lazy, or tempenatal or just
weak, she found it frustrating not to be able taunta child who had
come for a lesson because a horse was sick orste wnaother child's
time because a pony would not budge for a whokrradon.

She also felt that some older patrons might baa#d to the riding
school if there were some big hacks suitable &kiding, and she was
already planning to hold weekly camps for childdeming the school
holidays. These camps would involve groups of youspple
living-in at the farm and learning to muck out tsiables and to
groom the horses and feed them as well as”to hiel@.t She knew
there were enough rooms in the old house to makplae possible
and it would not take Bill long to make some buekl® with the help
of Archie.

She put her ideas to the Cowans one evening. Adtndley were
both enthusiastic about the camp idea, they cooldsee how they
could afford any more horses at the present tinneirTcredit was
already extended to the limit and they wanted tearcloff all

outstanding debts before buying any more stocknrdmaould see
their point, and knowing that Marjorie possessed fbk share of

stubborn Scottish pride, she did not attempt tesyesmte them to
accept a loan from her small amount of savings.



But she tussled with the problem every day, rackieigbrains, trying
to think of a way she could acquire at least oferohorse without
offending her friend's pride.

Every morning wet or fine she rode alone, but sas gonfined to the
Cowans' fields or to the road. Often she would laokoss the grey
walls which marked the limit of the Lanry Housea@stand watched
young horses moving together, long-legged anditefingraceful. If
only there was some communication, between Marjand her
distant horse-owning cousin. Surely not all hissksrwere suitable
for racing. There must be some which did not pasHes necessary
speed and stamina, and which would be quiet enfarghcking.

But then she supposed since he was in breedirgggoofit he would

want good prices for them. Still, wasn't it possibiiat the Cowans
might listen to his advice and criticisms? But hosuld she bring

them together?

So Joanna argued with herself throughout the ddyshwiollowed,
fairly quiet days because the school holidays daitistart until the
end of June and so there were not many childrertimgamiding
lessons.

One morning after finishing her chores in the stabthe was
surprised to see a large estate car of foreign nsakeg into the
farmyard. A tall woman with blonde hair got outibfollowed by a

girl of about ten who also had blonde hair whictswiiad back in a
pony tail. The woman was wearing white pants toppgdan

immaculate white turtle-necked sweater and the wat wearing
beige jodhpurs, a white sweater and a black ritiatg

'Hi," said the woman, and smiled widely, revealgparkling white
teeth. 'Are you the owner of the stables?’



Her accent was unmistakably American and on clasgvection
Joanna realised her snowy-white well- fitting ckxiwere too.

'‘No, but | teach riding here. Can | help you?'

‘Yeah, | guess you can. I'm Jackie Carson, andighisy daughter
Karen. And your name is...?"'

Joanna told her.
'I'm pleased to meet you, Joanna. Karen, ray bellmanna.'

'Hi,' said the girl gruffly, and her cornflower-ldeyes glowered up at
Joanna from under dark eyebrows.

'Hello, Karen,' said Joanna with a smile. 'Have gome% learn how
to ride?'

'l know," asserted the girl.

'‘She's had some lessons, at a riding school in Blegland, and I'd
like her to continue with them while we're thereouldn't believe my
good luck when Steve ... Mr Millar from Lanry Hous&d a relative
of his owned a school here. I'd like her to havesson right now if
that's possible, and to come every day.'

Mentally Joanna went over the ponies wondering wioice would
be most suitable for the ferocious- looking Katdémould have to be
the best the stables owned if the right impresgias to be made on
this obviously wealthy client and if the stablesrevéo live up to
Steve Millar's recommendation. Whatever had cabhsado send his
tenant to patronise a riding school of which heaplsoved? He had
not struck her as being the sort of person wholgetilin chivalrous
impulses.



'Yes, of course that's possible,' she repliedll'8lego and saddle up
now, Karen? | think we've just the pony for yourldame is Rebel.'

A glint of interest lit the sulky blue eyes.
‘That's what Grandpa calls me. Let's go and seeM@n.'

Rebel was a Welsh pony and possessed the classitylm# head and
the gay tail of the breed. She was dark brown iowoand when
Joanna led her out of the stables her small poiated laid back
against her head and her bold eyes rolled as sleedohe strangers:
But she allowed Karen to climb into the saddle, aitth deceptive
meekness allowed Joanna to lead her into the p&addoc

'‘Now, Karen, for the first part of the lesson I'oirgy to let you show
me what you can do with a pony and then I'll knawhmuch more
instruction you'll need," said Joanna, using thatlgebut firm
technique which made her a favourite with chlldwerywhere she
went. "You can start by walking Rebel round theduat.'

As she had guessed, Rebel would not move when Kdiea her

hands, shortened the reins and squeezed with le&skihe pony
stood stock still twitching her ears and swishirgy ail. Karen

scowled, clucked with her tongue, but Rebel igndred

'‘Come on, Rebel, walk,"” muttered the girl, and sged with her
knees again, and rather disdainfully the pony bagamalk slowly
round the paddock.

Joanna pulled herself up to the top rail of thedoa#t fence and Mrs
Carson leaned beside her.

‘That pony doesn't look particularly docile," conmtezl Jackie with a
mother's usual anxiety when watching her only chida horse and
being unable to interfere.



'Rebel's all right," comforted Joanna, 'but shetbasspect her rider
before she'll perform. Your daughter says she ichm but this is the

only way I'll find out if she can or not. If shertemake Rebel go next
time, I'll put her on a more suitable pony. Buelasfeeling that Karen
will make Rebel go or burst in the attempt.’

Jackie smiled up at her.

'0.K., you win. | can see you've got the measurengfdaughter.
Good for you! Challenge is what Karen needs, amdnidt able to
give it to her, not at present.’

The smile faded from her face, leaving her lookohder and rather
sad. She wasn't beautiful. Her mouth was too balsr nose was
too long, but her blonde hair and blue eyes contbingh a

wonderful golden tan plus a know-how concerningtheds and
make-up gave her an eye-catching attraction.

Rebel, having made the round of the paddock, wasngptowards
them. Karen was still on the pony's back, lookilegtas the animal
shook her head up and down.

"Trot!' called Joanna.

Karen shortened rein and squeezed with her kneesn.ag
Immediately Rebel pushed her forefeet into the dfithe paddock
and bucked, raising her back feet in the air. Kaieng on with all
her strength and Jackie gave a squeak of alarmelRdbgs came
down and sfie looked round as if surprised to #aden still on her
back.

‘Try again!' called Joanna encouragingly. The chédd stayed on as
she had expected she would. Once again “"Karenestaaltrein and
urged the pony forward.

‘Come on, you dumb pony, trot!" she ordered.



Up came Rebel's hind legs again and this time Ka@s unseated
and landed on the ground. In a flash she was upbacH in the
saddle.

‘Well done!' cried Joanna. 'Now go.'
'‘Oh, Karen honey, are you O.K.?'

But Karen; did not stay to reply. Using her advgetaver the
surprised pony, she made it trot and posted gaiynd the paddock.
When the time came to make the pony canter she lusedrop

without hesitation and Rebel cantered round measlyf delighted to
have a young rider who would stand no nonsense.

By the end of the lesson Joanna knew that in tathegchance of
putting the newcomer on the most awkward pony endtable she
had won the girl's respect and that she had gamneaw pupil.
Arrangements were made for Karen to come agaimeéixeday and
mother and daughter departed full of smiles.

By the end of the week Karen was part of the se¢@lcroft and she
came for lessons on Saturday and Sunday as welkwiBuanother
busy week-end over, another Monday morning fourashda doubly
anxious about the state of the horses and unablendont a
disappointed Karen.

'I'm sorry, Mrs Carson, but all the horses neetingsWe just haven't
any spares. | promise Karen'll have her ride toowrr

'l understand, Jo,' said the friendly American.dAsill you please
call me Jackie? | can't stand this Miss and Mress you go in for
over here.’

'‘Can't you buy some new horses?' asked the fonthHgren. 'Mr
Millar has some. | asked him if he'd let me ride dde didn't say yes
and he didn't say no. Just looked at me as if evastummy. He's the



one who's dumb. Fancy having all those horses anlegting anypne
ride them!'

'‘Don't be rude, Karen. Steve's horses are venabédland he couldn't
allow a learner like you to ride one of them,' redai her mother.

'l don't like him," muttered Karen darkly. 'He'sals saying don't and
stopping me from going places | want to go.'

Joanna could not help smiling to herself at théupecof Karen and
Steve Millar snarling at one another. She couldsguthat the
haughty, disciplined Steve would have difficulty umderstanding
Karen, who had obviously been brought up by verympssive
parents.

But the fact that there was no pony available fargf to ride that
morning brought home to her the urgency of the lgmb She must
get at least one more horse for the stable. Sha hilé money saved
up, but she wasn't sure whether it was enough.tie she was not
sure where to go to buy horses in this part ofctntry. If she had
been in her home county she would have known wioege without
hesitation. She had to have advice, and it was s® aonsulting
Marjorie and Bill because they would only say tkheuld not afford a
new horse and their pride would not let them atd®r buying one
for them. She would have to acquire the horse Hgcaad then
present them with thiait accompli.And there was only one persor
she knew whom she could consult and that was 3ier. It was
going to take all her courage to go to him andaakkce after having
refused his offer of a mount that morning on thadsa

The knowledge that Rebel had developed a cold byddy night
overcame Joanna's hesitation, and on Tuesday ngashaborrowed
Marjorie's old bicycle and rode the few miles alding road to Lanry
House.



It was the first time she had been through theghigway set in the
grey stone wall. The driveway was almost two mit@sy winding
between huge rhododendron bushes and over-archedhéy
interlacing branches of tall beech trees. Herethecd: the bushes and
trees gave way to white wooden fences from behih&hveither
cattle or horses peered at her.

Eventually the drive widened into a courtyard améroat of her was
the house built of grey dressed sandstone, smaivbally classical

In its simplicity with its short sash windows oretground floor for

solidity, very tall sash windows on the first flofor grandeur and
completely square windows at the top of the hoassubtlety of

design in which Georgian architects had exceliethé courtyard the
large estate car which Jackie Carson drove was@dakd next to it
was a shiny red expensive-looking sports car.

Joanna hesitated, standing astride the old bikademng where she
should look for Steve Millar. At that moment a ygunan with blond
hair who was wearing striped jeans topped by ahbyigcoloured
shirt came round the side of the house.

'Hi. Looking for someone?' he called, and cameoupet. The blond
hair and the twinkling blue eyes told Joanna tleaias related to
Jackie Carson and she guessed him to be KareotslodUncle Tom.

'I'm looking for Mr Millar, Mr Steve Millar.'

‘Ain't he the lucky guy to have you looking for trhoften wonder
why it is these quiet off-hand guys have all thésgooking for them.

There's Jackie, now. She's so smitten she keeapsribiup excuses
to get him into the house. This morning it's thenbing that's wrong
and | guess we'll find them in the lounge drinkoodfee together. I'm
Tom Hilroy.'

He held out a large hand and engulfed Joanna'sitwith



‘And you, judging by your riding breeches, mustibanna Frost,' he
added speculatively. And when Joanna nodded he everiGlad to
meet you, Joanna. Karen didn't tell me how pretty gre.'

Unused to receiving blatant compliments, Joannssh@d and
removed her hand from his. The blue eyes twinkiealkngly.

'Let's go and gate-crash the coffee party,' suggesbm. 'lI've been
looking for an excuse to annoy Jackie.'

Joanna decided that she did not want to annoy ¢eNar, if she
could help it. At least not before she had askedi®help.

'I'm not sure ..." she began.

'l am," insisted Tom. 'Here, park your old boneghagainst these
railings. If you don't let me take you to Steve nowyou'll not see
him because | believe he's going away today.'

The urgency of finding an answer to the problenthaf horses for
Gilcroft overcame Joanna's reluctance and she atldwm to wheel
the bike over to the wrought-iron railings whichagded a small
border of flowers in front of the walls of the heusThen with a
friendly gesture Tom waved her in front of him tavards the
generous delicately panelled front door, leaningntbher to turn the
knob and push it open so that she could enter tud elegant
entrance hall from which an oval staircase led uggjabalustraded
in finely wrought iron.

To her surprise Tom led Joanna up the staircasaland a passage
to a room overlooking the sea. It was comfortahignished as a
sitting room and on a big chesterfield facing tbeg windows sat
Jackie, in white as usual, with a bright yellowesleless cardigan
over her long-sleeved blouse. In front of her dovatable was a tray
set with a silver coffee pot, cream jug” and sugawl. In her hand
she was holding a cup of coffee while she talkethatedly to Steve



Millar who was sitting in a high-backed winged ahsaet at right
angles to the chesterfield.

'‘Look what | found in the courtyard,' announced Teulling Joanna
forward to stand in front of Jackie, who stoppdkitg while Steve
rose politely to his feet and set his empty coffiee down on the tray.

'‘Why, it's Jo!' exclaimed Jackie. 'l hope you haveome to tell me
that Karen's lesson is off today. She'll be so ralgle if it is. She was
unbearable all yesterday.'

'‘No, nothing like that. She's come to see Stea "Bom. He was still
holding her hand and Joanna noticed that Stevegthat the linked
hands before looking directly at her.

'‘Why do you want to see me?' he asked coldly.

Aware that Jackie and Tom were watching and lisgmuriously,
Joanna stammered, 'l can't explain here. It'svatgrimatter.'

If he was surprised he did not show it. Turningléckie, he smiled
and murmured,

'Please excuse me. Thank you for the coffee ridirge for someone
to inspect the drain in the main bathroom."'

‘Thank you,' gushed Jackie, who seemed most umdikeisual casual
self, as if she was trying to make an impresslowas kind of you to
come and look at it yourself. We'll look forwardgeeing you when
you come back. Perhaps you'd like to come and ldiweer on
Sunday? My father will be here then.’

Steve smiled again. 'l should like to meet him agdie said. Then
glancing at his watch he added curtly, lookingoanha, '"We'll talk in
the office. | haven't much time to spare.’



'‘Don't think you've seen the last of me today," Twhispered in
Joanna's ear as she pulled her hand from his, dratldackie and
began to follow Steve from the room. 'I'll see vyafier you've
discussed your private matter.'

She caught up with Steve as he opened the fromtadwbthey went
down the short flight of stone steps together. Heked briskly
across the courtyard following the curve of thevelway where it
continued past the house and ended in front ohanamaller stone
building which had obviously been the coachhous# stables in
olden times. The building had been altered intarage and glancing
at the windows above the garage Joanna saw cunawvigg slightly
in the breeze and guessed that this was where Blitaelived when
Lanry House was occupied by a tenant.

Beside the garage a door painted red was set etavill of the
building. Steve opened it. She followed him intbig room which
was furnished as an office and whose wide windoerlooked the
fields and a big yard where the white-painted lelosees for the
horses were situated.

There was a big desk in the room and on the wadlestwere some
fine prints of racing horses. Steve saton a cavhére desk and told
her to sit in an armchair facing it. Although hesvdsessed differently
this morning in a suit of finely checked tweed,raamn shirt and a
dark discreet tie patterned with a motif and whicanna guessed
could be worn only by the members of a certainctettub, the
clothes served only to emphasise her original eston of him as
someone aloof and hard.

'You were right about the horses,' she said.

The exasperated frown she remembered darkeneddas f



'l hope you haven't come here just to tell me tHaggrated. '‘As an
excuse to see me it almost beats a complaint abeytiumbing.’

So he had seen through Jackie's ruse to get horhamtry House. But
she couldn't have him thinking that she had to lmvexcuse to see
him when he was really the last person she wamtesgé¢ and from
whom she wanted help.

'If | knew anyone else in this district whom | cdwaonsult | certainly
wouldn't have come to you for advice,' she retortat you seem to
be the obvious person for me to ask because youlmsses and
because you're distantly related to Marjorie anedu® help and
encourage her when she was learning to jump.’

He shot an under-browed sardonic glance at hesaiakl

'‘What on earth has my being a distant relation aifrjtie's and
having helped her when she was learning to jumpaydb with you
wanting to see me on a private matter?'

Joanna felt a little flicker of triumph. She hadught' his interest.
Now she must make the most of it. She licked lper éind began the
speech she had rehearsed all morning.

'If the riding school is to be successful this stanwe must have

more and better horses. I'm having to refuse adedessons because
there aren't enough and because as you know tsenanleave are not
all of the best quality. I've told Marjorie and Bihis and they say

they can't afford any more horses until they'vel jdid their debts.’

‘And you thought that | might make a present of stvorses to them,
did you? All because Marjorie's mother was a Milkefore she
married and because | once gave a few helpful hines girl who

hadn't a clue how to jump a horse ... some yeaws Yagu must be
very naive if you think those are good reasonsierto give away



several hundred guineas' worth of horses.' Hisesvaias scornful and
his mouth twisted unpleasantly.

'‘Oh, no, | didn't think that. But | thought you rhigoe willing to help
in another way," said Joanna quickly, appealingly.

'‘Why should | help at all?' he asked curtly.

Quite suddenly Joanna lost all her patience amdstd a booted foot
on the floor.

'‘Can't you see, I'm not a tenant trying to get 4bmg out of you
which you're not willing to provide, nor one of yogunning
horse-racing associates trying to pull a fast o gou. I'm trying to
help a friend who needs help. Have you no symptthgthers less
fortunate than yourself, no goodwill? | thoughtMarjorie said that
once you were...'

Her voice trailed away. His head bent, he was dogdlith a pencil

on a pad of paper near the telephone. He wasténingy to her

appeal. He had deliberately closed his mind to wshatwas saying.
How could she expect otherwise? Once he had offeeech horse
and she had refused. After that episode she cautthhexpect him to
fall over himself to help her.

Outside a car's horn honked twice, urgently. Stewked at his
watch and said impatiently,

'‘Hurry up. Say what you have to say and this tieevé out the
sentiment. | have to catch a plane from Abbotsiioch.ondon in an
hour's time and it's time | left.’

He hadn't been like this with Jackie Carson. Hedmaiked at her and
had been polite. But then Jackie's father was gasent for Lanry
House. Perhaps a more businesslike approach waud more
success.



'I've a little money saved up, enough, | thinkptry one or two decent
horses. If you have any in your stables which ymoktaren't suitable
for riding, | know that happens sometimes, I'd lmne from you
and...'

'l haven't any horses like that,' he interruptededly. 'All my horses
have racing potential. | can usually sell themgdnces you couldn't
afford.'

He seemed adamant. There was no way of moving Hendidn't

want to help Marjorie or anyone else. It had beemaste of time
coming to see him. Feeling thoroughly defeatedndaatood up and
mumbled,

'I'm sorry I've taken up your time.'

He spoke again as if she hadn't moved, as if sthe'teaid anything,
as if he was continuing from where he had leftspiéaking.

'‘But | know a place where you might be able to pipka good hack
for a reasonable price.’

She whirled round from the door and blurted impabi, "Where, oh,
where? Please tell me.'

'l assume you don't want the Cowans to know of yaention to buy
a horse and use it for their benefit?' he asked.

'‘No. At least not until they're presented with it.'

'You realise that if you own one of the horses aredusing it for the
riding school you will have a share in their buss®

'Oh, 1 don't care about that. I'll give die staliles use of the horse.'

He shrugged his shoulders.



‘All right, that's your affair, I'll have to takeoy to the place myself.
Think you could stand my company for the best pae day?'

His glance was shrewd and questioning and she tsage' how to
take his remark, but this time she wasn't goingefose any offer he
made.

'l could even do that if | believed that by havtogout up with you |
could help Marjorie and Bill,' she replied drylwhen do we go?'

‘You're determined not to flatter me, aren't ydwe&'retorted with a
grin. 'And possibly that's why I'm willing to takeu. I'm on my way
to Ascot now for the Royal meeting and | won't beclb until
Saturday.'

Ascot. The roar of the crowd as her father hademdia after winning
the Gold Cup. The sudden rearing of his horse @®k fright when
another horse pushed it from behind. Her fathenselfeet had been
out of the stirrups as he had relaxed after the,raoexpectedly
falling. The sickening crunch as a horse's hoofdwahected with his
skull. Memory swept unbidden through Joanna turmegpale and
making her feel a little sick. Steve who had beestching her
curiously noticed the change and said gently,

‘Something wrong?'

‘... I'm sorry. | felt a little queer for a momentou see, my father
was killed at Ascot.'

He was no longer indifferent or hard but intensetgrested.

'‘Who was he?' he asked. 'Do you realise | don'wkyaur name? |
heard Jackie call you Joanna. She must have asdhaiede knew
each other or she'd have introduced us.'



He spoke quickly as he slid off the desk and maatealut the room

picking up a set of binoculars in their leatherecasd slinging the
strap over one shoulder, leafing through some umegbemail and

stuffing some into his jacket pocket and the nett the waste-paper
basket.

'He was Charlie Frost, the jockey,' replied Joanesponding to his
change of manner. He glanced up sharply, his grey eeither frosty
nor stormy but warm with sympathy.

'‘No wonder you dislike horse-racing," he commergeetly. 'That
was a sad accident.'

‘You remember it?' She was surprised.
'l was there when it happened.'

How strange that this man whom she had met onlgtgcshould
have been present when her father was killed. Hdd/ that she
should receive such quick and instinctive undeditanof her own
feelings from him, the last person from whom sheulohave
expected any sympathy.

'I'll take you to look at horses on Monday nex,'dontinued, and the
moment of sympathy was over. 'I'll pick you up la¢ triangle of
grass where the road forks beyond Gilcroft. Bedlamine-thirty.'

The door opened suddenly. A small man with a mudased
long-jawed face looked in. He glared at Joannasmadied at Steve,

'‘Come away, sir. We'll be missing the plane if ga't’

At that moment the telephone on the desk shrifiéelve glanced at it
and hesitated. The small man snarled again,

'Och, leave it. Let the lassie take the call.'



‘All right, Johnnie. Answer it, please, Joanna, amie any message
for me on the pad. I'll see you on Monday.'



CHAPTER TWO

As the door banged behind the two men Joanna pigkdae receiver
of the still ringing telephone. She felt wholly ¢dogsed. Had she really
achieved what she had set out to do that morning®a® she having
a dream?

She spoke absently into the mouthpiece and a wamalé voice
answered her.

'Hello. This is Consuelo Millar speaking. | sholilek to speak to Mr
Steve Millar, please.’

Joanna was conscious of a strange reaction tonibeth seductive
voice. She wanted to replace the receiver withepiying. Suddenly
hypersensitive, she had an odd impression thatnswer would

involve her with a woman who could bring her pama anhappiness.
Exasperated by her own unusual behaviour, she sheokhead

impatiently and said crisply,

'I'm afraid he isn't here. He's gone away.'
'‘When will he be back?'
'‘On Saturday. Can | take a message?'

There was a brief silence. Then the creamy voikedds\Who are
you?'

‘Joanna Frost. Mr Millar asked me to answer thenplio

'l don't understand. You say he's not there buthkaasked you to
answer the phone.'

This time the woman sounded very annoyed as ifssbpected she
was being put off.



'He couldn't wait to answer it,' explained Joana@fully. 'He had to
catch a plane.’

‘Where has he gone?’

Joanna hesitated. Was she really free to tell thsnan the
whereabouts of Steve? Quickly she brushed asidedsatiation. The
relationship between Steve and the woman on ther @hd of the
line was no affair of hers, so she answered honestl

"To Ascot.'
Again there was a brief silence. Then the womath gaia sigh,

‘He might have told me. I'd have liked to have gm®e Thank you.
Miss Frost. The message is that | called him andladvbke him to

call back as soon as he returns on Saturday orrgemtubusiness
matter. Tell me, are you working for Mr Millar? Hesecretary,
perhaps?’

'‘Oh no, | hardly know him. | just called to see fabout some horses,
and he had to hurry away.'

'‘Good, good.' The voice had regained its originatmth. 'I'm glad
you don't work for him. Your voice is too soft agentle. Good-bye.'

The line went dead and Joanna replaced the rec&herwrote the
message on the pad. Consuelo Millar. The name tbskange when
written. Should she put Lady Millar or Mrs? She wasure, so she
left out both.

When she left the office she found Tom Hilroy wagtifor her in the
yard.



'‘Business finished?' he queried pleasantly. 'Tinelltad was in a
hurry. Scorched past me in that two-seater of kiff all hell was
after him.'

'He had to catch a plane.'

'Off to the races, | suppose,' said Tom as thekedalip the drive to
the house. 'l can't understand what people setitrodhorses racing
round a course.'

‘Many of them only see money, including Mr Millaeplied Joanna
rather caustically as she looked for Marjorie'slalke which was no
longer leaning against the railings in front of tmuse.

‘Your bike's in the station wagon ... sorry, estateto you,' said Tom,
interpreting her look correctly. 'Say, you donéseto like Steve, or
horse-racing.'

'l certainly don't like horse-racing. My father wadled by a
racehorse. As for Mr Millar, | haven't known hirntp enough to
decide whether | like him or not.’

Tom's grin was wide and knowledgeable.

'‘Oho, | think | suspect a little clash of temperairgetween you and
him," he scoffed. 'Why don't you like horse-racing?

'l think it's cruel.’
‘To the horse?'
‘Yes, and to some of the people. Why is my bicytléhe estate car?'

'‘Because I'm driving you back to your stables.\eha great urge to
learn riding and I'd like to start my lessons, fpoon



His admiring glance left her in no doubt as to eywanted to learn
riding, and Joanna could not help feeling boostdomorale by this
obvious liking for her.

"'l be glad of the lift because the way back jphill all the way, but
I'm afraid you can't start riding today. We havarsuitable horse for
you. We haven't one big enough.'

'Hey, are you making a crack at me? | know I'manipele, but"’
Tom started to object good-humouredly.

'‘No, I'm serious. We haven't a horse strong enooigarry you.'
‘Too bad!

‘But if you're really keen to learn you could coarel help to muck
out.'

'Muck what?"'

‘Clean out the stables. Then you could help tomridte horses and
feed them, clean the bridles and check the saddllese that they're
all in good condition. It's all part of learningtide.’

They had reached the estate car and Tom turnethtatger.

'l suspect you're making fun of me,' he accusdeerd's a twinkle in
your eyes. You believe | couldn't do any of thdsads you've just
mentioned, don't you? Well, I'm going to prove thatn. Starting
today, Joanna, you've got yourself a new stablekhan

During the next few days Tom was true to his wdkfler the first
day when she had shown him what to do he appeanty every
morning to help with the stable work and stayed tnab$he rest of



each day watching with interest while Joanna tal@inén or anyone
else who came for a lesson. He mucked out and doitkay
cheerfully, carrying on a conversation with thetjadly deaf Archie,
although Joanna was convinced that neither he rdnéunderstood
a word the other was saying. He fed and wateretidhges, saddled
and unsaddled them. He joined Marjorie and Bill d@o@nna for
lunch, fitting in happily. He told them that he was vacation from
Edinburgh University where he had been doing a-gomiuate
course in medicine. When his father had been pdstBdtain, Tom
had jumped at the chance to come with him and tthdu his
education at the university which his grandfathed bnce attended,
and Jackie had come over to stay at Lanry for tdoelgf her mental
health, having just gone through rather a difficoétriod in her
marriage.

‘She's thinking of separating from Glen," he ta@dnha one day when
they were feeding the horses. 'What I've seen ofnferiage is
enough to put me off the institution for the rebiny life.’

'‘Not all marriages are like that. I'm sure Marjaaigd Bill will never
reach that stage.'

‘Yeah, | guess not,' he agreed. 'But then Marjdoesn't nag at Bill
when he makes a mistake. She accepts him for véhat IShe isn't
trying to make him over to suit some preconceivetiom she might
have of what a husband should be. And he doesp'id#n she does
or says something foolish. Jackie and Glen areyswaking on one
another. They don't have a nice clean fight anat getr. They go on
and on, in front of others too. Not content withking their own hell
they drag the rest of us into it too.’

'‘Perhaps they were foolish to marry in the firsicgl,’ said Joanna
placidly.



Tom laughed, placed his hands on her shoulderssandk her
gently.

'‘Oh, Joanna, how innocent you are | How could #rew about each
other until they'd lived together, and how couléyHive together
until they were married? That's why the whole ideams pretty
crazy to me. You marry someone you hardly know amedexpected
to live with them for the rest of your life in cotepe harmony.'

'l should have thought not knowing everything abeath other
makes marriage more interesting. There would alwbgsthe
excitement of discovering something new," remarBednna. 'But
they must have known something. Weren't they erdjéige

‘Sure; for a couple of months, | guess. But th@nsthe time going to
parties in New York, going to the theatre, the Usa&ial round. |

guess all that they knew about each other waslib#yhad wealthy
parent® and they both dressed well.'

'‘Poor Karen," murmured Joanna, moving on to thé stex.

‘Yeah, it's the child who suffers most. | guesd'shahy she's a little
beast most of the time.’

'She's a little beast only when people aren't end consistent. She'll
do anything for Marjorie or me because she knowsn@an what we

say. If her mother treated her more consistentieKavould be much
happier. Like a pony, she has to respect the pevbar's telling her

what to do.’

‘She does what Steve tells her, and how, althoggiess I'd do what
he says if he looked at me the way he looks at®wit works with

kids the way it does with ponies. But not with adulloanna. | bet
you'd be resentful if some man started to order aloout, insisting
that you did everything his way and bullying youamhyou didn't.’



'Yes, | expect | should,’ answered Joanna vagWghs that how
Jackie's husband treated her? She found hersedfmbering the way
Steve Millar had ordered her to go back to Gilcbyfivay of the road
instead of across his fields and how after herainiebellion she had
given in and had done as he had asked.

"To get back to this marriage thing,' persisted Tty guess is that it
fails because the couple know they're tied, antitlsaone hell of an
expense to get untied. Now if they weren't legadigl to each other, if
they knew they were free to walk out when theylik# it they'd be
more prepared to stick together. What do you tHink?

'l can't agree with you. If | found someone | likebugh to want to
live with him I'd want it to be for ever. | couldrmhake all those
physical and emotional adjustments knowing that adene he might
want to walk out on me. | suppose | must seem aflat square to
you, but as far as I'm concerned, marriage is éapk,' said Joanna
quietly.

‘Joanna, her creed,' remarked Tom softly. 'l hiaeleng that you'd be
like that.'

'‘But most of the time | don't think about marriagfeall,’ she said
lightly, aware that they had become unusually sstid know more
about horses than people.'

'‘Afraid?’

The challenging question halted her in her trackbksie looked up to
find him studying her seriously.

'Of marriage?' she asked.

'‘No. Afraid of people, and of having your feelingserated? Afraid
of caring deeply and being hurt?'



Joanna knew about caring deeply and being hurt eesw@t. She
recognised the truth about herself, that she adoieng involved
and hurt at all costs.

Tom leaned towards her and murmured, 'A horse substitute for
another human being, Joanna.’

She looked away quickly, not wanting him to sed tleahad come
close to the truth. She unhooked a bridle fromathl on which they
hung.

'l think I'll take Minnie for some exercise. I'magl to know your

views on marriage. Maybe one day I'll remind youtttdm, when

you're well and truly tied, sitting smugly with yoahildren round

your knees while you tell them fairy tales,' shasexl, and skipped
lightly out of the stable before he could retaliate

Tom's assistance was particularly noticeable orur8ay when

Joanna took four group lessons lasting an hour aadhwhen she
needed someone to help with the tacking up of dreds as well as
with the feeding of them. When the last lesson o and they

were attending to the horses for the last timedagtTom invited her
to have dinner with him at a well- known hotel ibig seaside resort
north of Lanry. Feeling she had earned such emtenent, she

agreed willingly to go with him, and took pleasuralressing up for’

the occasion.

They drove along the coast road in Tom's red spartgassing close
to the shore of the wide Firth of Clyde and enjgythe spectacular
view of islands and mountains. The resort boasersal hotels
along its sea-front and Joanna was not surprisethWbm drove into
the car-park of the largest. Inside the hotel, Whicas ornately
decorated in baronial style, they went straighh#®obig dining room,



passing the much advertised ballroom where theluSaturday
evening dance was just beginning.

Tom chose a table near the windows and they wdeet@abvatch the
people strolling about on the grassy banks whichesd down to the
water's edge where the local sailing club's ding/hniere parked, their
aluminium masts glinting in the rays of the westgrsun. Beyond
them was the shining expanse of the Firth on whmahy small open
fishing boats made dark blobs.

Tom had ordered the meal and they were both sipgipigeliminary
drink and engaging in the sort of facetious smalk twhich he
enjoyed when he stiffened as he glanced past her.

‘Turn your head gradually as if you were looking $omeone and
over in the corner farthest from the door you'lt s®smeone you
know,' he murmured.

Joanna did as he suggested, glancing past theenteg crowded
tables. In the far corner, at a table for two, séw& the unmistakable
straight shoulders and well-shaped head of SteVlarMDpposite to
him sat an apparition, or so Joanna thought: a -daled,
creamy-skinned woman whose face was perfectly ovhé was
talking with many hand gestures and Steve seemdx tesstening
attentively. Remembering Mar- jorie's descriptidoanna knew that
the woman could be no other than Consuelo Millar.

'‘Wait till | tell Jackie,"” Tom was saying. 'Shdlg positively green.
What a dolll | wonder where he found her? He'sré Harse, if you'll
pardon the obvious figure of speech. He came back Ascot with
two successes which must have made him a load pnéyndf it had
been me I'd have stayed down, there to live it upvould have
thrown a champagne party when | returned. But imot He's a hard
guy to get to know, kind of reserved, don't younk®'



'I'd told you, | don't know him very well. He's thstly related to
Marjorie, and she told me that his father's secoifé was half
Argentinian. And | think the ... er ... doll must her.’

As she expected Tom's round blue eyes grew rounder.
‘You mean she's his stepmother?'
Joanna nodded, smiling at his astonishment.

‘You've got to be kidding,' he accused. Then winenstiook her head
he added, 'Well, there's only one way to be sufgad over and ask
them to join us.'

'‘Oh, no. Tom, please don't!" The words burst oohsgmeously and
he looked at her curiously.

‘Why not? I'd like to meet the woman, wouldn't you?
... ... Mr Millar mightn't be pleased if yoaterrupt them.'

'I'm damned sure he won't be pleased, but he eap#ct to keep
someone like that to himself.'

He stood up and stepped between the tables bedarend could
remonstrate further and she sat and watched hintvgoing her
hands on her lap, hoping that Steve would refuse.

She saw him smile as only Tom could smile as hkespmthe couple.
The woman smiled back and held out her hand. Tdchihia his for
a few seconds. A few more words were spoken. Tdfrtdnaed and
pointed in Joanna's direction. The woman looked @vel nodded
graciously. Steve didn't turn to look. The conveosecontinued for a
few more minutes and then to Joanna's relief Toihengs way back
alone.



'‘No dice,' he said as he slid into his seat. "Taaliscussing business,
or so he says. Does that guy never talk about angy##ise? You're
right, she's Lady Millar. | guess it must be sormeghto have a
stepmother like that left to you as a legacy!

The food and the wine arrived and he seemed te@fahg couple in
the corner and devoted himself to entertaining daaihey were
both laughing rather immoderately at one of Towkes when they
realised that Consuelo was approaching their tagparently she
and Steve had finished their meal and were lea8tgye was a few
steps behind the exotic-looking beauty, but whenstbpped beside
Tom he passed by and went on towards the entralogithout even
looking at Joanna and Tom.

As Tom started to rise politely to his feet Consu@laced a
heavily-ringed hand on his shoulder and murmureth \&i lovely
smile,

'Please don't bother. | came over to meet MisstFrasl remember
we spoke over the phone a few days ago? You wackdéaough to
take a message for me. How are you?'

Marjorie had been right. The eyes were like pugdesies; purple
black with yellow flecks at the centre round thepigi Their
expression was soft and languorous yet Joanna fesdilag she was
being assessed shrewdly.

'I'm very well, thank you,' she replied. 'I'm pledto meet you.'

'You have a face to match your voice. So kind agdtige. Don't you
think so, Mr Hilroy?'

‘The name is Tom, and you're right every time aldoahna/ said the
young man.

The pansy eyes studied them both carefully.



‘Then you're very lucky to have found each othepe#fect match,’
Consuelo purred. 'l hope you'll both forgive Stefoe being
unsociable,' she sighed. 'He's often like thaavieto be very patient
with him. Maybe we'll meet another time and havtle party. Au
revoir for now.'

She glided on, and many heads turned to watch ahegraceful
woman in her red white-sprinkled dress with itshhigaist-line and
long skirt.

‘Some flower to find blossoming in the cool climate Scotland,’
commented Tom. 'Exotic is the word, | think. Shemss very
interested in you. | wonder what she meant aboutteursg lucky to
have found each other?'

Joanna avoided his intent gaze. With Consuelo'sneamh her
relationship with Tom had entered a new phase;asghvhich she
was not sure was welcome.

'l expect she's one of those people who likesitiktbthe can analyse
people on her first meeting with them,' she repdiedy. 'D'you think

| could have one of those delicious-looking chomokclairs for my
dessert ?'

She diverted his attention to food again and thegdeous moment
passed. The rest of the evening was pleasant aexentiul, and

when he left her at Gilcroft she was glad he did@ke any attempt
to kiss her good-night. She liked Tom and was gfdds help and his
company, but she didn't want any amorous comptinatto develop
out of their friendship.

Next morning at breakfast she told Marjorie abaert imeeting with
the glamorous Consuelo.

'‘What did you think of her?' asked Marjorie.



‘She's very beautiful.'
'‘Och, | know that. What do you think of her as espa?’

'Since | spoke to her for only a few minutes ..rather she spoke to
me ... how can you expect me to know what she&?likaughed
Joanna.

*You must have formed some sort of opinion. How she behave
towards Steve? Was she possessive about him?'

'‘No, | think it was the other way round. Tom wantkdm to join us
for dinner, and Steve refused as if he wanted ép keer to himself.'
Marjorie, bright- eyed and inquisitive, nodded greement almost as
if she knew that was the case.

'l expect he does want to keep her to himself. lda'twvant anyone
else marrying her if he wants the money.'

'l can't say | was sorry when he refused to joihraarmured Joanna.
'l Relieve you're frightened of him," scoffed Mag

'l believe | am too,' admitted Joanna. 'Oh, anddrly forgot to tell
you, Lady Millar went to a lot of trouble to sayvaducky Tom and |
are to have met each other, and that we're a penggch. Now what
do you make of that?'

'Interesting, very interesting,' drawled Marjorie.

'‘Sounds as if she wants to push you into each 'stlaems.’ She
cocked her head to one side and smiled cheekihy thance of that
happening?'

'‘Marj," said Bill warningly, 'you're getting cardeway.'



'l know, | know," she replied. 'And | think Consoieé wrong. Tom
and Joanna are far too amiable to one anothet forbe a lasting
friendship. Remember how you and | used to skirmibkn we first
met, trying each other out? But I'd love to knowywghe made such a
comment to someone she'd only just met.'

Joanna said nothing, not wanting to pursue theestbjurther
because to do so she would have to tell her frishdshad spoken to
Consuelo previously over the phone, and she dwatit them to
know of her visit to Lanry House to see Steve alhouses.

Having made sure that there would be no lessonsl@mday she
asked Bill and Marjorie if she could have the déyt@go shopping.
They agreed, and when Monday morning came Bill edféared to

take her into Ayr in the Land-Rover. She was sdae 0 persuade
him that she was quite capable of walking to th& fo the road to
catch the bus, and to her relief he didn't persihts offer.

It was cool and windy when she set off along theglnm the direction
of the village and she was glad she had decidacktw a tweed skirt
and thin sweater under her raincoat. In a smalsbaghad packed her
jodhpurs and riding hat in case the opportunitside came her way.

She had not been waiting very long at the triangigrass when she
heard the roar of a high-powered engine and veon sbe green
two-seater sports car which Steve Millar drove ste@the top of the
hill and came towards her.

When she opened the door and sat down beside higneleéed her

briefly and unsmilingly, told her to lock her daamd fasten the safety
belt and then set off along the road to the village did not go

through the village, however, but followed a roadickh went over

the hill at the back of the council estate and Wwhiound itself past
farm fields to the coast road.



Today there was no magical view of the island bseait was
shrouded in misty rain, but Joanna could just n@akethe dark hull
and white superstructure of the motor ferry boait gdoughed its
way across the Firth. Then abruptly all view of sea was cut off as
they made their way through a series of small toasmshe road
curved away from the coast Eventually they were édbiturn off on
to a wide dual carriage road which by-passed thatyaown of Ayr
and which led them to a cross-country road whicisted through
undulating countryside composed of rich farmlandl amoded
estates.

Gradually the prosperous-looking fields and parttlgiave way to
more rugged and barren land. They passed througtsitvall dingy
mining towns, past a craggy heap of spoil from¢balmines, and
then the road narrowed and they were beside a-Bowitng river

which they followed through a narrow steep-sidezhg|

Finding the glen with its soaring outcrops of datlstening rock
rather awesome on that dank and dismal morningyndoturned to
look at her companion. He was as casually dressdedad been
when she had first met him, this time in a paiolaf breeches and a
different sweater. He hadn't spoken a word durregdrive and she
was beginning to feel a little resentful. He midisive given her a
little information about their destination, she ulgbt, and was just
about to ask him where they were going when herebdecritically
as if she was at fault,

‘You're very quiet. What are you thinking about?'

'I'm thinking how unflattering your own silence hbhsen* She
replied honestly.

‘Unflattering? Why?' Surprise lilted through hisos



'You seem to have so little interest in where wgbmg and in what
we're going to do that you've not bothered tortel’

He flashed her an alert sidelong glance and aaggeared in his lean
cheek as he smiled slightly.

'‘My mind was on something else. I'm not used tadpsbciable in the
morning. Anyway, | might say the same about youuYaven't
shown any interest either. If you'd asked the rigimstions you'd
have found me ready to answer them. Most women dvbalve
bombarded me with questions and trivial small tafknow.'

They had left the glen and the road was rising low a series of
bends. On either side unfenced moorland coverddgugen bracken
and tussocks of reeds extended as far as Joanlabse®, sloping up
gradually to rounded hills. Shaggy sheep stoodheyrbadside or
made sudden sorties across from one side to tlee, atusing Steve
to slow down until they had passed.

‘Then where are we going?' asked Joanna. 'Thi® péaso totally
different from the coast | feel we must be in aeotltounty
altogether.'

'‘We're on the boundary of Ayrshire and Kirkcudbtgtire,' he
informed her briefly as the road dipped unexpegtadined sharply
across a narrow bridge and soared up a steependhthen he had
negotiated this difficult part, Steve continuedhaliis explanation.

'‘We're going to see Alan Drummond, a friend of mivio. has a
sheep farm. He also breeds horses, mosdy hunteérisaaks. He's a
great point-to-point rider and used to do some sjuomping.'

‘Marjorie says you used to ride in horse shows seléirwhy did you
give up?' asked Joanna.



'l decided to concentrate on breeding horses fonga You don't
approve, do you?'

The sudden question disconcerted her and it wasuherto glance
warily at him, but she could learn nothing from fase.

'No, | don't,’ she answered at last.
'‘Because of the way in which your father died?'

'Yes. Oh, | used to enjoy racing at one time, esfigavhen he won.

And if the race was near home | always went to altdoved the

excitement and the crowds, and once | had an ambdibe a woman
jockey. But as | grew older | began to notice tffeat racing had on
the people who participated in it, on the ownens| the trainers and
the jockeys. | began to realise how tough and thegall were, and |
began to dislike it. My father, who was the kind&gher anyone
could have, became an entirely different persorthenracecourse.
And the people with whom he had to mix all seenedrasping, so
jealous and so indifferent to the horses.'

She stopped talking and glanced apprehensivelgratdmpanion as
she realised she had been talking very freely i® ¢bmparative
stranger about her own feelings. It was very unlhieg to be so
unreserved.

‘And so now you brand anyone associated with harseing as
tough, mean and totally without scruple,' he said.

'l suppose | do," she admitted.
‘Including me?'

Joanna shifted uneasily in her seat. She didn't Waannoy him too
much because if she did he was quite capablewiniag to Gilcroft
without ever taking her to see the horses.



'‘Well, you did make Minnie and me walk round by tbad, and she
had a strained tendon,' she defended weakly, ardeliaved to see
the dent appear in his cheek as he smiled again.

'I've not forgotten ... although | was unawarehs# strained tendon.
You were a stranger and | had to make sure youdmiulrespass
again.' Then as if the subject had lost intereshifm ha changed it by
saying inconsequently,

'How are you getting on with Karen Carson?"

This was a much more comfortable subject, so Jotidahim the

story of Karen's first meeting with Rebel, and Wwath surprised and
glad when he laughed at her description. Havingeshaff his early

morning bad humour he was proving much more appadzie than

she had ever imagined he would be.

'‘Karen has talent,’ she said, 'and that's why d @@ether pony.’

'l thought she might have the makings of a gooelrridut | could see
she was badly disciplined and might be difficult handle," he
explained. 'l could have recommended a plush ridnogool to

Jackie, but then | remembered you. | thought yoghitake the
measure of Karen quickly. Apparently you did thghtithing by

putting her on Rebel and as a result you're popub&ronly with

Karen but also with her mother, and incidentallythwher Uncle
Tom.'

Immediately Joanna, who by now was completely at éese,
launched into enthusiastic praise for Tom and #lp he had given
her at Gilcroft.

‘Then the admiration is mutual. | didn't realiseewh recommended
you to Jackie that | might be sowing the seedsofance between
you and her brother. Maybe you'll acquire a wealthgband before



die summer is over. Do you fancy living in the 8&& said Steve,
and the light jeering note in his voice flickeddik whip.

Joanna managed to keep calm and to reply honestly,

'Such a thought has never entered my head. Theretamance. I've
only known Tom for a few days.’

‘That's all the time some women require to make ttaéch and land
it," he remarked cynically.

If the story which Marjorie had told her about Coel® marrying Sir
Henry Millar for his money was true, his unpleasasnark was
based on experience, thought Joanna, but evenesoosifdn't let it
pass without a gentle rebuke.

‘You've accused me of generalising about peopleavba@onnected
with horse-racing. Aren't you doing a little gerisiag yourself

about women? We aren't all waiting to marry thstfiwealthy man
who happens to come our way.'

'I'm glad to hear it," he replied coolly. '‘Butlible interesting to watch
events this summer to see whether you'll be ableesist the
temptation offered by Tom Hilroy and remain true your
convictions.*She managed to keep her cool althosigé had to
clench her hands in her raincoat pockets to dévd@n she was quite
sure she had control of herself she said quietly,

‘Then I'm afraid you're in for a very dull summer.'

He "laughed spontaneously and her heart did & litip as she
noticed how merriment changed his face completelyghter lines
breaking up the taut severity of mouth and cheek.

'‘Another soft answer. All right, gentle Jo, | agréewvasn't very
pleasant to you just now.'



She supposed that was as near to an apology agheagne.
'l wasn't sure whether you knew you were beingessant,' she said.
'l always know.'

His answer troubled her. She was fast discovehagwhen he was
being unpleasant or aloof he had a warmth of mawiech was
dangerously attractive.

'‘But why are you deliberately unpleasant? Don't waimt people to
like you?'

They had reached the end of the bends. The roatylsined,
following a ridge of land on one side of which restattered
moorland sloped down to a long lake and on the IGilte sloped
upwards, stretching apparently interminably, mpem mile of bleak
windswept bracken, grass and rock.

Steve slowed the car and glided into a lay-by amded off the
engine.

'‘We've made good time and | don't want to arrivedarly, so we may
as well stop and admire the view and stretch as,l&e said. ‘And in
answer to your question, I'm unpleasant when | likel being un-

pleasailf, in other words | say what | think ancbdople don't like
what | think they know what to do.’

‘Then you must be very lonely.'

He was opening the car door and preparing to gethau at her
words he turned to stare at her in puzzlement.

'‘What makes you think that?'



'If you're often unpleasant and you don't care idrgbeople like you
or not you can't have many friends.'

He continued to stare at her, and gradually his ey@rowed and
crinkled at the corners as he smiled. Now that be full face she
could see that his smile created a dent in the atieek too and once
again she was very aware of how attractive he cbeldvhen he
wasn't being difficult.

'l've a suspicion, gentle Jo, that you're tryingeform me, to get me
to mend my ways. Better watch out or I'll be unpéed to you again,'
he warned sofdy. 'Being unpleasant certainly kgeopple away and
gives me a chance to be alone, which I like. Batiéver lonely. And

one day | hope you'll learn as | have that youe friends are those
who go on liking you even when you've been unpleasathem.’

He opened the door and got out of the car, andhtgak if she had
been thoroughly put in her place, Joanna scrantdaléedfter him and
stood beside him looking over the rough stone waiathe lake. The
clouds which had hovered all morning were liftingdaa faint cool

breeze from the north was slicing through the nditpersing it so
that the shoulders of brown and blue hills wereblason the other
side of the lake. Even as they looked the colothefwvater changed,
becoming more blue, and looking up, Joanna sawatpatch of blue
sky had appeared through the disintegrating clouds.

It was very quiet, the only noise being the calhgfeewit. There was
no visible sign of habitation, yet Joanna knew thah had inhabited
the area for a long time and was responsible ®mnhny rough dry-
stone walls which criss-crossed the moorland.

"What's the name of the lake?' she asked.

'‘Loch, not lake,' he corrected. 'lIt's Loch DooneTiver which we
followed farther back along the road is the RiveoD.'



‘You mean the one in the poem?’
He frowned rather impatiently as if he hadn't mtiste for poetry.
‘Which poem?’

‘The one by Robert Burns. Oh, you must know igdes like this:
"Ye.banks and braes o' Bonnie Doon ..." | learmesirig it at school
when | was in the choir.'

The expression on his face changed from impatiemg®lulgence.

'Yes, it's that Doon. Does the fact that RobertnrBuwnrote about it
make it more interesting?'

'Yes, of course.

'If you're so interested in Burns you should \isé cottage where he
was born. It's in the village of Alloway just outsiAyr. Maybe...' He
stopped speaking and shrugged his shoulders.

‘Maybe what?'

'l was going to suggest that maybe Tom Hilroy, bean American
and therefore possibly a professional tourist, Wdake you there,
then | decided you'd think | was being unpleasguairg' he replied
easily and with a touch of mockery, so that she hadistinct
impression that wasn't what he'd intended to sajl.at

'l don't think Tom would be very good as a guid@é replied. 'l
expect Marjorie or Bill will take me there if | dée to go.'

He didn't reply and she concluded he had lostestein her. She
looked down to the loch again. The sun was almasand the water
was a limpid blue and the hills on the other siggeano longer grey



but pale green touched with purple where a clouwgeterl above
them.

‘There's a castle on the other side of the lo¢byeSsurprised her by
saying. 'lt's seen some excitement in its timéhose mountains over
there were once the hiding place of Robert the 8suarmy.' He
stopped abruptly again, then added with a toucHifiience and
another shrug, 'But if you're interested in that sbthing yUan can
tell you more than | can. It isn't far from herehie farm.'

He turned away to the car. Joanna followed thowdjiitfFor a few

minutes he had stepped out of the usual line oflecnin the same
way as when he'd offered her a horse when theyfilfednet. This

time he had tried to give information, to show aterest in her
interest. Then he had withdrawn again as if he le@h unsure of
how to proceed. Advance and retreat. Tantalisiradc@ated to lead
anyone on, especially a woman. But was it calcdfat8lancing at
his aloof profile as the car sped along the rohd,decided it wasn't
calculated. He was naturally that way.

Her attention was attracted by the sight of somed®oin a field. The
ear slowed down and turned right. It bounced dowritad farm road
which wound across some fairly flat land. At onenp@ wood of
gloomy Scotch pines crowded close, cutting off tiaylight
temporarily, then they were past and moorlanddtezt before them,
its bleakness tempered by the pale sunlight.

The road turned left round a big outcrop of stame:there was a large
white farmhouse set among its fields and backednbmerous
outbuildings whose white paint contrasted stronglth the dark
green of the clumps of conifers which acted as radlarieak to the
north of the house.

In the farmyard a tall thin man of about forty-fiveas standing. He
was apparently waiting for them, for when the dapped he came



forward to greet Steve as he got out of the cah&tka square-jawed
face and the firm line of his long thin mouth wasftened by a

moustache. Steve introduced him as Alan Drummoddlaanna felt

her hand clasped strongly by a large bony one iieifee blue eyes

set deeply under shaggy eyebrows appraised her.

'‘Good morning, Miss Frost. Welcome to Drumlee. toid ye're
wantin' to see some horses with a view to purchasia or two. If
ye'd like to come this way I'll show ye the stables

Pleased by his businesslike approach, Joanna ryecdtdlogued all
the features of both horses and stables she mus&nab before
making a choice. Thestable buildings, although séstmed in good
repair and had been painted recently. Alan swueg epgdoor and she
entered the dim building which smelt of horses, lhay leather.
Peeping in the nearest stall, she noticed thaast serupulously clean
and dry and that the horse which was in it, a nhastnut cob, had
been groomed that morning and that its coat wa®#mand glossy.

'‘Walk through and take yer time, lassie, Have adglook and if

there's anything that takes yer fancy we'll havedtout and ye can
see how it performs. I've a couple of ponies onldfiethat might

interest ye. All those on the right are fairly igcks. But ye'll be
knowing yerself what ye're after, so if ye'll exeuse I'll away to do
some other work. Joe here'll answer any questindsnall take the

horses out for ye.'

He pointed to a small grey-haired man who smilesthiessly at
Joanna and touched his fingers to his cap.

'‘And ye're both invited to have yer midday mealhwiite wife and
me,' added Alan, turning to speak to the silemt&teho was leaning
against the jamb of the stable door. 'So be athinase about
twelve-thirty. We can catch up on the news andigdkgn.' A slight



smile lifted the bristly pepper-and-salt moustaeinel then with a
wave of his hand he left the stable.

Joanna took her time as Alan had suggested, baeginher
observations of each horse by spending a few nsnui¢side each
stall to watch the animal at rest, knowing that tyyee of horse she
required should be relaxed and unconcerned int#h get not
completely oblivious to her presence.

There were eight animals in the stable altogethdrthree of those,
she noticed, were nervous and restless in theits,steo she
eliminated them from her mental list. That left th® Welsh ponies
and three horses, one of which was the chestnuinctie first stall
and two hacks which obviously had thoroughbred dladHiem,

judging by their refined heads and elegant necks.problem would
be in making a choice between the two ponies aadwlo horses
because she decided that the cob was too staideand/ for her
requirements.

She studied the four animals again, trying to mgkaer mind which
one she would have led out so that she could wegadonduct and
movement in the paddock, and as she moved frortstatall she
became very conscious of Steve watching her as @sithe horses.
And as soon as she became aware of him all hatyatml judge
seemed to desert her and she became completelleuaabmember
the points she should observe in the horses.

Irritated at having her concentration disturbed eweh more irritated
by the knowledge that he had the power to disterh $he turned to
look at him. He was leaning against the uprighd stall and he was
watching her in the same curious way that he hadhed that first

morning on the sands, as if there was somethingtater which

baffled him.



'‘Having problems in coming to a decision?' he asked she was
sure amusement flickered momentarily in his eyes.

'Yes,' she sighed.
He stood up straight.
"'l remove myself,' he offered lazily.

'Oh, no, don't go, please." To her annoyance sish&ll when he
raised a mocking eyebrow at her urgent appeal. birately she took
herself in hand and added as coolly as she cdidltikeé your opinion
on which of these two horses | should have haltaretlled out.'

‘You're sure you want my opinion?' he asked.

And Joanna, who was becoming more, and more unthdayeher
own peculiar reactions, snapped crossly,

'Of course I'm sure. | wouldn't ask you otherwise.'

'‘Not such a soft answer this time,' he commentgty.diAnd there
was | thinking that my advice wouldn't be needeeraéll. You've
made a good job of assessing them and you've rédineanumber in
exactly the same way as | would have done myself.'

Feeling unduly pleased by his rather back-handesiptiment,
Joanna took her turn at watching him survey thevhnmare and then
saunter on to the stall where the grey geldingdstomitching its tail
and occasionally stamping one foot.

‘The mare,' Steve announced briefly, ‘and botlptmes.'

'‘Why the mare?’



'‘Look at the grey's neck. The angle between itsl laeal its neck is
too sharp. Possibly it would have breathing prolsiéater.'

Joanna looked at the set of the gelding's headenh@ined its neck.
Certainly the angle was acute, whereas the chéstmedid and neck
formed a clean broad angle.

'l see,' she murmured. 'l prefer the chestnut's y@'

"Yes, they're set farther apart than the grey'all$tell Joe that you
want the chestnut haltering?'

‘Yes, please.’

The chestnut, which was called Bonnie Lass, acdefite halter
willingly and walked quietly from the stall and aato the paddock.
Walking a little to one side of the horse, Joanogd how it placed
its feet straight ahead without the interferencetloe sideways
movement which often marred Minnie's action.

Out in the paddock Joe led Bonnie Lass round thd@ek so that the
mare's natural carriage could be seen without tleeirabrances of
saddle and girth. The horse performed well, movimgm the
shoulder easily, and when it stood still Joanna alds to see that it
was as well balanced as she had hoped from h&l jnidlgement of
the mare's muscular well-defined chest and shaosild@re and hind
guarters both possessed the soundness and sdiditplerate
punishing use and plenty of jumping without damadesre was no
doubt in Joanna's mind that the mare was exactyhibtrse she
required for Gilcroft.

‘Do you think | could see her being ridden?' slkedsSteve.

He glanced at his watch before answering.



'Let's see the ponies led out first. Then it wdltme for lunch and we
can ask Alan if we can ride this afternoon.'

Both ponies were sized up in the same way as Bdmemss. There
was little to choose between them, but in the evahda chose the
slimmer of the two, a dark brown one called Cindy.

‘How much do you think Mr Drummond will want for Boie Lass?'
she asked Steve as they walked towards the farrahous

‘About two hundred pounds, | should think.'

'It's going to be difficult to choose then betwdssr and Cindy,
because I've only two hundred pounds saved uhaaeans only
one horse .... and | need both badly," sighed Joanna.

'I've an idea,' said Steve slowly. 'l think | coplersuade Jackie to buy
the pony for Karen. She could board it at Gilcr&. | suggest that
you buy Bonnie Lass as being a better investmengda. Anyway,
think about it while we're having lunch.'

Lunch turned out to be a substantial meal of riaasb, new potatoes,
green peas and mint sauce, all produced by the fatlowed by a
home-made blackcurrant pie topped with fresh credithe time
Alan, whom Joanna had thought would be a reticeart from his
appearance, talked, holding forth about the mastimedevelopments
in farming, the latest fat- stock prices, the readétation he was
carrying out on his land, the number of lambs liski had produced
that spring and which farm was up for sale. Andv&teas a good
listener, putting in the right word of commiseratioere or asking a
brief but pertinent question there.

In fact, thought Joanna, as she scooped up thefilabe delicious
blackcurrant pie, she was learning a great dealitaBteve Millar
today. He was a more complex person than she tsa@dipposed and
beneath thehardness there were unplumbed depthéioted at by



his cynical remarks regarding women and his obvsiuserity when
talking about true friends. She guessed that Alaminond was one
of those true friends.

'So ye've decided on Bonnie Lass, have ye?' bodkteed and she
started guiltily as she realised he was repeahiagjtiestion. She met
Steve's amused glance across the table.

'Stop dreaming of horses, Joanna,' he mocked, canununicate
with us mere humans!'

'‘Och, the poor lassie, she hasna' had a chaneg ®word with yon
great loon bletherin' away," put in Mrs Drummondhomvas small
and plump with dark hair and black eyes. 'Neithavehl, for that
matter, and I've been dying to ask if it's trud thedy Millar is back
in Lanry.'

Steve's face immediately became a smooth mask.
‘Yes, it's true.'

‘And is she living in yon house, then ?* enquiree inquisitive little
woman.

'‘No. I've let it to an American for a year. He'stér Hilroy. You may
have heard of him.'

'‘Aye, | have. | don't doubt his pockets are weléd.'
‘They are,' agreed Steve.

'‘And you'll be charging him a fine fat rent for tipdace, if ye've any
sense.'



'l am,' said Steve, and looking across at Joannkea, and cleverly
changed the subject by saying, 'Alan says you eae Bonnie Lass
for a hundred and fifty. Will that suit you?'

'Yes. But I'd like to see her ridden.'

'Oh, 'that's easily done,' said Alan. 'Steve halletake her through
her paces for you and over a few jumps. Ye knonafgoung bit of a
lass ye've a good eye for a horse. Bonnie Lass dab-bned,
thoroughbred and Cleveland blood, and you camdch better than
that. You've got a bargain there.'

Watching Steve put Bonnie Lass through her paces, |ldoanna
knew that the farmer had been right and she begavohder how
much Steve had had a hand in the bargain. Darasshi@im if he had
persuaded Alan to reduce his price? But all ideasking him was
forgotten as she watched him put the mare overjthmeps which Joe
had set up. His control of the horse was outstandonsidering he
had never ridden the animal before, and when he updto her she
could not help expressing her admiration.

‘That was wonderful! Why ever did you give up shhamping?'
Grey eyes regarded her narrowly.

‘Maybe | didn't get the right sort of encouragenidrg said almost
flippantly, evasively, so that she felt rebuffedasyg 'It's your turn
now," he added.

He slid to the ground and handed her the reing, stwod back while
she mounted. Although she knew she could not ssrpghe
performance of riding she had just seen, Joannaowdser mettle.
After mounting she let Bonnie Lass stand quiethya@oninute or so to
see how the mare would accept her. Then leaningshes adjusted
the stirrups to suit her own comfort and secufityat done, she asked
the horse to move off at a walk. After a while blaéied it, then urged



it to a trot. After another halt she got it to walgain and then to
canter. Bonnie Lass stopped easily from any gait @sponded
willingly to her requests. When she had testedhihise's sense of
direction and steering ability she decided to Iny jumps and apart
from knocking the pole off the last and highest she managed to
clear them all first time.

'‘Well done,' commented Steve as she halted nearAswlan says,
for a wee bit of a lass ye've a good eye for adn@sd you're not bad
at riding either. Are you satisfied with Bonnie k&5

‘Very much. This has been a wonderful day. Thankfgo bringing
me here," she replied enthusiastically, her eyemkbBpg with
pleasure as she expressed her feelings withouteese

'I've enjoyed it," he replied briefly. 'But | expgayment.'
Her pleasure died at once like a flower witheringler an icy blast.

'‘What do you mean? Did Mr Drummond want more thdmdred
and fifty for Bonnie Lass? Have you planned to gayn the

difference between what | can afford and what sh#yr costs and I'll
have to pay the difference eventually?' she askedwords rushing
out, tumbling over each other.

He frowned and his eyes grew stormy as he tookno#feat her
accusations.

'‘No, nothing like that. There's no such arrangerbhetween Alan and
me. A hundred and fifty is his price and it hashig to do with me.
| wouldn't think of making such an arrangement aaynot even for
you,' he replied forcibly.

The 'not even for you' slipped out unintention&lgcause his frown
became blacker and he caught his lower lip betweeneeth. But
Joanna was so relieved that there was no arrangdratmeen him



and Alan that she missed the implication and cawtty smile
sunnily.

'Oh, I'm so glad. You see, | couldn't have accepteth help, not even
from you.'

And suddenly they were both laughing at themsebed at one
another.

‘Well, now that we've cleared up that little misarstanding | can tell
you how you can repay me for bringing you here yodlguess that
like me you don't like being under an obligationaimyone. Am |
right?' said Steve.

‘That's right.'

‘And that's why you wouldn't accept my offer of @se When we
first met, isn't it?'

‘Yes.'
‘Would you accept now?'
'l don't know." She was wary again.

‘Then let me take you back to Lanry House, showtheuhorse and
make a suggestion. Somehow, this time, | don'kthou'll refuse.'

The drive back to Lanry was even more silent tiendrive out had
been because Steve was no more communicative thawad been
then and because Joanna was content to sit badeo@kadut at the
sundrenched countryside and to dream of the hperst &t Drumlee.
They had been some of the happiest hours she leckegwn and
she found herself regretting that the outing wasoat over. She was
still trying to analyse her feelings to discovee tause of the regret



when the car stopped and she looked up to findwdwyt To her
surprise they were back at Lanry, in front of the @pach-house.

Steve ordered her to get out of the car and t@vohim. Like a
sleep-walker she did as she was told, walking aftebriskly striding
figure through a big white five-barred gate in ade, past white box
stalls to a pasture in which a young horse grakmatea

Steve leaned on the fence of the field and whisdkdlly.
Immediately the horse lifted its head and cameerarg across the
field, moving with easy fluid grace. When it camearer Joanna
could see that it was in fact skinny and awkwankiog.
Remembering Steve's remarks about Minnie, she wasised that
he owned such an ungraceful horse. And yet wheratimal had
cantered towards them it had looked anything bukveavd.

"This is Changeling, so named because | thinkdiresk stole one of
my foals and put this one in its place,' said St8leere was quiet
affection in his voice as he fondled the horse dwahna glanced at
him with new respect. 'As you can see he is veanpbut | think he
has possibilities as a hunter. | would like youake him to Gilcroft
and school him for the Hunter class in the Lightd¢éoShow which
will take place at Lanry Fairground early next nignh about two
weeks' time. If you could do that it would be repaynt for taking
you to Drumlee today. Will you?'

Joanna stared at the horse and them at its owrl@reTwas a
challenging glint in the alert grey eyes and hedaspirit which
refused no challenge connected with a horse reggbinagmediately.

'Yes, I'll ride him for you.' Then she rememberedrjdrie and Bill.
‘But I'll have to ask the Cowans if they agreen® @arrangement,' she
added hesitantly.

The corner of his mouth twisted cynically.



‘You're still suspicious of my intentions, arerou®' he probed.

'l am a little. | can't understand why you wanttmeide one of your
horses.'

He gave her one of his narrow-eyed glances andosdmared for
another rebuff, but instead he shrugged and grinmefdlly,

'l can't understand myself. Maybe it's to try anolve to you that I'm
not always unkind or unpleasant."

Her glance was defensive and his grin widened ratloekingly as
he noticed her distress.

‘Yes, gentle Jo, | don't like having my faults gethout to me any
more than the next person does. But why worry? Maatics got
results.’

Out of a sudden whirling confusion which made hblivious to
everything except the taunting gaze of storm gngseshe spoke
tremulously.

'l wasn't using any tactics. I... ...

She couldn't let him go on believing that she helibdrately accused
him of being unkind and unpleasant in order toggehething from

him. The need to convince him was urgent, but shida't find the

right words. It was unbelievable that she who hateldurt anyone's
feelings had hurt the feelings of this man whomisdthought to be
tough and uncaring.

The right words didn't come. He had turned awaynfieer to caress
the horse again. He gave it a slap on its hindgummnd sent it
cantering away, and beyond his shoulder she sawapproaching.
Now the explanation would never be made and thedbavhich she



had almost breached would be back as insurmountatie as
formidable as ever.

'‘Wondered where you two had gone,' said Tom chigerfiusaw you
arrive. Then you seemed to disappear. Consuelbdwas here since
lunch time, waiting for you, Steve. She sent meaarch of you. She
wouldn't come herself because she wasn't wearengdht shoes for
the stables. Had a good day?'

His bright blue eyes flicked inquisitively from S&s unrevealing
face to Joanna's flushed cheeks and anxious eyes.

‘Yes, thank you,' replied Joanna politely.
'‘Not bad,' said Steve with characteristic indiffere.

'‘When | went up to Gilcroft Marj told me you'd goskopping,’
complained Tom. 'l was hoping you'd be there andlevbe able to
come to lunch and to meet my father.'

'‘No doubt Consuelo was pleased to act as a substdu Joanna,'
remarked Steve dryly.

Tom blinked puzzled innocent eyes and nodded.

'‘As a matter of fact she was. She and Pop hadypiemalk about. He
was in Buenos Aires for a while and they discovehey had mutual
acquaintances out there.'

‘That sounds like a familiar approach. Consuelaiiably knows
someone you've met,’ murmured Steve. 'Perhaps yghtdo go
back and rescue your father from her clutchestolibw when I've
finished talking to Jo.’

Tom's eyes hardened and he made no effort to move.



"You can finish talking to her now. | shan't listdre retorted coolly.
‘Then you can go and rescue Pop if you're so caadabout him. I'd
rather take Jo back to Gilcroft.’

The afternoon sunlight dappled the fields and gtinbn the white
fences. Under the touch of the gentle breeze leavsted and
grasses stirred. Distant cattle lowed and fromrbarby box stalls
came the sound of horses blowing and stamping. SCeme was
peaceful and pleasant, yet the atmosphere arowmrthdcsizzled as
Tom and Steve eyed each other. She stood waitimgglie for an
explosion as she watched them. Then to her surfitisee smiled
slightly and said calmly,

‘All right, if that's the way you want it.' He tued towards her and
added, 'Let me know your decision regarding Changesomehow.'

‘Yes, | will," she answered quickly. 'Tomorrow.'

He walked away in the direction of the house, lega deflated Tom
and a lip-biting, frowning Joanna staring after him

'For one uncomfortable moment | thought he was ggémnhit me,’'
said Tom in an awe-struck voice. 'That's what | salf-control.
What did | say to rile him, though?'

‘You told him what to do and he's used to giving dnders around
here, not taking them," suggested Joanna, althalgh had a
suspicion that the recent battle of wills she hazst yitnessed had
been caused by something more primitive.

‘Yeah, | guess he is. | never thought of thatst pouldn't stand the
thought of having to listen to Consuelo. She malpdsautiful, but she
must be the world's biggest name-dropper. Ther# lbaranyone in
the Diplomatic Corps she hasn't met somewhere, siome She says
she and Steve are going to marry in the fall. ¥eetlian't act exactly
like a man who's head over heels in love, did he?'



'l don't know,' replied Joanna lightly. "You se®glno idea how a
man who is head over heels in love behaves.'

'0.K., you know more about horses,' said Tom wighia. 'Well, let's
make a comparison. How does a stallion behave whén He
stopped, because Joanna had started to laugh.

'Oh, Tom, if I'm an innocent about people you'ramplgreen about
horsesA stallion doesn't fall in love like a man. All ydwave to do is
introduce him to a mare in the spring, and he knaWat to do.’

'Oh." Tom looked rather embarrassed. 'l see. Tihepadson isn't
suitable, then?’'

'‘Not really.'

'‘Have you been with Steve all day?' he asked aext she could see
he was bursting with curiosity and decided to @t exactly where
she had been and what she had been doing. Bynisesihe had
finished they had reached the courtyard in frorthefhouse and Tom
said enthusiastically,

‘Sounds great for Karen ... the horse show, | miéavould give her
something to work for.' He opened the door of lais €ome on, get
in and I'll drive you back to Gilcroft. Or perhageu should see
Jackie first and tell her about the pony?'

'No,' said Joanna firmly. She didn't want to go ithite house and risk
facing Consuelo just then. 'l think it would betbetf Steve told her.’

‘Maybe you're right,' he agreed. 'We had Steve twveatinner last
night. He and Jackie hit it off pretty well. Shet ¢am to open up a
little, but she says he still keeps her guessig {,ou keep me.'’

'l do?' queried Joanna as she sat down besidenftine ired car. She
discovered she was having difficulty in suppressirgqueer and ugly



flicker of emotion and sudden surge of envy of dadlecause the
woman had managed to prise open Steve Millar's-tigim reserve.

'You sure do. We had a friendly evening togethe$aturday and yet
you didn't say one word about planning to go odh\8teve today.'

‘But why should I have told you? It was a busireasangement.'
‘Yeah, like all his meetings with women ... incluglidinner with his

future wife. Business | Bah!" Tom almost snortethwiisgust. 'Some
business!'



CHAPTER THREE

MARJORIE and Bill listened with interest to Joanna's reaitaithe

day's events, and when she had finished talkingrdraained quietly
stupefied for a few minutes. Then Marjorie, always first of the
couple to speak her mind, said in slow awestrunk$p

'You went and asked Steve to help us and he agiedPthought
you didn't like him, that you were afraid of him.'

'l had to consult someone, and you and Bill welei#ning to me.
He seemed the obvious person, besides being thheshead also
remotely related to you,' explained Joanna anxyotidiarj, you don't
mind me asking him, do you?'

'l suppose there's no point in me minding now.dose. | think it's
amazing that you managed to persuade him to hdiat ivie did you
use, Jo?'

'l didn't use any line, as you call it,’ repliedadoa huffily,

remembering Steve's cynical reference to her ®&ctigst went and
told him what | wanted and he offered to take me Alan

Drummond's farm.’

Bill nodded as he finished lighting his pipe.

'‘Whether you like it referred to as a line or ribgt was the right one
to take, Jo,' he said seriously. 'lt gave him ghgootunity to make an
honest refusal if he'd wanted to. But I'm not suhether Marj and |

can allow you to spend your savings in our inteM&&'ll have to buy

Bonnie Lass from you.'

‘Now don't go all proud on me, Bill. The horse ime I've always
wanted to own one anyway, and Bonnie Lass will slovall as any
other. While she's boarded here she can be ridglanyone wanting



to ride, and if we have a successful summer youthbark about
buying her then.’

She went on to tell them about Steve's suggestmecearning the
pony for Karen Carson and about his wish to enter@eling in the
Hunter class at the local horse show with hersdilfig.

'l said I'd do it only if you both agreed,' sheighmed.

'‘Why shouldn't we agree?' asked Marjorie, her breyes dancing
with excitement.

'It means that Changeling would be stabled herd, athough |
suppose a certain amount of credit might refleddaroft because |
would be riding him and | work here, he would be¢eeed under
Steve's name.'

'It's not so much whether we agree but whetherwaot to ride this
horse for Millar,' put in Bill. "You're uncertaiaren't you? That's why
you told him you'd consult us first.’

‘Yes,' admitted Joanna. 'l want to ride the hoitsea challenging
proposition, but | can't fathom why he's asked memhe could ride
it so much better himself.'

'l can't fathom any of it. He helps you to find @¢e today, then he
asks you to ride one of his in a show," said Ma&joHer eyes
narrowed and a mischievous gleam lit them as sltkest Joanna's
face. 'Unless— unless—oh, it's too fanciful for d&it She went off
into peals of laughter.

'‘What's too fanciful?' demanded her exasperatetldmas ‘Marj, if
you laugh like that you'll make the baby come.’

Sobered by this old wives' tale, Marjorie gulpedd astopped
laughing.



'It's too fanciful to believe that Steve has asBedo ride for him
because he's fallen for her. No, | expect his re&swvery practical if
| know anything about him. He's seen Jo ride, lengithe horse has
potential and he thinks she can show it to advantadge class in
which he wants her to show happens to have a treglard, the
Millar trophy, presented some years ago by Sir i@mmemory of
his first wife. Maybe Steve doesn't want to comgdeteit himself.
Entirely sensible. So why don't we fall in with Isisggestion? If you
and Changeling are successful it will bring usegdit. Do it, Jo. I've
a feeling it's right for you.'

'‘Och, you'll be claiming you've second sight nexgcked Bill with
an affectionate grin. 'But | agree, if you wantitte the horse, Jo, you
ride it. As for Mrs Carson boarding a pony here'livibe glad to do
that, although with extra horses it will mean alf stalls will be full.
You know, the boarding of horses for owners istvad idea. Maybe
we should soon start thinking about building ano#table.’

The rest of the evening passed in making more gdlanthe future.
Next week the first group of youngsters would bevarg to stay for
a week of riding. The bunks in which they wouldegiavere all ready
and a good stock of food had been laid in. Wendiekliwho had
now left school, had agreed to come and help vightéaching and
the supervising of the children and Bill's youngister, who was on
holiday from college, had promised to give Marjdnelp with the
cooking.

When they realised how full the schedule was gtorige for the next
few weeks Marjorie and Bill were concerned aboa #&mount of
time Joanna would have to school Changeling andcéaching
Karen for the show, should she get her pony.

'l can ride Changeling in the early morning, anadfacan have ah
extra lesson in the afternoon,' said Joanna calilyght schedule



never worried her. The more work she had to ddppier she was
as long as it was with horses.

Later, in the quietness of her small bedroom béniket eaves of the
old farmhouse, she leaned at the open dormer wiradwwvatched
late June sunset. She could see straight dowrméuewhich went to
Lanry, and the broad acres of the Lanry estateoBa&yhe massed
dark foliage of trees she could just see the daskepes of the
chimneys of Lanry House.

Tomorrow she would tell Steve that she could rigehorse in the
local show. The mere thought of telling him, of mgpito see him in
his office in the old coachhouse, made her quiv#r apprehension.
Why should she be afraid of meeting him again ditaring spent
such a pleasant day with him at Drumlee? Why wagsing hot and
cold just thinking about what she would say to him?

The sun went at last, but light lingered in the,gjolden-green being
inexorably eaten up by slate grey cloud spreadiog fthe south.
Gradually the golden glow faded to pearl grey whwhs soon

swallowed by the encroaching jaws of darkness. Memakened

bats flew by the window in swooping flight, and @anl which was

hidden among the elms around the house hootedwdyis

But still Joanna leaned against the window franes,dyes blind to
the sights and her ears deaf to the sounds of #rkenling

countryside. For she was looking inwardly at héraed listening to
the new and strange thoughts. No matter how sbe tioi divert them
her thoughts kept reverting to Steve Millar. Evemyg about him had
touched her sensitivity and she knew that there deasger in this
terrible quivering awareness of another person@ds@and opinions,
to say nothing of his physical appearance, pagrbuif that person
happened to be a man who possessed not obvioastotdiarm but
an aloof, leave-me-alone manner which had its aivaction.



The best way to smother the awareness would beayoasvay from

all contact with him. Having made that decision f&lemore at peace
with herself and she drew the curtains and prepardaed where she
slept soundly and deeply until morning. As usua slas up early,
and when she had done her stable chores and teadheatbreakfast
she looked up the phone number of the Lanry esféite and was

soon listening to the ringing tone at the other ehthe line.

The voice which answered her call was gruff andd#uck Scottish

accent and she recognised it as the voice ofttleeriian whom Steve
had called Johnnie. He informed her curtly thatNWlitar was away

for the day, so she asked him to tell Steve thaigbuld be willing to

ride Changeling in the local horse show and he medito pass on
the message.

She did it all in a cool businesslike manner, dwebis only when she
replaced the receiver that disappointment hit h®8he was

disappointed because Steve had not answered thme pAfier the

decision she had made the previous night this wdsnyg less than a
betrayal of herself. Impatient with her suddeniyntcary emotions,
she stalked out of the house into the farmyarderdehed to work

hard all day as an antidote to such foolish behavids she closed
the kitchen door behind her she was pleased td @eearrive in his

red car.

'l bring you a reprieve," he called out cheerfuljto Karen this
morning. How about giving me a lesson instead?"

'Is she ill?

'‘Not Karen. As you so wisely guessed, it neededeSie handle the
business of a pony for Karen. She and Jackie hawe gith him this
morning to see those ponies you and he lookedséergkay, and now,
far from being hebete noir,he's her hero. They went in the statio
wagon and Jackie took a huge picnic hamper fufjamdies plus a



bottle of wine. | tell you she's bent on makingay of it with Lord
Muck, as Marjorie so kindly calls him. And who dalame her? She
hasn't had much fun lately. But | have to hand ithiat guy when it
comes to mixing business with pleasure.’

The ugly little flicker which she had experiencée@ tprevious day
when Tom had mentioned that Steve had opened upldckie
occurred again. Surely it couldn't be jealousy?r&lveas no earthly
reason why she should be jealous of Jackie Ca&wabrushed the
thought aside impatiently.

'I'm afraid we still haven't a horse for you toejdot until Bonnie
Lass arrives,' she told Tom.

‘Too bad. But that reminds me, Steve said to tellthat he'd arrange
for the moving of Bonnie Lass and the pony today also I've to

ask you if you've made up your mind about riding Ihorse in the
show. Have you?'

'I've just rung up to tell him. | left a messagéhahat little man called
Johnnie.'

‘Johnnie Leggat? Say, he's a character. He udetldagockey, and he
has a load of stories to tell. He should write albdle was hurt badly
when riding one of Sir Henry's horses in a racevaasigiven a job in
the stables by Steve, and has been the right-hard there ever
since. What are we going to do with this free hafuyours, Jo?'

‘You can do what you like, but I'm going to work, droom Rebel
because Karen isn't here,' retorted Joanna, andhethroff in the
direction of the stables.

Tom hung around all day, getting himself invitedunch and then to
tea. In the evening he took Joanna for a drivecatbe coast as far
north as Gourock where he had been invited toatdalie yacht club
to meet some new sailing friends he had made. Wieetook her



back to Gilcroft he stayed to gossip with the Cosvagain, until a dry
remark from a twinkling- eyed Marjorie that the h8sme he came he
should bring his sleeping bag and a toothbrush ntade grin
ruefully and depart.

Next morning he was there again soon after bregkdasompanied
by Jackie and Karen. The girl was in a state ohigegcitement about
the pony her mother had bought the previous day.

‘She's the cutest thing,' she carolled. 'Her na@iedy. | can hardly
believe she's mine! *

'‘When will she be coming to Gilcroft?' asked Bill.

‘Today, with Bonnie Lass,"' said Jackie. 'Jo, | jagé your horse. We
had a wonderful day with Steve. After we'd seenpibieies we went
and picnicked on the moors and drove home a diffesay. Now |
feel as if I've really seen something of the oldttnd that I've read
about.'

Jackie looked happy and relaxed for the first tsmee Joanna had
met her and again she had to douse the ugly flokgralousy.

‘The other horse is coming today too. Very sooraat," said Tom.
‘Johnnie is bringing it. Says he wants to have alwath you. "l want
to gie' the lassie a few wee hints about the divjjuoted Tom,
making them all laugh with his wicked mimicry.

Feeling a contrary mixture of relief and disappaiaent that Steve
wasn't bringing the gelding himself, Joanna tookekaoff to the
stables to tack up Rebel for the last lesson thevguld have on the
pony. As if sensing that she was to be discardéaviour of another
pony the rebellious animal behaved abominably, imgckuriously

when Karen wanted her to change gait or just stuthpoefusing to

move. In the end Joanna gave in and ordered theogdismount



while she gave the pony a tongue-lashing and smdaitk&€hen she
led it back to its stable where Karen unsaddled it.

They had just finished putting away the tack whehoase-box,
driven by Johnnie, trundled into the yard. The @skgy clambered
down awkwardly from the cab and touched his cajpanna.

'‘Are ye the lassie who's goin' to ride this divile' asked. 'Haven't |
seen ye somewhere before?'

'Yes. At Lanry House.'

'‘Aye, | thought so. The boss says | was to brirgibrse over meself.
He couldna’' come. He says ye've to ride the dngl inorning while

I'm here to watch ye and | can gie' ye a few wafdsdvice. And he
wants me to come back every day this week to s@enye it. Where

he thinks I'm goin' to find the time, | canna tdéyt | suppose I'd
better do as he says. He's the boss and shouldwhathe's doin' by
now. Although | sometimes have me doubts, askiagea bit lassie
like yerself to ride this one.’

From his grudging critical attitude Joanna guesksatishe was going
to have a hard time convincing this expert thatchdd ride.

Changeling didn't like being taken out of the horae because he
had to come out backwards. However, a few choicedsvérom
Johnnie and a push on its chest and the horsestafféng down the
ramp to stand in front of the assembled people.

'What a funny-looking horse!'" exclaimed Marjori€ancy Steve
owning one like that!

'‘Ay, he's not the most handsome of beasts, butgeld see the divil
jump,' said Johnnie. 'Now if ye'll show me wheréshe be stabled
we'll take him over and saddle him and ye can take round the
paddock.'



‘Do you think it's safe for Jo to ride him?' puffiom rather anxiously.
'l mean, isn't he a bit wild?'

'‘Och, he's no wild, just a mite independent and pdrticular about
people, ye might say. That's why I'm to stay, te gehe'll let the
lassie near him. The boss says he will, and heldtkmow. He's a bit
particular about people himself.’

‘And that's saying a heap,' muttered Tom in Joared..

When Changeling was saddled Johnnie stood by theelsohead
while Joanna mounted, and as she adjusted thepskathers he said
quietly,

‘A wee word of warnin', lassie. He might try tolddge ye. He drops
his shoulder and arches his back, so keep yourapas'

But the gelding behaved perfectly once Joanna \we#ted in the
saddle, and he responded to every instruction pilgntpotting and
cantering to order, then jumping over the few lawdbes which Bill
had erected hastily, as if they were ant-hills.

'‘How well Steve named him,' remarked Marjorie wlieanna reined
in beside the group leaning over the paddock réis. changes
completely when he starts to move. Who'd have thbhg'd be so
graceful and amenable?’

As if to give the lie to her words the gelding sedly dropped one
shoulder and arched its back, and Joanna, who dladed in the
saddle, was jolted from its back to the ground, mhghe lay and
blinked in surprise at the horse who nosed at haouasly.

'‘Oh, you little devil,’ she laughed. 'How dare yolhd with one
quick lithe movement she twisted to her feet anginded back into
the saddle.



‘That's the way, lass. Show him ye're no afraad gohnnie, a note
of new respect in his gruff voice. 'Take him rowmite more and then
well put him back in the stable.'

After the ride was over and she was alone in thblstwith Johnnie
she asked him, 'Will I do to ride Changeling?' avaited anxiously
for his reply.

‘Aye, ye'll do,' the man conceded. 'But I'm wary@'he has a few
more tricks. I'll come again tomorrow. What's tlesttime?'

'l thought I'd ride him in the early morning.’
‘That's fine. I'll be here at seven.'
'Did you train him?"'

'‘Och, no. Me ridin' days are over because of melégdThe boss
trained him himself, in his spare time, ye might.sa

'‘Why doesn't he hunt him, or ride him in the show?"

'He hasna' hunted nor ridden in a show for yeaags §e's no interest
any more. Too interested in makin' money, if ye gk He tells me
ye're Charlie Frost's daughter.'

‘Yes. Did you know him?"'

'‘No. | always rode National Hunt meself. But I'veahd of him. He
was a great jockey. I'll see ye tomorrow morninthlass. And if
ye've any problems with this divil here between raovd then, just
gie' me a tinkle on the phone.’

There was no need for Joanna to give Johnnie &etials he had
called it, because Changeling settled down in thbkls surprisingly
well. Altogether it was a busy day because thene g other two



horses to settle in as well, and Joanna was glahwhe was at last
able to relax in a hot bath before going to bed.

Next day she was up at six to join Bill and Arcimi¢he stable. Firstly
they fed the horses, then they cleaned out this,stamoving all the
wet soiled straw and manure and sweeping the Wiabra stiff brush
dipped in disinfectant before spreading clean stvaw.

Once the mucking out was done Joanna groomed Clivagngalking
to him all the time as she removed the rugs frosrblaick and started
on the offside of his quarters and working the vimy coat lay.
Changeling obviously loved being groomed, becauseyenow and
then he would turn to glance at her, his eyes ¢laBed with drowsy
contentment. Having used the dandy brush, and Wwatshes on his
head, neck and shoulders, legs and midriff, she sipenged out his
eyes and nostrils. Tying him up on a fairly tigham, she used the
flat body brush and curry comb and went over that cagain
thoroughly, scraping off the scurf collected frone tcoat with the
brush on to the comb. When she had finished théirggs brown
body was glossy, but she went over it once agaim avrubbing cloth
to put a finishing sheen on his coat.

Then she stood back to admire him.

'‘Not even your owner could do any better than tfwat you,
Changeling,’ she murmured, and the horse noddetk tasg if he
agreed. Finally she inspected his feet to make thiaye were clean,
teasing any dirt out with a hoof pick and polishthg hoof with oil.
After loosening the chain she went to look at Benlmass and to do
exactly the same for her.

The grooming over Joanna glanced at her watchastalmost seven
o'clock. There was just time for her to change teefmhnnie arrived.
She dashed into the house and emerged ten miaigespruce and
clean in fawn breeches, shiny black boots, whiig, dtveed hacking



jacket and black velvet riding hat. When Johnnrevad and looked
her over critically she felt glad that she had mtaeeffort to wear
the correct clothing because she could see he agbrof her
businesslike appearance.

By the end of the week she had learned not onlyta®Bbangeling but
also about Johnnie, who turned out to be an inataalker. She was
soon agreeing with Tom that the little man showadenwritten a book
about his experiences as a steeplechase jockey.

She also learned more about his boss. That he trehed to Steve
there was no doubt, but his attachment did not niakeany less
critical about the younger man's behaviour and efdife.

One day after Changeling had performed exceptipmadll Johnnie
admitted in his usual grudging fashion that it ywassible that with
Joanna on its back the horse might win the Milleophy.

'‘Aye, and it's near enough to eleven years sinat fthe piece of
silver sat in its place in the library at Lanry Ke.l he observed. 'That
was the last, time the boss rode successfullyerLimry Show. He
took part once or twice afterwards, ye ken, budidea' have the time
to practise, so he dropped out of the show jumpiigch was a pity,
because he was well on his way to achieving theitamnthe'd had
since he was a boy.'

'What was that?' asked Joanna.

‘To follow in his mother's footsteps and represeist country in
international show jumping.’

'‘But why did he give up?'

In a way ye can blame Sir Henry for that. He we
lll—thrombosis—and it made him very touchy. He sted that Steve
stay, at home and take over the running of theyastate since he'd



be inheritin' it one day. After a bit of a shindgcause ye'll guess no
one makes Steve Millar alter course willingly, thess gave in. He
buckled to and began to learn the business whidhblean keepin'
him in comfort all his year, ye might say. But ieamt givin' up his
ambition. He was at Sir Henry's beck and call &he idared to cross
the old man the thrombosis took a turn for the @ps® he learned to
keep quiet. Aye, it was a difficult time, and hdrth' have a chance to
attend the right horse shows to qualify for intéioraal competition.'

'‘Couldn’t he have tried again when Sir Henry'sthaaiproved?'

‘Well now, by then he'd changed his ideas. He'dimednterested in
breedin' for racin'. He worked hard at it and hgaveto be lucky with

the horses. There's nothin' like a winnin' streakdok a man for ever
when it comes to horse-racin', whether he's an gvanérainer, a

jockey or the man-in-the street havin' a bet. Biatrall the hard work
he'd put in to the estate as well, it came asaldow to him when Sir
Henry marri&l again, especially when he'd fancida tlass for

himself. For all that he should never have contihi@eassociate with
her after the marriage.'

'Did he fancy her?'

'‘Och» aye.. And when Sir Henry was laid low aftaotaer heart
attack they were as thick as thieves, the paih@ft Then when the
old man got wind of what was goin' on and objectkd,boss blew
up. I reckon he should have held his tongue anelddnis time instead
of behavin' the way he did. That was no way tottiEnry Millar, as

| could have told him. Ye had to walk canny withride'

'‘Why was that?' asked Joanna, who was beginningictore Sir
Henry as a tyrant who had used his own ill- hettthwart his son's
ambitions.



'If he'd thought you'd done somethin' against htsrests he'd say
nothin’, just wait until he could get his own bagk ye. Ye can
imagine the blow to his pride when his young wigemed to prefer
his son's company to his. Make no mistake abouiass, they're a
proud lot, the Millars.'

'So you think that he got his own back by leavith¢he money to his
wife and none to his son?"

‘Maybe, maybe. She's a canny one and maybe wasthara match
for Henry. Aye, there was more to that little agament than meets
the eye, I'm thinkin'. Anyway, it won't be long bef the boss marries
her and she'll be back at Lanry House rulin' theestd

‘And will that be a good thing?'
'For him or for her?' asked Johnnie, giving henr@wd glance.

'For both of them, of course,' answered Joannadualyr She didn't
want him to think she was only interested in Steve.

‘Well, now, it'll bring the money back into the faynye might say.'
'‘But what about their feelings? Don't they matter?'

'‘Och, ye're a sensitive lass, and that's why geoal with the horses.
Now, yon Lady Millar hasna any feelin's exceptterself. And the
boss has learned to put feelin' aside. He's pathhoow, so they
should do very well together.'

Past hurting. Without heart, had been her own waigestimation of
Steve. But perhaps Johnnie's description was namrecat. Hurt by
his father's marriage to Consuelo who, as Johnate dut it, 'he'd
fancied for himself', Steve had learned that theas no point in
getting upset and hurt, in the same way that slieléarned that



loving a person too much, as she had loved heerfatheant getting
hurt. His experience would account for his attittmléfe now.

As for Consuelo, who accordingJohnnie was concerned only abol
herself, the latest news of her was that she wastantly at Lanry
House visiting Steve, calling on Jackie, playingnis with Foster
Hilroy, arranging social evenings for the Americaasd generally
behaving as if she was still mistress of the house.

Although Joanna did her best to dismiss Steve tnemmind again
after the talk with Johnnie, telling herself that Huture with

Consuelo was no concern of hers, she was bothgredstrangely
intense feeling of regret which would attack hetemafriding

Changeling. Then she found herself wishing wholekdly that the
horse's owner was present to see his horse periiognso well. She
managed to convince herself that this . feelingpuasly on behalf of
the horse, and so escaped attributing it to anygdan her own
attitude to Steve. Yet she kept hoping that onenmgrhe would
come to lean over the paddock rails and watch ¢gingehjumping.

But he did not come. Presumably he was satisfigtd dohnnie's
reports on Changeling's progress, because thefdag show arrived
without him having been once to Gilcroft and withdim having

contacted Joanna at all, which was really the Weeyvganted it, she
told herself—although he might have shown morereg#ein the

horse.

‘Anyone else but you would have taken umbrage aludhim what

he could do with his horse,"' grumbled Marjorie lo@ mmorning of the
show as they unloaded the horses at Lanry fairgtoAiready the

day was warm, and Joanna was glad to see thatpée stalls

assigned to Gilcroft were situated under the slohdegroup of trees
in a corner of the field.



When she did not answer Marjorie, her friend cargohto grumble
about Steve.

‘It wouldn't have hurt him to have come yesterdaynake sure all
was in order. He needn't have been afraid I'd kelken advantage of
our distant relationship," she said huffily.

'Oh, what does it matter?' said Joanna. 'l domitirhim not coming.
Johnnie has been nearly every day to check ondhseland me. |
don't suppose Steve has the time to come.'

‘Too busy looking after his interests, making saoeneone else
doesn't marry Consuelo, | expect. From all accowghis's very
friendly with Tom's father. Perhaps she prefers mvéio are older
than herself.'

‘It isn't really any of our business, is it?' sdmkhnna quietly but
pointedly.

Marjorie grinned and patted Joanna's arm affecteyna
‘All right, I'll say no more. But | can't help bgimnxious about you.'
'‘Why ? I'm fine. There's nothing for you to be aus about.'

'l think otherwise. Here you are riding a, horsedanan you hardly
know, and whom you dislike. He hasn't shown angregt in the
horse or the show since he asked you to ride for &ind yet you can't
bear to hear anyone criticise him. That makes m&as, Jo.'

She gave Joanna's arm another friendly pat ancedaway to speak
to Bill.

Joanna sighed. Marjorie had just expressed hertbaughts on the
matter. Why was she riding a horse for a man wlemnsel to have
lost all interest in it? Why was she so quick tdedd Steve? She



hesitated to delve too deeply for the answer tagnestions, but she
was disturbed because Marjorie had noticed andqwastioning too.

A shout from Bill roused her and she went over étpthim back
Bonnie Lass out of the horse-van, and after thairss too caught up
In the excitement and bustle of preparing for thevsto have any
time for introspection.

Lanry fairground was situated on the outskirtsh&f little town and
for this day was given over entirely to the horskag community of
the district for the Summer Horse Schooling Shole Big field was
bordered on one side by a narrow river edged witlows and

alders. A long line of Lombardy poplars whose daiteaves
shimmered in the breeze marked another boundarnaahad was
bordered by a hawthorn hedge which was overgrowwilt/roses
and brambles. The field was separated from thelvgadwhite fence.

In the centre of the field was the show ring alsodered by white

fences and to one side of it was the collecting vitmere competitors
would wait their turns to show. Outside the whiades there were
small wooden stands on which spectators coulcusd,in the midst
of them was a wooden platform on which an engimeex rigging up

a sound system over which the events could be aiweou

As nine o'clock approached the stalls near the glohtrees began to
fill with horses as more horse-vans arrived fromouss stables and
farms. Near the row of poplars a line of cars apgbparked there by
spectators and competitors. The place seemed dodyeun by girls

of all ages and sizes dressed in fawn breechesg whirts or stocks,
and black or tweed hacking jackets. There were raban of boys

dressed similarly, but they were outhnumbered bygirs by about

four to one. Joanna was pleased to see that theme some older
riders among the crowd and she began to look fahw@competing

against them.



Karen arrived in a good humour, accompanied by Twing, said that
Jackie would come later with his father in timesée Karen show in
her first class, which would be Junior Equitatidoanna thought that
Cindy might get a place in the event, but knew thatcompetition
was keen because there were several entries framntore
established riding schools.

When the time came for Karen and Cindy to enteritigg however,
both girl and pony looked confident Karen's bloha@& was tucked
neatly under her black cap, her back was straigghter chin was up.
Cindy's coat shone glossily and she moved gragednkl obediently
in response to Karen's instructions.

There were sixteen competitors and they had to sit@wvalk, a trot
and a canter, both ways of the ring. After circlthg ring twice, half

of them were called into the middle of the ringstand while the

other half circled the ring again. Then the judgkec! the numbers of
two who were going round and asked them to joingitmeip in the

middle. The rest were asked very politely to letineering and knew
that they had not qualified. The remainder paraaeshd the ring

once more, walking and trotting, and gradually thenber was

reduced to five. To Joanna's delight Karen and Yoimele among the
five, and were eventually chosen as second andveste blue

rosette which was pinned by the judge on Cindytiidar

'‘Good for you, Jo,"' said Tom, as he walked with tteemeet the
triumphant girl.

‘Nothing to do with me. Cindy is a good pony andd{és a natural
rider.’

‘Maybe, but without your encouragement she'd nease done it.
What's next for Gilcroft?'



'‘Open Pair. Wendy is riding Crackerjack and I'nngdBonnie Lass.
We'll be judged as a pair with fifty per cent ofiqgs for suitability

and similarity and the other fifty per cent for fmemance. We don't
stand much of a chance, but it will be fun and gerperience for
Wendy as well as for the horses. After that Kaeimione of the
gymkhana events.'

As she had foretold, she and Wendy had no succebe Open Pair
because there were other pairs much more alikppeaance than
Crackerjack and Bonnie Lass. After that there wemyeral

gymkhana events including a sack race and an dbste, but the
one which was of most interest to the Gilcroft cdomas the game of
musical hats for riders of fourteen years and unidewhich Karen

was taking part. All the hats of the contestantsewsaced in the
centre of the ring except one. Then music was deaby a pipe and
the riders rode round the ring. When the pipes mdpthe

participants hurled themselves off their horses drabging the

animals after them made for the nearest hat. Tee who did not get
a hat had to withdraw.

Karen threw herself heart and soul into this gantkveas only beaten
by one of the two boys who were taking part in it.

‘You'd have won if you hadn't been so complacenti¢ised Tom as
the girl rode into the stalls and dismounted fraanony. "You didn't
look where the last hat was lying. He did. He lapse to it and when
the music stopped he was practically on top dutt you had to run
from the other side of the ring."'

She made a face at him and retorted pugnaciously,
''d like to see you do better!

‘Never mind, Karen, you did very well to get anaoteecond," said
Joanna placatingly, not wanting her pupil upsés time for lunch



now, and then you must get ready for the JuniorkiigrPony class.
| believe your grandfather and your mother are heye and are
waiting for you by the refreshment tent, so yoledtdr go and join
them.'

Karen needed no second bidding and went off ob#diefiom
glanced quizzically at Joanna.

'‘She does as you tell her every time. How do yooaga it?'

'l don't antagonise her.'

‘Coming for lunch?'

'‘No, thanks. I'm staying here with the horses. $ome sandwiches.'

'‘Oh, come on, Jo, surely you can can take somedif@and relax, he
wheedled.

' am relaxed.'

'‘Don't | know it," he replied rather sharply. 'l meter if I'll ever see
you worked up and tense about something. Jackedasle to invite
you to join us for lunch. Pop's here, and Consaeld a few other
friends.'

'| appreciate the invitation, but | should realigyshere in case one of
our competitors needs help. I'll see you aftersti@wv, Tom.'

'0O.K.," he said resignedly. 'How long do we havevsit to see you
perform on Changeling?'

‘The next to last class, Working Hunter, whichliguanping. I'll be
riding Bonnie Lass in the class before that, whecRleasure Hack.
Wendy and Crackerjack will be in that too.'



‘Then I'll come and see you between classes td lgoasmorale.' He
went off and Joanna went to eat her sandwiches ®ithand
Marjorie sitting on the grass under the shade etrbes where some
horses were tethered. The shade was welcome beesdsanna had
expected the day had grown quite warm.

After lunch Karen returned to the stall and mouni@indy took the
pony for practice jumps over a hurdle which hadnbset up to one
side of the collecting ring so that the little pomguld be warmed up
and ready to go when the time came for it to etfeishow ring. The
class was to be judged on performance, mannersbgily and
hunting soundness and the competitors were expé&zteldar a few
jumps not exceeding two feet in height. Cindy bethiseautifully
and was the only pony to clear the jumps withotisal, and so
received the coveted red rosette.

From then on it was difficult to control the fevafrexcitement in the
Gilcroft stalls. Jackie came round with her fatheertall handsome
man with greying hair and twinkling blue eyes, amds closely
followed by Consuelo, attractively dressed in avBoed summer
dress with a low neckline, big puffed sleeves awdde- brimmed
sun hat to match. She smiled graciously if disyesitlJoanna and said
how much she was enjoying the show. Then she gavefuil
attention to Foster Hilroy.

With all the extra people gathered round the stalsl all the
conversation Joanna and Wendy found it difficulyéd mounted for
the Pleasure Hack class, and they were late egténa collecting
ring. But as Joanna had hoped, Bonnie Lass behavaeccably,
showing that she was the ideal horse for pleasdiregr and so won
another red rosette for Gilcroft Riding School.

Then came the Green Working Pony Hunter class inhwKaren and
Cindy won third place, followed by the Working HantHack class
in which Bonnie Lass and Joanna achieved a fouaitepWhen that



class was over Joanna did not have much time torréd the stalls,
take the saddle off Bonnie Lass and put it on Cakmg. She knew
that the contingent from Gilcroft were too busykiiad) over the

successes to hurry back to help her, so she wasanitly surprised to
see Johnnie waiting beside Changeling.

'Ye're doin' well, lass,' he complimented her adéfly removed the
saddle from one horse and heaved it on to the .other

'‘And look as cool as a cucumber,’ observed Toniviagr at that
moment as he had promised. He gave her. a hantdaithe saddle.
She inspected the stirrup leathers and then sdtedeet in the
stirrups. For the first time that day she felt mrs. It had been easy
to keep cool watching Karen and Wendy perform beeahe had not
expected too much from either of them. It had kesssy to keep cool
when riding Bonnie Lass because she had been emnftde horse
would do its best and would achieve some success.

But this was Steve's horse and she wanted deslyax@atein, so she
was nervous. She pulled her hat on more securalghbd minute
flecks of straw from her jacket and fiddled withr imimber card.

'l take back what | said,’ murmured Tom. 'Yare nervous.' She
nodded reluctantly and his eyes narrowed specelgtii wonder
why?' he asked.

Aware that his gaze was far too shrewd and pem&jaghe glanced
around. They had left the stalls and were approgctiie collecting
ring. Now that the show was in full swing there wvarowds of
people lining the rails enjoying the Sunday aftemmcsunshine.
Johnnie had disappeared. There was no one familgght. No sign
of a man with reddish brown hair, an aristocraticenand straight
proud shoulders.



'He's not here.' Tom's usually drawling voice waerg again, almost
vicious, and it brought her gaze back to him. Tkeression in his
eyes was strange.

'Who isn't?' she asked, trying to be casual.

‘Steve Millar. So you can stop looking. You'd h&lveught the guy
would have come to see his own horse compete, woylou? But |
guess he doesn't care enough one way or the bihenms or loses.
There isn't any big money in this sort of show. E&kou wonder
why he bothered to enter it, doesn't it?'

She said nothing, although she wondered vaguely Wiy was
being so sarcastic about Steve. She told hersditintt really matter
if Steve wasn't there. She didn't want to see haniqularly. Yet at
the back of her mind disappointment on Changelibghsalf niggled
persistently.

She patted the gelding's neck and said,

‘Shall we go, boy?' and turning to look at Tom sheled and said,
'I'll see you later.’

As she rode at a gentle lope towards the practicéldrshe strove to
empty her mind. It was no use allowing Tom's steabghaviour to
upset her now. She would think about it later. Nsihe must be cool
and think only of the test to come. She put Changebver the

practice jump a few times, then went to the colhgcting to survey

the course and to watch the other competitors whcewywumping

before her.

The whole idea of the event was to show rider amén working
together, keeping an even pace between each juchplearing the
jumps without knocking any part of them down. Thistfcompetitor
entered the collecting ring and approached thejtirap, which was
a brush, representing a field hedge. From therecthese went



straight to a post and rails, then turned in a wig®e to approach the
parallel bars. Then it struck in a diagonal linatgate. From the gate
the horse and rider had to turn back sharply tgpj@anbank of hay
bales topped by a rail and then make another veidete to jump in
quick succession over a chicken coop, which walyradriangular
box, and the triple bars.

The first competitor knocked one of the triple bdmsvn and the
usual sharp crescendoing 'Oh!" went up from th&dravhich was
drawn out into a groan as the disturbed horse kesbekbrick out of
the wall which was the last jump.

As the desultory clapping of the spectators shothied respect but
not their enthusiasm for the first horse and rittEmnna decided that
the only jump which might give Changeling troublasithe bank and
rail because he hadn't seen it before, and tutmimgaway from the
rails she trotted him round the collecting ringhwéiome of the other
contestants to give him some preliminary exercise.

At last her turn came and she rode into the riaguely conscious of
the announcer's voice giving the name of the hamskits owner and
her own name being drowned in the buzz of conversathich the
announcement of Steve's name caused.

Then Changeling was moving forward with that lovidlyd action.

The brush jump loomed, Joanna pressed with hesk@@angeling's
front legs came up and he went forward, and handlohis neck she
moved forward with him and together they clearednidl went at a
steady pace towards the next jump. Over they wamhing

immediately but without haste into the shallow @&yrelearing the
parallel bars without mishap, taking the gate gasiirning sharply
and keeping going, still with that steady pace tasahe unknown
guantity, the bale and rails. She noticed the ggldiears prick
forward as it sensed the strangeness of the jundpwanspered



encouragingly, 'Keep going, 'boy. Don't stop nove ¥¥n do it!" And
they did.

With a stupendous feeling of relief Joanna turiedhorse to the two
jumps which were close together, and Changelingj, sebooled to
take such jumps, never once altering his steadg,p@ok them
easily, the first competitor to do so without migts® that the crowd
clapped encouragingly becoming silent for the daxst most difficult
jump, the wall.

The applause as the gelding cleared the wall witkoocking it was
loud and there were a few cheers which Joanna gdiegsre from
her friends. Pleased with the horse, she pattedkuis as they left the
show ring and went to wait until the remaining cetmors had been
round the course.

When all was over the choice for first place lay®en Changeling
and a lovely bay horse which had also achievedear cound. The
bay's rider was also feminine, an older woman whe thie owner of
a very superior riding school and who had won tophy the
previous year.

For a short time the atmosphere was tense in diectiag ring as
they waited for the judge's decision. At last tingmaster went up to
the announcer and whispered to him, then handedahprece of
paper. The announcer read out the result. The Milaphy had been
won by Changeling, owned by Mr Steven Millar ardtiegn by Miss
Joanna Frost of Gilcroft Riding School. To the anpaniment of
noisy applause and loud shouts from Karen and Twanna rode
into the ring and received the beautiful silveptrg from the hands
of the gracious Lady Millar herself.

Happy because Changeling had won Joanna smilieglgived the
congratulations of her fellow-competitors in thd@cting ring and of
her friends from Gilcroft who crowded round to adsthe cup. Then



the next event was announced and she was ableas bway and
make for the Gilcroft stalls, passing Wendy who wader way on
Crackerjack to take part in the Working Hunter Haldss.

Sunlight filtered through the fluttering leaves. reies tethered to
some of the trees munched quietly at the gras® bignind the stalls
it was quiet, the noise of the crowd around thenshing was cut off.

Holding the silver cup in the crook of her arm, oa allowed

Changeling to wander slowly in order to cool oteahis great effort.
She was happy, filled with a sense of achievemf&nthat moment

she wanted nothing else than to savour successgoerty, alone

with Changeling.

Then quite suddenly the balloon of her happinesstppricked by

sharp disappointment as she remembered that Seelendt been

there to watch his horse jump to victory. If only Inad been among
the crowd which had applauded, the day would haenIperfect.

The disappointment was like a flood sweeping ovardnd she let
the gelding go where it wished while she wallowed af her depth
and struggled to keep the tears at bay. When stkedoup at last she
discovered that the horse was making his way tdsthecroft stalls,
which were farthest from the show ring. A shrill igtte from the
direction of the stalls made the horse prick updass and start to
canter towards them. Grabbing the reins, Joantahé&el heart lift
crazily. Only one person would whistle to Changgliike that, and
now she could see the person standing near the Stdve had come
after all.

She rode straight up to him. He caught Changelbngie, patted the
horse's neck and murmured something to him. Hemaesyperfect.

'We won, we won! Look!" she cried.



Happiness broke through her habitual reserve akaldeout the cup
to him. He took it from her.

'l know," he said. 'l saw you.'
He had been there all the time watching, and Todndegen wrong!
'Oh, I'm so glad. Aren't you glad Changeling won?"'

'Yes.' The monosyllable was quietly spoken andita'dsmile but

watched her with wary eyes. She was puzzled blabisof emotion

when her own spirits were rocketing sky-high anémwl was all she
could do to prevent herself from flinging her amosnd his neck and
kissing him to show how happy she felt.

‘You don't seem very glad,' she blurted, the spaliddiing from her
face.

His faint smile was enigmatic.

‘What do | have to do to prove to you that I'm glaery glad?' he
asked.

He didn't wait for an answer. Instead he droppedautiful trophy
in the straw at her feet, put his hands on hertwaent his head and
kissed her.

It was the first time Joanna had ever been kisgedrban who wasn't
a relative, and the fact that it was this man wias Wissing her made
her react in a most peculiar manner, so that wieenraised his head a
few seconds later her cheeks were flaming, her exyes misty and
her mouth was tremulous. He stared hard at hetremdfrowned.

'‘Don't tell me you've never been kissed beforejibeel softly, and
Joanna shook her head dumbly, feeling hopelessigequate and
inexperienced.



‘Then here's your chance to make up for lost tihne said lightly,
teasingly, and kissed her again with a deliberatdnch broke
through her defensive innocence and awoke the wosmidam her.
She raised her hands to his shoulders and givirtg impulse held
him closely and responded to his kiss.

Slowly, like sleepers waking from a pleasant drediney both
became aware of sounds around them; the blowirgdes in the
stalls, the excited chatter of girls hidden fronerth the drowsy
genteel clapping from the show ring, and they dapart.

Steve spoke first, lightly, almost flippantly, dsletermined to keep
the whole incident lighthearted, as if he suspeclednna was
disturbed.

‘You won't be taking what has happened too segouslope.'

Dazedly she noticed the firm set of his mouth, gsheght flicker of

anxiety in his cool grey eyes, and realised thatenghe had allowed
her emotions to slip out of control he was stilingaetely master of
himself. Her happiness collapsed once more andethdreary and
desolate, and out of her desolation grew a neeurdtect herself
against him. With a great effort she forced hertgetipeak lightly too.
'‘No. Why should 1? | know you can't be serious aldassing me,
because you're going to marry Consuelo for the maaren't you?'

She hadn't meant to say the last bit, but it stippet unwittingly.
Anger leaped like lightning in his eyes. But tharst was short-lived.
No thunder followed and his attitude was still gadlhough this time
definitely unpleasant as he observed,

''d forgotten that the local grapevine owes iigios to Marjorie and
her mother. By now you must know all about me andpresent
intentions.' He shrugged carelessly and addedt'STin@e, because it
means | don't have to do any explaining.'



He bent to pick up the silver cup and Joanna, rigethoked and
miserable, turned to Changeling and slipping théldoff placed a
halter over the horse's head, then led him intgtafi and tethered
him in preparation for unsaddling.

'Ste-ven!" Consuelo's voice with its fascinatinga floated over the
grass as she came towards them. 'l didn't knowwsra here. No one
did. Why didn't you come into the show ring whends presenting
the cup? Think what a family affair it would havesn if you had!'

She was lovely and graceful in her flowered dresbveide-brimmed
hat and her face glowed with pleasure as she loak8teve. Behind
her came Tom.

‘That was what | wanted to avoid," said Steve drgly | came late.'
Consuelo, who wasn't to be put off easily, linked &m through his.

'You will have to learn to be more sociable, SteXeu should have
come to join us. We were all sitting together, Edsther voice
lingered emphatically on the name—'the rest offamsily and me.
We had an excellent view of everything and | washsiled when

the organisers asked me to present the Millar Tyopfelt as if I'd

really been welcomed home. Little Karen has domg well.’

‘Joanna did well too,' put in Tom pointedly.

Joanna was struggling with the girth of the saddid was having
great difficulty with the buckle because her firgjarere all thumbs.
But the struggle gave her a good excuse to keelpauobrturned to the
others.

‘Yes, | know she did,' said Consuelo airily. 'Sbhald do nothing else
but win the trophy on a horse belonging to Langhb&s. If I'd known
you were here in the stalls, Steve, I'd have bro&gimn Craik to see



you and the horse. He wants to buy it. He thinksig great potential
as a steeplechaser.

'So do |, replied Steve, no longer disinterestsde still here?'

'Yes. Why not sell Changeling to him?' purred Cehsu
persuasively. Joanna stopped fiddling with the badé suck her
thumb which she had scratched on the buckle andnaifad started
to bleed.

'I'd like to know what price Sam is offering,’ Séewas saying. 'Let's
go and find him and take him back to my officelsat tve can discuss
the sale over a drink in a civilised way,'

Consuelo chuckled knowingly, triumphantly.

'l thought you'd be interested. Please excuse ars,, JToanna—I'm
sure you two would prefer to be alone. When Staugks there's a
possibility of selling one of his horses there'shabding him," she
said.

Joanna heard them move away and she leaned heralgeaust
Changeling. Now she could be miserable on her ovmowt having
to hide the fact. Changeling whom she had learodove during the
past two weeks, was for sale and might be soldafiatnoon. That
had been Steve Millar's only reason for showinghbiese, and she
had been a fool not to realise it. She knew fromdven experience
that almost every horse appearing in a show wasdta if anyone
cared to offer for it. Hadn't Marjorie said thate$t's reason for
asking her to ride his horse would be wholly piead® Why then had
she allowed herself to run blindly? In doing so $ta&l betrayed
herself.

'Hey, there! | thought you'd be doing a Highlanadl by way of
celebration.'



Tom spoke from the other side of the horse, startier because she
had forgotten about him. She looked up to find pe®ring over the
horse's back. The expression in his eyes was oneoonfern.
Swallowing hard and hoping there were no tell-sgns of dried
tears under her eyes, she said as calmly as shk cou

'I'm not a Highlander, so that wouldn't be appratexi

She gave one last tug at the girth strap and iedage of the buckle.
She pulled the saddle off Changeling's back andlédm to Tom
who had come round to stand beside her. He toakadt frowned
irritably.

'0.K., so you're a real tough English girl withtdfsipper lip," he
scoffed. 'But | know differently now, | know you V& emotions
tucked away deep down and that you're not alway€@d as a
cucumber. Did Consuelo and | interrupt something?'

She gave herself away by turning sharply to lodkmat What had he
seen?

'‘Ah, we did," he said triumphantly. '‘Was it a gegror an embrace,
perhaps?’

'‘Why do you want to know?' she countered foolishilyhe could
guess so accurately was it possible that Consumitd @lso draw
conclusions from finding Steve alone with her & $kalls?

'‘Because I'm as jealous as hell of that guy, thdtlgs' Tom returned
waspishly. 'Where do you want this saddle dumping?'

'In the Land-Rover. We may as well start packinghap. The show
IS nearly over.' .

He walked away, and Joanna blinked bemusedly. Teatoys of
Steve! It was fantastic, as foolish as herself ¢pgalous of Jackie.



'l guess it's the thought of Changeling being sthidt's really
upsetting you," Tom said, returning to the stall.

‘Yes, itis,' she answered eagerly. That happembd true and would
divert his busy inquisitive mind from any otherioos he might have
about the cause of her misery.

Just then the rest of the Gilcroft crowd returnedhe stalls, noisily
pleased because Wendy had won another rosett@idastable by
getting a fourth in the last class. In the midsabfthe talking and
laughing Tom, who by now was as high-spirited agas, issued an
invitation to a party that evening at Lanry House,

'l haven't told her yet, but my sister's giving atp to celebrate
Karen's success on Cindy. You're all invited.'

'‘Me too?' asked Wendy shyly. She could hardly belthat she had
been invited to anything by this tall golden-hai#gherican whom
she admired so much.

'Sure, you as well,"” he answered with a grin. 'Havgou got
something to celebrate too? We'll have a cook-awuthe lawn,
American style, so bring your appetites, all of you

He bent close to Joanna and murmured in her ead, ifAyou're still
looking miserable when | see you at the party long to tell a
certain guy what | think of him!'



CHAPTER FOUR

Towm's threat was still ringing in Joanna's ears when ahe the
Cowans arrived at Lanry House for the cook-out, ande on the
lawn she looked round apprehensively, searchingStewve. But
although it seemed as if Tom had invited everyohe Wwad been at
the horse show to the party there was no signenfeStr of Consuelo.

She had to admit that the threat had worked inchse because she
made a great effort to cheer up. Dressing in menairfine clothes
and using a little make-up at Marjorie's insistehee helped, and
now that she was there and had been greeted witimtivdoy Tom
and Jackie she felt relaxed and ready to enjoyelers

It was certainly a perfect evening for a party loa lawn. The air was
still warm and the sun was shining benignly onftaeaquamarine
sea beyond the grey wall which separated the gdrdemnthe beach.
On the terrace in front of the french windows whogened from a
big room on the ground floor Jackie and Tom welily gaipervising
the cooking of steaks and pieces of ham on twodzaids, and there
were several tables set with bowls of salad, fiesfad rolls and
pickles. The idea was to help yourself and theiake your plate and
sit on the lawn or on the wall of the terrace,ust stand. There was a
choice of soft drinks or beer, the serving of whislas being
undertaken by Karen and her jovial grandfather.

It did not take long for the guests to get intoskeng of things under
the guidance of their gay hosts and hostessesaordeveryone was
eating and talking. Joanna was approached by deeople she had
not met before who either lived locally or had Half cottages in
Seakirk and who were interested in the riding swlilecause they
had children who wanted to learn riding. She naotiteat Marjorie
and Bill came in for their share of sudden poptyatoo, and felt
pleased for them.



The day's successes had given Gilcroft the puplitineeded and
from now on, provided of course that the Cowandctotfer decent
horses for their clients, there was no reason vkeyriding school
should not succeed. Joanna knew from past experitrat people
liked to think that the riding teacher instructitiggir children had
been successful in the show ring, and today bathasid Wendy had
proved they knew what they were doing when it céoneding.

A sharp thought occurred almost like a prick ofssmance. None of
the day's successes would have been possible wisteve Millar. It
was he who had recommended the stables to Jacki@fen. It was
he who had taken herself to Alan Drummond's farrbug Bonnie
Lass. It was he who had asked her to ride Charggdbn him.
Without any of those actions on his part, Gilciglffbowing at Lanry
Summer Horse Show would have been very poor indgetiwhy
had he helped so much? True, he wanted to sellgétiag, but there
was no profit for him in Karen's success or in Berkrass's. Had it all
been to prove to her that he wasn't unkind andeagaint all the time,
as he had told her?

'‘Och, ye went like the wind this afternoon, so i\ thss.' She turned
to find Johnnie at her elbow, a beer mug in hisdhdrwasna' able to
congratulate ye at the time. | was talking to ohthe boss's friends,
Sam Craik. He's managing director of Craik's bresgeiThis is some
of his ale I'm drinkin' now." He held up his -glagsamber liquid.
Then lowering his voice he added, 'This is a steamgy to be holdin'
a party, to my way of thinkin'. Now in Sir Henrglay when we had a
big win we used to have champagne cocktails andbéisé smoked
Scotch salmon, ye ken.'

'For everyone? Even the stable hands?' asked Joaimuahave to
admit that no one has been left out of this pdi's/truly democratic.'



'‘Aye, just so, just so. That's how it should be.F8nry didn't leave
anyone out either. Of course there was always tindse preferred
beer to champagne, but not many.'

‘Lady Millar said at the show that Mr Craik waridsauy Changeling,'
said Joanna.

'‘Aye, he kens a good horse when he sees one. Meagsahad an
ambition to own a Grand National winner, one th&tsttish bred
and Scottish trained, and he's thinkin' Changethight be the horse.’

‘Do you think so too?' Joanna couldn't help thevguan her voice at
the thought of the gelding being sold for racingpmses.

‘Maybe, maybe. I'm not committin' meself. That leoh&s definite
likes and dislikes, and it's just possible he migitlike Sam or his
trainer.’

Joanna didn't laugh at Johnnie's theory. She kheitv@hangeling
was a sensitive horse and that he would not relaibsgotentialities as
a steeplechaser unless he had the right trainidghenright jockey.

'‘Och, here's the beauty queen herself, now," Jelsad mockingly,
and Joanna turned to see Consuelo standing at fotles drench
windows.

Beautifully dressed in a slim sheath of a dressblaek hair swept up
and back and tied at the neck, she stood in ameigpse, one hand
resting on the frame 6f the window as she survefiedcrowd of
guests. The faintest of frowns pulled her slantiagk eyebrows
together and her full red mouth had a slighdy sulkyop as if she
had been thwarted in some plan. Frown and droosied quickly,
however, when Foster Hilroy left his job of servithgnks and made
his way over to her, welcoming her with an expaagesture of his
arm which somehow managed to find its way acrossin@ulders as



he led her to the barbecue, found her a plate alpett her to select
food.

'l canna' think why she's makin' up to yon Amerjtanuttered
Johnnie, 'unless it's to keep the boss on his'toes.

'I'm afraid | couldn't drag Steve and Sam away fiive whisky,'
Consuelo was explaining to Jackie in a carrying&oi apologise for
them | think they'd talk horses and drink whiskiyradht.'

‘They'll come later perhaps,' said Jackie hopefully

Consuelo, who had been saying something in an toreeto Foster
which must have been amusing because he put badkahidsome
head and laughed heartily, shrugged one shoulddon't know,’
Jackie. You should know by now that Steve pleasesdif and no
one else.’

She walked away with Foster, and Joanna, findiagj dohnnie had
gone from her side, went over to join Tom and Jackho were
talking to the Cowans. As she approached Tom gidste with the
same gesture his father had used to welcome Cangueting his
arm round her shoulders. Joanna willed herseltmatiffen as she
reacted to the proprietorial gesture.

'‘How do you like this way of entertaining?' he akker. 'Having
fun?'

'‘Having too much to eat,' she sighed, and raist&gh from the
others.

'So am |," put in Marjorie, who was sitting on agdounging chair in
order to rest her legs. 'l must have put on powtesmdy, which at
this late date isn't good for me.’

'‘When is your baby due?' asked Jackie.



'‘End of August, thank goodness.'
‘And how soon will you be riding after that?'

‘The sooner the better. You've no idea how enviouas today of
Joanna and Wendy.'

‘You'll ride again only when the doctor says youltg said Bill
firmly.

'‘Have you forgotten we've a business to keep gosigchallenged
him.

'‘No. But Joanna is here looking after everythingywsell and I'm
sure she'll stay on for a while after the babyvasj won't you, Jo?'

'If you really need me, yes, I'll stay,' repliecdoa.

'‘Don't make any promises now," whispered Tom utgemther ear.
'Let's go for a walk so that we can talk alone.’

Fearing that the conversation might pick up whehad left off that

afternoon when Tom had declared his jealousy ofeéStdoanna went
with him rather reluc- tandy, preferring to havaysd in a group
where the conversation would be general.

They walked across the lawn to the part of theednwhich went down
to the old coach house. Tom opened the door iwddeand they
went through on to the firm yellow sand.

The tide was out and wreaths of golden seaweed edatke
high-water line, glistening in the sunlight whidarged over the blue
shoulder of a distant mountain. Small wavelets dusas they
advanced and retreated on the edge of the sandewsdal terns
dipped and squealed above the water in their emdkesrch for fish.



The shore was deserted, and yet for Joanna it e@pdrarily
haunted by two people on horseback, herself andlim s
straight-backed man with a taut tanned face ananstgrey eyes.
Last time she had been in this place she had loak#te house and
had wondered what it was like to live in it. Lashé, she had met
Steve and had decided he was one of those peopepodsessed
everything. Now she knew he owned the house andithaas
inhabited at present by an unhappy woman sepafabed her
husband, a sophisticated diplomat and the younganhar side.

'‘Have you ever been sailing?"

Tom's voice disrupted her reverie and the ghostigrs and their
horses disappeared.

'No, this is the first time I've ever lived neae tbea.'

'I'll take you some day, and who knows, maybe wjmr appetite is
whetted you'll prefer it to riding. Although I'veode a bit here with
members of the local yacht club, | guess I'm realigsing it this
summer.'

‘Where do you sail usually?'

'Off the coast of New England. I'll be going theré&eptember. Like
to come with me?'

They had been meandering along the shore aimldésglypeople out
for an evening stroll. But as he asked the questmm took hold of
Joanna's hand and pulled her round to face hightBfistartled by
the invitation, she stared up at him, trying to makit whether he was
serious or not. As if sensing her perplexity helsai

'‘Oh yeah, I'm serious all right. This guy's in lpyeanna, with you.'



'‘But remember what you said about getting to kngveison before
... before..." She could not go on. After all, hedimt mentioned
marriage, so perhaps she was being presumptuous.

'l remember, and | figure | know all about youall.| need to know
right now, anyway. Guess I've shown my hand toonsdeough,

going by the expression on your face. But | hadltg,to make sure
you know I'm around and interested. You don't maayou?’

Over his shoulder she could see the moon risingryseakirk's
green hill. The sun had slipped behind the othiéshe could tell
without turning to look because the water was mgpér blue but a
soft lavender colour.

'‘Maybe you'll acquire a wealthy husband before ¢ne of the
summer.' Steve's sneering remark made on the ngpthey had
driven to Drumlee scorched through her mind. Heras whe
temptation he had suggested would be offered te-fiem asking
her to go with him to the States in September.

‘September is too far away, Tom,' she said gently.

'Six weeks. Long enough for us to get to know eattler better,' he
replied earnestly.

How could she tell him that she wasn't in love whiim, that she
couldn't hold out much hope of ever loving him,heiat hurting his
feelings too much?

'l can't promise,' she said, and watched disappeint shadow his
face. He looked down at the hand he was holdirem tip again, and
a whimsical smile twisted his mouth.

'‘Guess it's the first time a horse has come betweeand something
| want,' he said. 'O.K., we'll leave it like th8ut it doesn't mean I'm
giving up. Riding lesson as usual on Monday mor®ing



'‘As usual,’ she agreed, relieved to have cleasddtirdle and to have
retained his friendship, and they turned to walékb@ong the shore
in the gathering twilight as if nothing out of tbedinary had passed
between them.

By the time they reached the lawn it was dim anddsiwvy and
empty. Light spilled out of the long windows on tioe terrace
revealing two people standing together appareatkyg seriously.

‘Jackie will be pleased,” commented Tom dryly. 'Kigiship has
condescended to come after all." He raised hiewasche and Joanna
went up the steps of the terrace and called, ‘ehethSteve. Did you
get some food?'

'Of course he did. | saved some for him,' repliadkie. 'Where've
you been? Pop is getting annoyed because he'sghaviho all the
entertaining in there. We'd better go in and haip dut.’

Standing dose to Tom, Joanna was very aware oeStelwo was
leaning against the stone balustrade.

'l guess he's worried in case someone else makestbfConsuelo
while he's having to serve drinks,' remarked Toreeglly. 'O.K.,
we'll go and rescue him.'

Taking Joanna's hand in his, he pulled her with tawards one of
the open windows.

''d like to have a word with you, Jo, please.V8tgpoke very quietly,
but he managed to make the request sound likedsr,@nd as she
turned back to look at him Tom turned too and saistily,

‘This is a party, not a business meeting. Save woud until another
time.'



Once again Joanna was aware of tension betwedéwdheen. There
was a nasty brief silence and then Steve saidyoldl

‘What I've got to say won't take long and | cauesgou that Joanna
will join you as soon as I've finished.'

'Is it about Changeling?' asked Joanna quickly reefitom could
explode.

‘Yes.'
‘You go in, Tom, and I'll be with you soon,' shgeda.

'‘Now perhaps you'll understand what | meant abdubrae coming
between me and what | want,' he muttered belligbren

‘You're not very polite, Tom,' cautioned Jackieertiember both Jo
and Steve are our guests. Come on, now, beforegatpsore.’

'‘Q.X., I'll come," he grumbled, and went with hatioi the house.

Joanna walked to the balustrade and looked outtbeewall to the

sea and the faint loom of land beyond it. The maas silver now,

laying a dazzling path of light on the dark watarfaint breeze

rippled the water and the path of light quiveretle Svatched and
waited for the man beside her to speak, but hersatiiing, so she
turned to look at him. He was still leaning backiagt the balustrade
and he was watching her.

‘Are you selling Changeling?' she asked.
‘No.'

'‘Wasn't the price offered high enough?'



'‘What do you know about any prices which might hHaeen offered?’
he countered frostily.

'‘Johnnie told me Mr Craik had offered for him.'

‘Sam would give me anything | asked, but | havesked," he replied,
and again there was silence between them. The abigeces in the
room crescendoed, then diminished slightly as sometosed the
nearest window and pulled the heavy curtains adgtoss

‘Jackie is more considerate than her brother, rebdeSteve, and
Joanna realised that the American woman had ckh&adindow and
curtains deliberately to give herself and Steveeypivacy. He must
have told Jackie he wanted to talk to her.

'I'd like to enter Changeling in the Hunter Triatshe end of August
and I'd like you to ride him,' said Steve ters&ye you agreeable?'

Hunter Trials. That meant a cross-country coursemjut three
miles, something like the one she had ridden atethe of her
horsemaster's training. There would be about twamby jumps.

None of them would be any more difficult than tamps at the show
today, but the pattern in which they would be sdtwould make it
trickier. To enter a horse in such a contest wasa of proving its

ability to jump under fairly difficult conditionsand if it was

successful quite naturally its price would go up.

Could she help Changeling pass such a test? And wés more
iImportant, did she want to, just to help Steve Mithet a better price
for the horse? She found she was in a dilemma W of riding
struggled with her conscience. She wanted to takeip the trials,
but the thought that Changeling would be sold imiated/
afterwards made her pause.

'Not interested?' asked Steve.



'‘Oh, yes, | am. I'd like to ride Changeling agéiut, ...

'‘But after this afternoon you don't want to do &iryg for me again.’
‘This afternoon?' She was bewildered.

‘Yes. | didn't behave very well.'

As the memory of what had happened in Changelisg8 that
afternoon came rushing back, making her cheeks wstienrealised
that he was almost apologising for kissing herhéligh she did not
hold the kissing against him she was touched titthat he felt he
should apologise, and wanting him to know thatreigeetted having
taunted him about wanting to marry Consuelo for ieney, she
said, 'l wasn't very pleasant either.’

'‘No, you weren't,' he agreed with aggravating eopigyn 'Someone
has been teaching you to hit below the belt.'

He hadn't stayed apologetic for long, and oncenegja struck out in
self-defence, trying to pretend she wasn't hurt.

‘Maybe I've learned from you,' she riposted.

She heard him take a sharp savage breath. The bhldughter from
the big room mingled with the distant soft shushwafves on the
shore beyond The wall. Warm light shafted fromttiie uncurtained
windows across the terrace, only to be absorbeldosnoonlit purple
of the night. The scent of roses blended with toena of pine trees
and the salty tang of the sea.

Joanna was aware of all these things in the silemoeh followed her
remark, and she was reminded of the time when Tadréfused to
agree to Steve's suggestion that he return to @mmsind his father
the day she and Steve went to Drumlee. Now, as Biene wanted



to retaliate violently, but his self-control preved him from doing
So.

'I'd like an answer to my request,' he said at @ste calmly. "You
can refuse to ride without making any excusesnlwaderstand and
accept a straight no.’

'l want to ride Changeling, but | hate the thoughhim being sold
afterwards for racing purposes. I'll ride him orearondition,' she
said hurriedly, forced into being forthright by lmgn attitude.

‘And that is?' he prompted warily.

‘That you don't sell him or enter him in a NatioHaint race yourself.’
It was a ridiculous condition and she knew it, e had to try. If his
heart was in the right place he might agree.

‘That's an almost impossible condition,” he repliedably. "You
must know by now that Changeling is potentially aead
steeplechaser, and whether you like it or not kehtavsell my horses
at a profit or race them.'

'‘But not Changeling,' she appealed.

He shifted restlessly and when he leaned back sigdia balustrade
again he was closer to her.

‘Do you know, Joanna, for a gentle person you hisentost drastic
methods to get your own way,' he was chiding softipen two
people stepped out on to the terrace and begamltotowards the
steps.

‘You two choose the oddest places to talk,’ renth(kensuelo, and
there was a wealth pf mocking insinuation in hercgoas she
approached them with Foster Hilroy.



'Highly romantic, if you ask me, with moonlight atite scent of
roses,' chuckled Foster. 'Why don't we leave tleenilltand coo here
while we explore the garden together? That rusiereerhouse has a
certain attraction, | think.'

'If that is what you'd like," murmured Consuelo siindy.
‘That is what I'd like.'

They moved on and disappeared down the steps. dozmsstartled
to hear Steve swear heartily and violently undstdneath. Thinking
that he was upset not only because Consuelo walatsmtly making

up to the American but also because of Foster'saditeference to
romance, she tried to help.

‘You don't have to stay with me. If you feel likeat you'd better go
after them and explain that you and | are notrgliand cooing,' she
urged, and he turned on her.

'‘Be quiet,’ he ordered savagely. 'l-can do witheuir advice on a
subject about which you know nothing.' He drew hapsharp shaky
breath as if he was struggling to regain his seift®| and continued
more quietly, 'To get back to your condition, |egto it, in this way.

| won't sell Changeling while you're at Gilcroftdaare willing to ride

him.'

Rather shaken by his savage reaction to her suggéisat he should
follow Consuelo as well as by his abrupt agreert@heer condition,
she stammered,

'‘But how do | know you'll keep the condition?"

'| rate pretty low in your estimation, don't I?' ¢n@ted, really furious
by now. 'l give you my word, that's all | can dbit isn't enough send
Changeling back here tomorrow. And now you'd begteiand join



your American friend before he comes looking fouydm going
back to talk to Sam. Good-night!

He swung away from her, and walking swiftly alohg terrace he
also disappeared down the steps into the darkrie¢lse garden.

One way and another it had been the most everdfylird her life,
thought Joanna as she switched off her bedsidé digth turned on
her side in preparation for sleep. A day of ups @ns, of success
and sadness. A day when she had experienced qugahbss, a new
soaring high-as-a-kite feeling when Steve had Kisker, to be
followed by a new cold desolation. A day of ecstasg pain. Hadn't
she read somewhere that you couldn't experiencewttheut the
other? Something about melancholy and delight adwaying
together?

ly, in the very temple of Delight Veil'd Melanthdas her sovran
shrine.'

That was it. It was from Keat®de on MelancholywWhen she had
read it at school she had scarcely understoodtifydow she knew that
it was true. And now, like Keats, all she wantedldowas 'to drown
the wakeful anguish of the soul in sleep'.

But most annoyingly sleep which should have comeldybecause
she was tired did not come, and she lay wide-egddearless staring
at the waning moon which peered lopsidedly throtigh window
panes across which she had forgotten to pull thiiou It was the
same moon which had touched the sea with silvenwhe had stood
on the terrace with Steve and which Foster Hilragl bonsidered a
necessary attribute to romance.

Some romance, thought Joanna with a whimsical gemna
unconsciously using one of Tom's succinct phrabes. kisses, not



to be taken seriously, given and taken in a hostal§ plus a few

hard words on the terrace. No, there was nothimgardic in her

association with Steve Millar. Whenever they medytiseemed to
hurt each other. He struck out deliberately becdieselidn't want

anyone to get too near him. But she, who had newaeted to hurt

anyone in her life, struck out in self-defence luseashe was afraid
he might hurt her too much.

Yet he had agreed not to sell Changeling. Whilevgag at Gilcroft
and while she was willing to ride the horse he woubt sell him.
And she did want to ride him, because he presentddllenge which
might never come her way again.

No, the romantic interlude had not been with Stévead been with
Tom who had said he was in love with her. But slasmt in love
with him. She wasn't in love with anyone and slimndiwant to be in
love. It was far too complicated a situation.

‘Better stick to horses,' she muttered to her3dley have more sense
than to lie awake in the dark!

And on that comforting thought she fell asleep.

The next morning she was up as usual at six o'cladktle jaded
after the previous strenuous day and the sleeplesss she had
experienced. But her mind was clear and settledstes rode
Changeling across the dew- soaked fields and wattlgemist rising
off the sea as the sun grew warmer.

She would ride Changeling in the Hunter Trials ahd would take a
chance on Steve keeping his word and not sellireg gblding
afterwards. She would not send the gelding backaiary House
because she could not bear to part with him whike &ill had the
opportunity to ride him. When he didn't arrive ba8teve would
know she had decided to trust him and presumablyldvenake



arrangements with the Cowans to pay for the horseard at
Gilcroft.

The decision made, she felt peaceful again anddfdne next two
weeks pleasantly busy as she coped with two mangpgrof children
who came to stay as well as dealing with several dents who
booked riding lessons as a result of the schaat'sesses at the show
Karen came every day and so did Tom. He made eoeme to the
interlude on the shore and it was easy to driftiragato the
happy-go-lucky relationship which had existed beméhem before
the show.

And of course she rode Changeling every day, somestiacross
country, sometimes round the paddock, working wite horse

regularly so that she would be able to anticipatg¢tang he might do.

One morning Johnnie came to watch her, to telhierould help her
prepare for the trials nearer the event and to nadenite and

businesslike arrangements with the Cowans for thheds welfare

and keep during the next few weeks. Although shiafemiliar pang

of disappointment because the gelding's owner h@dcame in

person to see him and to make the arrangementealsed Lth-at

Johnnie's presence at Gilcroft meant that Steveahsdmed that she
was agreeable to participating in the trials, se did not allow

herself to dwell too long upon his apparent inddfece. And

anyway, considering the peculiar way in which shehadved

whenever he happened to be around it was realtgrider her if he

didn't come.

The pattern of those two weeks looked as if it wamg to repeat
itself for the rest of July and for the month ofgust, and Joanna was
glad because in regular routine there was secuByythe end of
August the Hunter Trials would be over, Marjoribaby would be
born, Tom would be going back to the States anavsiudd be having
to decide whether tstay at Gilcroft or not. Whenever the question c
whether she should stay or not came up she teonddd/taway from



it. There would be plenty of time to decide whemptS8mber came,
and she would slide back into the comforting pattegain,
pretending to herself that she was there to stagver and ever.

But the pattern was disrupted in an unexpected Wane morning
Tom brought Consuelo with him— a different Consu&be wore
skin-tight jodhpurs and a smooth black jacket. €heas a white
stock at her throat and a black velvet riding caer luxuriant hair.

‘Consuelo wants to ride," announced Tom cheerfi@gn you mount
her now?'

Joanna's, wits were so scattered by Consuelo'saeppme and by
Tom's demand that she forgot to ask the usual ignss&about
amount of riding experience and where it had bdxained.

'Only on Minette," she spluttered. 'Unless you gipeBonnie Lass
and do without your ride today.'

'‘Couldn't | ride Steve's horse—what's its name,nQkhng?' queried
Consuelo, immediately placing Joanna in a dilem@iee had never
thought of allowing anyone who came to the stalteside the

gelding. He had been put in her care for her to.ttde belonged to
Steve and before anyone else could ride him Steya'sission

would have to be obtained.

'I'd have to ask Mr Millar first,' she said hesitgn

Consuelo raised her eyebrows haughtily, pursedipeand tapped
one very shiny black boot with a very new crop draivled,

'S0? Why don't you phone him now?'

Joanna glanced at Tom hoping for assistance, beduid only shake
his head and raise and drop his shoulders in acadijnexaggerated
shrug.



'He might not be in,' she fenced, aware that shestalling for time
because she didn't want to share Changeling witis@o. Sharing
him with Wendy, or Marjorie, or even with Karen simgght have
considered, but not with Consuelo.

‘He's there, in his office. | spoke to him befooening here.'

'It's a pity that you didn't ask him then if yowdédride his horse,' said
Joanna gently, and received a flashing, venomaursglfrom the big
pansy eyes. 'Very well, I'll go and phone him.’

In the kitchen she told Marjorie quickly what haappened.
'l don't want to ask him, but | don't know how havoid it,' she said.

'l don't either, although I'd be tempted to tdleaand say that he isn't
in. Bet you ten to one he'll say yes.'

"You think he will?'

'Of course. He wants to marry her, doesn't he? Higé in to her
whims to keep her happy.'

Joanna did not like the picture this remark corguop of Steve
giving in to Consuelo's whims.

'Oh, what shall | do?' she cried. 'l don't wanttieenide Changeling.'

‘Then just tell her you can't mount her today askl laer to come
another day. She can't do any harm.’

‘Can't she, though? She'll be furious. Skeisie all dressed to ride
and if | annoy her she'll set everyone againstr@ildRiding School
and we'll lose all the goodwill we, gained at thews. Oh, how | wish
she hadn't come!'



'It seems rather strange that she has, doesnttutthured Marjorie,
watching her friend closely. The usually calm Jaaseemed very
emotional judging by her *lushed cheeks and bysfteech she had
just made. 'l think you'd better phone Steve,'alded gently.

Telephoning a person was not the same as meetimglbanna told
herself, but her hands were distinctly clammy aes @ilcked up the
receiver and her heart had started to bump jerkiig since she was
phoning him on behalf of the woman he intended &orynhe could

scarcely be annoyed with her for contacting him.

When he answered the call and she announced hieesilferrupted
her rudely to rap,

'Is there something wrong with Changeling?’

'Oh, no, he's fine. Lady Millar is here and she twam know, or rather
she asked me to ask you, if she might be alloweiéoChangeling.’

'‘Consuelo... at Gilcroft? What the hell is she ddinere?' He didn't
sound very pleasant this morning. Definitely a cafsgetting out of
bed on the wrong side.

‘She wants to ride. She asked if she could riden@dlang and | told
her I'd have to ask you.'

'Quite right, too.' Then he laughed suddenly, nathaliciously. 'She
can ride him, if she can get on him, which | venyam doubt.’

"Why?'
'I don't think he'll let her.'

'Oh." There didn't seem to be anything else fotdeay. 'Well, thank
you. | hope | haven'tinterrupted your work ... batly Millar insisted
and | didn't want to annoy her by refusing.’



'l understand. You're very sensible not to annay Ibet Changeling
do that." Then very quietly, almost gendy he askddw are you,
gentle Jo?'

She was so surprised that he should ask after bare that she
found it difficult to answer.

'I'm very well, thank you,' she replied stiffly.o are you?'

'I'm feeling particularly mean and tough,” he reglicurtly, all

gentleness gone. "You sound like one of those dedoreplies which
doctors use to answer the phone when they're aw@ypletely

devoid of feeling, and | get the impression that gon't want me to
know how you are and that you're not really intes@sn how | am.
Are you?'

Joanna closed her eyes, bit her lower lip and madte
'l must go. Lady Millar and Tom are waiting.'

‘That sounds more like you refusing to engage ttidyagiving me a
soft answer," he scoffed. 'So Tom's there too.Hégsroposed to you
yet?'

This time anger had its way with her and she manattempt to
control it. He was unkind and she hated him.

'‘No. He hasn't, well... er ... not exactly.'
‘Make up your mind,' he mocked.

'Oh, it's none of your business!" she retortedofusty. It was all she
could think of to say, and she wasn't surprisednngtee heard him
chuckle.

"You sound confused. Never mind, I'll let you gamdake care.'



The line went dead. Shaken out of her comfortablel oy the
interchange in spite of her intentions not to beseal by Steve's
needling remarks, she made her way back to théestald. Tom and
Consuelo were talking as they stood together realow-slung red
car. One tall and fair, the other tall and darkeytmade a handsome
pair. And yet there was something alien about bbthem. Although
she liked Tom she would never feel close to himylmever be able
to communicate fully with him. He would never ungtand her nor
she him. As for Consuelo, she couldn't like heilose she was afraid
of her, afraid of what she might do.

‘Take care,' Steve had said softly. Had he beenimgher? Or had
he been using the words in the way some people thezd, as an
expression of farewell similarto 'Look after youf&e Whatever he
had meant he had seemed very close to her, musérdlan the two
people who stood talking together in the stablel yar

Consuelo was smugly pleased when Joanna told heiSteve had
agreed to let her ride Changeling and she folloveanna to the
stable to watch the gelding being led out. She nadeffer to saddle
the horse, so Joanna tacked up while Tom prepavedi8 Lass for
himself and Minette for Joanna.

When the gelding was ready Joanna asked Consushe ihad ever
ridden before. The woman replied that she hadpaonh stood back
to let her mount, keeping on the alert in case vef{s needed.
Consuelo took the reins, but before she could daharg else the
gelding began to sidle away from her, jerking headh and trying to
pull the reins from her grasp.

'‘Come here!" said Consuelo, seizing the reins rfiordy, and the
horse, his ears pricking forward, danced away fr@magain.

Consuelo looked round, smiled charmingly at Joamthsaid,



'‘Perhaps if you would hold the horse for me, MisssE I'd be able to
mount.'

Joanna sprang forward, took the reins and talkedingly to
Changeling. The horse muzzled her and lifted higeufip in what
she liked to think was a smile.

Then to her surprise Consuelo, instead of turnieg lback to the
horse's head in order to mount, faced forwardjnuutier left foot in
the stirrup. Immediately Changeling began to mowayaso that
Consuelo, hopping after him, lost her balance atidd the ground.

'‘Now, boy, that was naughty," Joanna rebuked thrsehand he
calmed down at once and stood meekly, gazing oieslioulder
curiously at Tom, who was helping Consuelo to leet.f

'l hope you're not hurt,’ said Joanna anxiouslyhiik it would be
better if | held Changeling against the stable wgallthat he can't
move away and then Tom can give you a leg up. Atewilling to
try?"

‘Yes,' answered Consuelo, as she brushed loosefrdirt her
Immaculate breeches and jacket. She sounded las VWWas speaking
through clenched teeth, and Joanna, who was podiedeen a desire
to laugh, and anxiety in case Consuelo had hugefferglanced at
Tom. He rolled his eyes and grinned and she fetebeAt least he
would be there as a witness to any accident thghinoccur and
would be able to say it wasn't her fault.

Talking soothingly to the horse, she backed himresgahe wall and
held him there. Tom held Consuelo's bent left kaee hoisted her
into the saddle. Pleased to be mounted at lassu&bm thanked him
with a smile and took the reins. Joanna moved amdywas going to
warn Consuelo about the gelding's favourite trickew he dropped



his shoulder, arched his backhand Consuelo, whdhad bending
over adjusting a stirrup, was thrown to the ground.

At once Joanna was at her side and offering to Ihetp
‘Are you hurt? I'm sorry. | should have ... ' shedreg

"You did it on purpose!" hissed Consuelo, managinigok graceful
even though she was sprawled on the ground. "Yal dant me to
ride that horse!'

She was so near the truth that Joanna was silent.
‘Joanna did nothing,' said Tom mildly.

'‘Exactly. She did nothing. She didn't warn me thathorse would
behave like that.'

‘You must believe that | didn't do it on purposkanna defended
herself. 'Changeling hasn't done that recentlylahfibrgotten about
it. The best thing for you to do now is to mounthagain to show
him you're boss.'

'‘What? Mount that bad-tempered beast again? Chritaat! I'll ride
the grey mare you were going to ride. But I'm wagnyou, Miss
Frost, any more tricks like that one and I'll m&k#croft the most
unpopular riding stables round here.'

Her face white with the effort of controlling hesmiper, Joanna led
Changeling back to the stable and brought Minettedrd. Then she
asked the question she should have asked earlier.

‘Have you ridden much, Lady Millar?'

'In Argentina only, gaucho style, of course. | knogthing about the
English style of riding."'



‘Then may | suggest a few rules? In the Englistestgu put your
bade to the horse's head and then put your fabeistirrup and twist
yourself over the saddle.'

Consuelo's eyes flashed, but she did as she wasatal Minette
allowed her to mount.

'Since you have no experience of riding here perfapshould start
at the beginning,' said Joanna quietly and firrhiyould like you to

walk Minnie round the paddock. Then when | ask yoake her trot.
Gradually I'll ask you to put her through all hacps.’

Again Consuelo's eyes flashed as she realised abd&ing treated
as a beginner, but she said nothing and obeyeadhdsacrisp orders.
Tom, as easy-going as ever, rode round the padsitichker obeying

the instructions too. He was beginning to postejuitely, thought
Joanna, as she sat on the paddock rails and wétehadrses trotting
round, but Consuelo was like a sack of potatoeshadound herself
wondering what Steve would think of his future wikew.

When the lesson was over Consuelo slid to the granml asked if
she could go into the house to wash her hands idwchér hair.
Joanna directed her to the kitchen where she wiouldMarjorie, and
then began to unsaddle Minette. When she tookatiéls to the tack
room she found Tom there waiting to pay for histes

'‘Why did you bring Lady Millar?' she asked.
‘She asked me to bring her. | guess | felt ratbeydor her.'

'‘Oh. Why?' There didn't seem any reason for anjympgy Consuelo,
thought Joanna. The woman had everything.

'She's teen hanging around Lanry House for theMesk, as bored as
hell because Pops has gone south again and bdaaas®luck has
been very standoffish, completely unapproachabtkwravailable,



in fact.' Tom s voice became sarcastic as he sxfeto Steve.
‘Yesterday she asked me if | thought Steve woubtiay if she took
up riding. | suggested it was worth a try. So thierning she arrived
dolled up in that outfit, which must have cost spared asked if she
could come with me. And here we are. O.K.?'

'0.K.," agreed Joanna with a sigh.
"You don't sound very enthusiastic.'

'I'm not. I've a funny feeling that she has anothetive for coming
here to learn riding. It's unpleasant and | caet'tigl of it. Perhaps I'm
being hypersensitive.'

'l get you." Tom frowned anxiously. '‘Maybe Lord Nushouldn't
have given his permission to let her ride Changeliinat little fracas
just now nearly ruined your reputation as a ridiegcher. Ever
though that he might have an ulterior motive too?'

Joanna said nothing. She wasn't going to arguetab@ve with
Tom. Yet she kept recalling Steve's malicious chagkhen he had
suggested that it would be better to let Changelmgpy Consuelo as
If he knew the woman could be spiteful. Had he degng to warn
her when he had said, 'Take care, Jo'? Well, dvémadn't been a
warning she was going to take care where Consuatoceoncerned.
One false move on her part and she guessed thau€ionwould
have no hesitation in ruining Gilcroft's reputateswell as her own.

‘You won't be seeing me for the next two weeksmhTas saying as
they went out into the sunlit stable yard to wait €Consuelo. 'lI've
been taken on as a crew member for a yacht whitzkiisg part in a
long-distance race to the Hebrides. After the vaed be cruising for
a few days among the islands. It's a chance I'npasding up. Think
you'll miss me?'



'I'm sure | shall. There'll be no one to help vitie mucking out and
no one to take me out for dinner.’

He grinned good-humouredly.

'I'm glad I've had my uses during these past we€kssuelo can
have my lesson time, that's if she wants it. Do/tie asked, turning
to Consuelo who had just joined them. Her hair gk in place, her
make-up was perfect again and her smile was back.

‘Yes, | want to come again. Tomorrow? The mare sult me very
well, and maybe later when I'm more accomplishethe English
style of riding I'll try to ride Changeling. Googuy, Miss Frost.
Thank you for being so patient. | really appreciate

And so after breaking up the pattern of the roufinesuelo became a
part of the new pattern. She came every morningaocutately turned
out, receiving curious glances from the youngsten® were also
taking lessons. At the end of the week she wasgidiuch better and
had ceased to look like a sack of potatoes. Joannkl not help
admiring the woman's determination to overcome dlenising
stiffness from which she had suffered during tingt flays of riding.
Nothing was going to stand between her and her, ggath was to
ride and jump in the English style in order to iegs Steve.

One day when Tom had been away nearly two weekasu&bo
lingered for a while in the tack room after payfogher lesson.

'‘Am | improving?' she asked.

'‘Oh, yes. There's been a great improvement," sadn& honestly,
keeping to herself the opinion that she held thabhgbelo would
never be a good rider because she had little @yngpathy for the
animal which she was riding.



'‘Good. It is most important that | should be ableide well. Steve is
such an excellent rider himself and a perfectiomti the bargain.
How well | remember him making fun of me when hd ars father
visited Argentina. That was when | first met théfhey were staying
with the parents of a girl-friend of mine. | fell love with both of
them.' She laughed with an attractive touch ofistkery. 'Sounds
crazy, doesn't it? But it was true. | had a haretdeciding which one
| should marry.'

'‘Did they both propose?' asked Joanna, who althaslgyntly
embarrassed by the other woman's sudden desirentfide was
curious to know more.

'‘Oh, no. You see, Steve didn't stay long. He haioe back because
there was some problem connected with the estatshwieeded his
attention. Henry stayed on and when he proposed Inlo difficulty
in agreeing. He was a charming man, so handsomealitd and
very kind.'

'So actually you didn't have to make a decisiorabse there was no
choice when only one of them proposed," murmuradda.

'l beg your pardon,' drawled Consuelo, 'l don'tarsthnd.'

'‘Oh, nothing,” muttered Joanna evasively. Consuwelmuldn't
understand. In her self-centred mind there had lzeehoice, the
choice of which man she would pursue, not whichwoald marry
her.

‘You know that Steve and | are going to get marsgedn?' queried
Consuelo.

Joanna said that she had heard that piece of news.

'‘We've had to wait. It wouldn't have looked righive'd rushed into
marriage soon after Henry's death. But the strwaating is telling



on us both. | went away for a while, back to Argest but | missed
Steve so much | had to come back. | think he'srigehe strain of
waiting more than | am. Men are much more impatdaaut that sort
of thing that women are, don't you think?'

Joanna muttered that she supposed that they weadeCansuelo
smiled dreamily and added, 'So nice to have a maatient to marry
one.'

Joanna remembered Tom saying that Steve didn'tlgxsicke him
as a man who was head over heels in love, and shdesed whether
Consuelo was suffering from self-delusion. There wa chance to
follow the thought because Consuelo was askinghanafuestion.

‘Are you going to ride Changeling again in a show?’
'Yes, in the Hunter Trials.'

'‘When is that?'

'‘Near the end of August, the twenty-second to keipe.'

'l shall come to watch you. Tell me, does Steveehsre often to see
Changeling?"

The question was asked carelessly, but Joannauddsisly aware of
Consuelo watching her closely. There was a stranfgeexpression
in her dark eyes which made, her shiver. This wofrightened her.
She was cold and calculating and possessed alstaddkermination
to get what she wanted. She had married Henry Milahis money
and position and to do so had probably disregarded own
preference for his son. And now she was deterntio@darry Steve,
not that she would have any difficulty in doing Isecause he had
apparently the same cold determination to marry her



'‘No, he doesn't come. Johnnie Leggat supervisesdimeng of the
horses for him.'

Relief flickered momentarily in the great dark eyesl Joanna felt
suddenly grateful to Steve for keeping away fromci@ft and
herself. Now she understood why he had kept al@wh fthe riding
school. In staying dear of her he had made it irsides for Consuelo
to have any reason to be spiteful to her.

'l expect he doesn't really have the time,' she canversationally.

'‘No, he doesn't,’ agreed Consuelo urbanely. 'He'gya busy with
the estate and the horses. It's often difficult disr to have time
together. But we'll make up for it on our honeymoon

The week following the strange conversation witms§ielo Tom
came back. He appeared on Thursday morning foe$gen and after
it was over arranged to take Joanna out to dirihenas the first time
since he had gone away that Joanna had been ing @vening, and
she realised as they walked into the pleasantlyrians atmosphere
of the hotel how strained the last two and a ha&éks had been. On
top of the effort of running the riding school teérad been the addec
strain of keeping a careful watch on Consuelo, ngkure that every
lesson she had was successful and without mish#msshe would
havenothing to complain about.

And under everything else there was the inwardgglaishe was
having concerning her own emotions. Although shee et a course
for herself after the party at Lanry House whichswa keep her
entirely free of entanglement she was finding betmemory played
disturbing tricks on her just when she had thowsitg had blotted
Steve Millar from her mind.

For instance in the morning when exercising Changethe had
suddenly started daydreaming about that morninguime when she



had met Steve on the shore. Now, almost two mdatas, that blue
sun-shot morning when the yellow light had glitteren the sea
possessed a special quality and every detail ofag clear in her
mind.

Sometimes when she was grooming one of the hardke stable she
would have an odd feeling that Steve was therarigaagainst one of
the stalls watching her as he had watched heeisttible at Drumlee.

Another time when she was about to dismount afeking
Changeling round the jumps she would wish that balevbe there
waiting by the stable door to congratulate her \aithiss.

No amount of effort on her part kept her memoryider, and the
flashbacks worried her, creating additional str&o.she was glad
that Tom had come back and that he had taken hefoouthe
evening, and she responded to his laughter and gtdries about the
sailing race in which he had taken part.

'l wouldn't have missed it for anything,' he saidjuess there isn't
much time left now. In three weeks I'll be goingrie Feeling any
different from the way you did the night of the ty&t

‘Afraid not,' replied Joanna, wishing he hadn'tigpiathe evening by
bringing up the subject of how she felt.

‘There's still time for you to change your mine'daid jauntily.
Joanna shook her head.

'l guess life isn't a bit like the romantic filmspmplained Tom. 'If
this was a film you'd" get into some awful scralekappear just in
time to rescue and click!" he snapped his finggmy'd suddenly
realise you'd been in love with me all along.'

Joanna couldn't help laughing.



'‘But life is never neat and tidy like that. | datfiink you're really in
love with me. You'll forget all about me when yoeturn to the
States. I'll just be the girl who showed you howgitaon a horse.'

His wide mouth turned downwards at the cornersimanical smile.

'So I'm not in love with you the way you're notlave with Steve
Millar," he scoffed, and Joanna stiffened in haxich

"That's not true, I'm not in love with him,' shéorged.

‘Just with his horse, en? Come off it, Jo. You nfiaste some feeling
about the guy. He's the only person | know whouwamerve you, set
you on edge.'

‘That's because | dislike him,' she said firmly.

'Hey, Jo, watch it,' he warned softly. 'l wishediydisliked me that
way! Guess | could begin to start hoping. As yasi're far too nice
and easy with me.'

'Oh, you're impossible! | wish we'd never got orhig subject. Why
can't you enjoy the summer without getting intenaleout
relationships? You don't have to be in love. Not.dend I'm not, nor
do I want to be,' Joanna said rather irritably.

'l like getting intense, especially about peopke lyou. You don't
want to be in love because you don't want to bé Barwhy not fall
in love with Tom Hilroy, guaranteed not to hurt,eithgive you your
freedom any time you'd like to take it? Honestty,ifyou come with
me to the States I'll give you as many horses adike. You'd have a
life of ease, not a care in the world ..."

‘Too good to be true, and terribly boring,' lauglednna.



"You could start your own riding school. Think, @eol organised
the way you would like it to be, with horses yoattbsen and plenty
of capital behind you, Doesn't that tempt you?'

‘Yes, it does, but | don't think it's for me, Tom.'
'Why?"

'It doesn't feel right.'

He looked perplexed. Slowly he shook his head.

'l guess | don't understand, Jo. What d'you measalging it doesn't
feel right? | thought horses were your reasonifang.'

As she had guessed he didn't understand her. Hadaght he could
tempt her to marry him by offering her somethingalitshe liked. He
didn't understand that if she had loved him sheldvtiave been
willing to give up riding, give up horses to be kvktim.

‘Think, Tom," she urged. 'Would you feel happy mharried you just
because you'd offered to give me as many hord&slae? Can't you
see it would be wrong for me to marry you for trestson?'

His grin was shamefaced.

'0.K., Jo, | give up, for the time being. But thi#eo is open for
always, even after I've gone. If you feel you wantome out to the
States just send me a cable telling me the artiiwal of the flight and
I'll be there to meet you off the plane.'

The chances of her ever wanting to fly out to theteS were very
remote, thought Joanna, as they drove back to d@hilche liked
Tom and there had been times when she had beerghaehof his
company. But once he had gone he would fade istbalckground of



her memory, and she knew there would be no flagbkdto disturb
her.

When she entered the kitchen at Gilcroft she wasdtately aware
of the silence of the house. On the table tfiere avaheet of paper, a
hastily written note fronBill. It explained that he had had to tak
Marjorie to the nursing home because they bothghbthat the baby
was on its way. He would stay at the home untillibby was born
and would phone her if there was any change of. plan

By midnight he hadn't phoned nor had he returnedpanna went to
bed to wrestle with uneasy thoughts, which owed tastence to
her conversation with Tom as well as to the diffiereto her plans the
early arrival of Marjorie's baby might make.

Tom's scoffing accusation that she was in love Bittve Millar had
alarmed her. It just wasn't true. How could shendeve with a man
who upset her every time they met and who madeofit mut of
racing horses, a sport against which she had sehimel when her
father had been killed? How could she be in lovd wiman who was
going to marry his father's widow because she Imherited the
money which he had hoped to receive as a legacgwhole idea
was ridiculous, and "Tom must have made it uplendpur of the
moment to ease his own self-esteem, finding ingbad reason for
her not being in love with him.

Having cleared her mind on the issue by denyimgniphatically she
turned on her side to go to sleep and across theelss of her eyelids
there flashed a series of bright images. Stevehiaggwith her at
Drumlee. Steve waiting for her at the stalls at tamry Show,
watching her with wary grey eyes, then kissing her.

She tossed on to her back, opening her eyes im twabsperse the
flashbacks. Why did they occur? Why, when she i@sea did she
sigh and wish that he would come just once to den@eling? Why



did she long to hear his voice either tauntingdrdelling her gently
to 'Take care'? She did not know why, but she ktiet her work
with horses was no longer sufficiently absorbing.

Perhaps she needed a change? And perhaps the afiwarjorie's
baby pointed a way to change. Naturally she wotdg at Gilcroft
until her friend was well enough to cope with tlteng school as she
had promised, but once Marjorie was back in thelleashe was not
sure whether she would want to work for her. It {dooe better if
Wendy Hillen took her place. Wendy would jump & tipportunity
of being a riding teacher. Come to think of it, Wgmshould be taking
more responsibility now.

Joanna turned again restlessly. It was time shealtay off. Monday
would be a good day. There were only a few lesdomsked.
Consuelo had cancelled hers because she had ayg@rrangement
to meet some friends. The next group of residelersiwasn't coming
until the following week. With Bill's permission shwould leave
Wendy in charge and would go to Ayr to do the shogpvhich she
had never managed to do since she had arrived.

She couldn't have explained why the sudden dectsitake the day
off from Gilcroft made her feel better, but it diderhaps it was the
thought of escaping which made her relax. Sheafddlep at once and
didn't waken until the phone rang at five-thirtyxtieorning.

Bill sounded weary but excited. He was the fattex lboy, small but
alive and well. He assured Joanna that Marjoriewelstoo and said
he would be home in half an hour to eat a big desstik

The desolation of the small hours forgotten, hapegause her
friends were happy Joanna dressed and went dovasteking
forward to the new day.



CHAPTER FIVE

MONDAY was a gay blustery day, warm enough for Joanmeeto a

blue linen dress but cool enough for her to takide cardigan when
she set out on her shopping spree in Ayr. Bill Heén quite
agreeable to her taking the day off as long ascehéd be back by
five o-'cMck, when he wanted to leave to go andt Wkrjorie and

his son.

Riding on top of the double-decker bus which rurdkded lurched
along the coast road, she had a splendid,, viegteofFirth. The wind
was from the north-west and it had swept away hirettaze which
always blurred visibility when the wind blew froret south. There
was her favourite island which she hadn't had timeisit yet. Its

fields were freshly washed green, its cottages wirging white

specks and its jagged peaks were various shadedetfand mauve,
sharply outlined against the cloud-scattered bfubesky.

Just below, beside the road, the long grasses togdée shore bent
under the wind. The water was shallow and amaziolglgr in spite

of the fact that the cylindrical tanks of an obrstge depot glinted on
the curve of land beyond the sands. Gold-spangladesv roared
upwards and broke in cascades of white froth omthmeerous small
rocks which were scattered along this part of tiere

As she looked at the water and the sky Joannani@itfor the first
time since she had come to live at Gilcroft, theaation of the
seascape, of the ever- changing moods of weathen@ver the day
was like this, a day which she knew now was typa¢dlhe west coast
summer, she experienced a mood of expectancywaifd+looking
mood. The brightness, the vivid colours, the exparfsperpetually
moving glittering sea under the wide arch of timeitless sky made
her restless, like one of the gulls which hoveradaccurrent of air,
haunted by a hankering after something she scaurelgrstood but
which she felt sharply.



Today the mood was strong and it lasted all the twasyr where
after she had done her shopping in the main shgpgireet she
wandered up a narrow side street lined with snalps, each one of
them offering some speciality.

One shop held her attention for a long time, bes#ughowed riding

clothes in its windows. She was admiring a beallittut hacking

jacket when she noticed that someone was comingfaine shop.

Glancing sideways, she saw that it was Steve Millamediately she
looked away hoping that he wouldn't see her. Thpidtshaky

feeling which she always experienced at the thowghtaving to

speak to him overcame her and she pressed agagnsindow as if

by doing so she could disappear from his view. @datually as she
stared fixedly at the plate glass she realiseadshlel see him vaguely
reflected in the window. He was standing a litdeohe side of her
and looking in the window too.

'I'm trying to decide whether it's the window deplwhich is
absorbing all your attention or whether you ardifigefaint and
require support,' he said mockingly. 'If you'relifeg faint, let me be
your support and take you to have some lunch.'

Willing herself to act normally, she turned slowlyidened her eyes
in pretended surprise and looked straight intoiagfaamused grey
eyes.

'Hello," she said, and could say no more becausengoface to face
with him after not seeing him for a while seemetidwe taken away
all power of speech. He seemed to be stricken siugdeith
dumbness too, because he didn't reply but stareek ats if he hadn't
seen her before. It was a strange silent momeast,silence
accentuated by the noises of the street, the guraroengines, the
click of high heels the sound of voices raisedrguanent.



'l haven't seen you in a dress before,' he murmatrsst. 'That's why
| couldn't be sure it was you.'

He had seen her in a dress before, at the partygheusupposed that
in the darkness on the terrace he hadn't noticed.

'l wonder if you know that wearing blue makes yeyes seem bluer,
forget-me-not blue,' he continued slowly. Then vatishake of his
head and a self-mocking grin he said, 'But of cewsu won't.
You're not like that. You're Joanna, and you wotlldet out
deliberately to deceive a mere male into thinkingu'se
unforgettable. Any relation of the colour of youess to the colour of
your eyes is wholly unintentional, | expect.’

He was talking rubbish; blatant delightful rubbis$he had never
thought that the hard-bitten Steve Millar couldapaonsense, not
this sort of tender nonsense that could easilyogodirl's head. And
all she could do was stand tongue-tied. As he adtiger lack of
response his smile faded, the warmth went fromeljiss and she
sensed his withdrawal. In a panic, not wanting torwithdraw, she
said hastily,

‘This is my day off. I've left Wendy holding thefat Gilcroft. It will
be good experience for her. | came to buy sometfand/larjorie's
baby. Oh, perhaps you don't know—she's had a boy."'

A faint smile which showed that he was interestaat, only just,
curved his mouth.

'l believe the grapevine informed someone on th&tesand
somehow the news reached me. Are they both well?'

‘Yes, and Bill is so proud. It's quite silly. Youldnk no one had ever
had a baby before." She was babbling, saying amytha stupid
prattle to cover up her shyness, to stop him fraatkimg away.



‘Bill and Marjorie haven't,' he said gently. 'Sirghaviour on the part
of new parents is quite reasonable, you know.'

Away from the responsibilities associated with bartouse he
seemed so different, gayer, more approachable.

'‘My invitation to have lunch with me was genuire 'said. "Will you
accept?’

She looked down the street and then up the stiéet.sun was
shining bright and the wind tugged at her hair skid. Maybe today
was the day she would find what it was she was é&vami after.

'If it will help you to make up your mind any fastde said dryly, 'I'll
take you to Alloway afterwards to see the cottagpere Burns was
born, if you haven't seen it already.'

'‘No, | haven't seen it, yet. | ... I..." Why wasat difficult to tell him
she would be delighted to have lunch with him amdisit the old
cottage? Because she wasn't used to expressimgntdebhe could
only use simple heartfelt phrases such as 'lI'd foxmme'. And her
reserve prevented her from saying that to this man.

‘Joanna,’ he rapped suddenly, making her jumppiyes? That's all |
need to know.'

‘Yes,' she gulped hastily, 'please.’

Although she didn't know, her pleasure was reveatetler eyes
which sparkled suddenly and by the emphatic 'ple&seve smiled
and to her surprise took one of her hands in histagether they
started to walk down the street-

‘Thank you,' he said. 'Now | can take the reshefday off too and we
can play truant together.’



Truant. The word set the seal on the rest of tlye\Wath a wonderful
feeling of freedom, of having escaped, Joanna exj@yfour-course
lunch in a big hotel near the sea where Steve skdémbe well-
known. Several men with horse-racing written aleiotheir faces
greeted him when they walked into the dining roorade remarks in
the language of the turf and stared hard at Jobhefowe going on to
take their places at dining tables.

'I'd forgotten that Ayr has a race-course,' shear&ed.

'So you recognised my acquaintances for what theydm you?' he
answered with a grin. 'Yes, there are several mgetiere during the
year. The biggest and most important takes plasartis the end of
September when the Ayr Gold Cup and the Ayrshiraditap are
run. Maybe you'd like to come and watch. If youldome know, and
you can come as my guest. I'll have several haotsesng this year.'

Surprised by the invitation, Joanna bit her lip &ouked down at her
plate and said nothing.

‘And | was forgetting that you dislike horse-ragingaid Steve
quietly. 'Are you going to let your father's acadecolour your
outlook for the rest of your life, Jo?'

She looked up quickly. He had finished eating aag Weaning back
in his chair watching her. There had been a notelmfke in his voice
and she realised for the first time that he reseher attitude to the
sport with which he was connected.

Haying gained her attention he leaned forward andiicued in the
same quiet manner,

‘Let me give you something else to think about. Yeallowed your
initial reaction to your father's death to deveioi prejudice. As a
result you consider everyone who is associatedatke-racing as a
hardhearted, double-dealing ogre. But you're wrdxigof us have



hearts and feelings, although it's possible thaesof us don't care to
show them to everyone else.'

He had used the plural, but she knew he was talidooyt himself.
He had accused her of prejudice, and she. had easyrieeling that
he was right. How juvenile and petty her behaviowst seem to
him! Her cheeks grew hot with confusion as shedoyéh the food
on her plate, not daring to face his direct gaze.

'l believe Changeling is behaving well,' he wasrsgiyn a more bland
conversational tone. 'lIs Consuelo?'

On this subject at least she could give him gootsne

‘Yes, her riding has improved greatly. But you wght, Changeling
wouldn't let her go near him.'

'So she told me. She can't understand why | owh auecalcitrant

beast. The trouble with Consuelo is not that simé ciale. She can.
She can do anything she sets her mind to. It'sthatunlike your

favourite poet, Burns, she has no feeling for afsnasuppose that's
why you admire his poetry. You share his sympatmytlie animal

kingdom.'

Joanna nodded her agreement, wondering how he inegssed so
much about her.

'l thought so," he said. 'There's a poem by hincrilgag an old
farmer's new year greeting to his old mare Magane, when | read it
J thought of your spirited defence of that old bagones you were
riding the day we first met.’'

Now he was making fun of her. But his mockery wastte and was
based on his knowledge of her likes and dislikesl lg&ke her he
remembered their first meeting.



'l thought you didn't know any poems by Burns,' shiel.

'l didn't until you showed an interest in him. Aftge'd talked about
him the day we went to Drumlee | looked in thedityr at Lanry
House and found a copy of an edition of his wokkéhen | was
leafing through it | found the poem about the méauisten to this.
Doesn't it remind you of Minnie?'

‘Tho' thou's howe-backit and knaggie,
I've seen the day

Thou could hae gone like onie staggie,
Out ower the seas.'

Joanna's eyes widened as he quoted the words lioad Scottish
accent,

'But what does it mean?' she asked. 'l can't utadets word.'

‘Shame on you!' he teased. 'lIt's good Scottiskectiahich is a dialect
of the English language, although it's been raiedtie dignity of a
language by Burns and his like. All those few liaes saying is that
although the old horse is now hollow-backed andokiyahe farmer
remembers the day when it could go like any codirdalie meadows.
The rest of the poem is in the same vein, rememydhe horse's
good days and saying that because they've shameuicgo together
he'll never forget it or let it starve. | think yéeel the same way about
animals. That's why you got so heated when | et Minnie.'

The memory of the morning in June was between tagain. The
knowledge that he remembered it as well as shedake Joanna feel
light-headed.

‘You were rather unkind about Minnie. She can'phedr looks, but
she's a good worker and very patient with children.



'I'm sure she deserves your championship,' he dexgebut at the
time | was irritated to see such an excellent rideunted on such an
unworthy horse. | wanted to take you back to myplswathere and
then to show Changeling to you. But you misundexsto

'How was | to know?' answered Joanna, feeling texuld'd only just
met you. | didn't know your name or anything abgad.'

‘And you were old-fashioned enough not to trusargjers and |
hadn't made a very good impression.' His mouthtédisynically.

‘The past few years of my life haven't been thetmé=asant and
haven't been spent with particularly pleasant peold forgotten
how to speak to people like you, Jo. Every timevev@het since I've
hurt you, | know | have. | don't want to be the avigo hurts you.
That's one of the reasons why I've stayed away f&doroft. | don't

want you hurt through anything | may have done. {pmu

understand?'

She thought she did. It was all connected withrélationship with
Consuelo, she was sure.

'l think | do,' she said hesitantly. 'But what abmaday?'

‘Today we're playing truant, remember? I'm jusgarant Scot who
knows very little about the literature of his caynand is taking an
English lass to the birthplace of the Scottish baehr which I've
lived all my life and which I've never visited yibu've finished eating
we'll go and be educated.’

Pushing new misgivings about spending the restehfternoon with
him deep down where they couldn't bother her, Jaanmled at him
happily and agreed to go and be educated.

The sun was still shining and the wind was stilidbéring as they
reached the village of Alloway and passed by teaghnt detached
villas set in their beautiful gardens, screenedhigkly leaved trees.



Joanna had an impression of greenness and pealce, thiat setting
of unostentatious wealth it was strange to find hbhenble cottage
with its low white walls sparkling in the sunshints, thatched roof
trim and immaculate; the birthplace of the greabtSeho had
suffered poverty all his life.

They parked the car and joined the group of peaj$tte the cottage
who were waiting to go in. July and August were pleak visiting
months and so even though it was Monday there wep@at many
people going through the turnstiles. Yet in spiteh® number of
visitors the cool dim interior of the cottage wasraordinarily quiet.
People spoke in hushed voices as if they wereeaghihine of a saint
or were in a church.

Joanna thought that the living area of the cottage small for the
number of people who had lived in it during Burisldhood, but it
did not seem overcrowded now, and there was a sifmmineliness
about everything which overcame the austerity efftirniture and
the stone-flagged floor. She was fascinated byp#étkin the corner of
the room which could be concealed from the livingaigers by a
curtain and also by the thickness of the walls esealed by the
window apertures.

After inspecting the living quarters they moveditihe byre which
adjoined the kitchen, and Steve teased her by gdlgat she would
have enjoyed living in that type of cottage in thghteenth century
because she would not have been separated froamitmals even at
night. Then they went to the Museum at the badgkehouse where
the original manuscripts of Burns' songs and Iettesre all on show.
Joanna lingered over them as long as she darechi&m®t want to
bore Steve, but on glancing at him she could seedsenot bored and
he was talking easily to another man who spokeimglith a strong
foreign accent. In fact many of the people who weésiting the

cottage that day seemed to have come from forempuntries and
she noticed when she signed the visitors' book ttiepages were



filled with addresses in Austria, Scatfdinavia, &kaba and America
and even in Russia.

They left the Museum and walked to the old graveydrAlloway's

ruined kirk and on to the Burns Memorial which vg#tsated among
the flower beds of a well-tended garden on the bafkthe River
Doon.

'‘Here you are on the very banks of that river amduth you sang at
school," mocked Steve. 'Doesn't that give youillzirhere are even
roses if you want to pick one and bring the poeiiféd

‘To do that I'd need a false lover to steal the foem me,' replied
Joanna lightly.

‘Well, | suppose | could play that part, althougdoesn't appeal to
me,' he answered with a slight grimace of distakteprefer to give
you a rose. Here.'

With a quick deft action he snapped a red rose feolmush and
handed it to her. Giving a rather guilty glancenduhe garden and
hoping that no one in authority had seen him, Jaanok the rose. A
thorn pricked her finger and made it bleed a little

‘There's even a poem for this situation, aboutowg being like a red,
red rose,' he said sofdy.

'‘But it's hardly appropriate,’ said Joanna shanmpigking a business
of placing the rose in the buttonhole of her caadigo that she
wouldn't have to look at him.

'‘As you say, it isn't appropriate. | much prefere tisimple
forget-me-nots.'

The wind rustled the leaves of the trees, the tadrbled cheerfully.
The banks and braes of bonny Doon were bloomingthedirds



were singing. Never again would she be able to teat poem
without remembering this moment.

'l think it's time | went back to Gilcroft, pleasshe said, trying to
sound matter-of-fact, and the expression on hie ferdened as he
stepped back into line.

'l expectitis,' he agreed. His glance was cabglthe little speck of
blood on her finger as she finished twisting tlegrsof the rose in her
buttonhole. He pointed to it. 'l've hurt you agdim sorry.'

It did not take them long to get back to Ayr. Thevh was busy with
holiday traffic and they were held up at the ligatghe bridge over
the river, but once through that bottleneck theywadbat a steady
speed through Prestwick and the other towns ané s@on on the
coast road to Seakirk.

They did not talk. Since he had apologised brigfyhe garden on the
banks of the Doon, Steve had retired behind his eurtain. Joanna
would have laughed at her own description of hthidviawn mood if
she hadn't felt so depressed. The day of truansyowar and she was
having to pay for it. Would Steve have to pay tdobd? She glanced
sideways at him. He was frowning too as if he wasking about
something unpleasant. She wished she could askwhat his
problem was, but she had no rights. And if sheé@ske had no doubt
that he would repulse her.

She stared out of the window at the sea. The watbdied down and
the sunlight was brilliant, shining out of the wast laying a carpet
of gold on the water.

‘The dazzle on the sea,” murmured Steve, takingiek qglance
sideways at the view, ' "while you are alive beyguoédstion, Like the
dazzle on the sea, my darling."



She glanced at him in surprise. He had turnedttaeston to the road
again, but he acknowledged her surprise with a grin

'‘No, the words aren't mine. They're from a poenh.dnyis MacNeice
called "Leaving Barra", but there are times wherffind them
appropriate.’'

He swung the car across the road to take the lmatk aver the hill
behind Seakirk to Gilcroft. Joanna looked backhatdazzle on the
sea. There was nothing dazzling about her, shegtitonorosely. It
was Consuelo who dazzled, who was alive beyondtigueid
Steve quoted the lines to Consuelo when he wasngéadve to her?
Did he make love to Consuelo? Somehow she couidha@gine
anyone making love to that dazzling but infinitetpld and
calculating woman'And anyway, she didn't want tagme Steve
making love to anyone but herself.

The wayward thought jarred her nerves and shedstamed at the
very uninteresting council houses which thjgy wamv passing.
Children were playing in the side streets', daribhgut and calling to
each other. Lines of washing festooned the gardemging listlessly
now that the wind had gone.

The car swooped down the hill, passed the elmese castle ruin,
passed the triangle of grass at the fork in thd avad stopped at the
end of the road to Gilcroft.

Gathering her parcels in one hand, Joanna fumidedhe door
handle with the other.

‘Thank you for the lunch and for taking me to Aleyy she muttered.

Steve was searching for something in the glove estment in front
of her. "'Thank you for your company,' he repliatj fossed the book
into her lap. "You can keep that as a mementoefily we played
truant together.'



She picked up the book and glanced at the Rdems and Songs of
Robert BurnsThen she looked at him. He was watching her with
expression of tender amusement in his eyes.

‘Are you sure?' she asked. The book was. richlyndoand quite
heavy.

'If it pleases you, I'm sure. Good-bye, Jo.'

It was dismissal, polite and gentle but quite d&finThe truancy was
over. She scrambled out of the car, banged the stadrand did not
wait to see him depart. Clutching her gift to hegdst, she walked up
the farm road, her melancholy mood suddenly lihvaty.

As soon as she walked into the stableyard she d¢haethere was
something wrong. For one thing, Consuelo's blackwees there, and
for another Wendy was standing in the doorwaysheftack room
actually wringing her hands and looking anxious.

'‘Och, Jo, I'm glad to see you! I'm worried. Ladyl&ticame about an
hour ago. She said she wanted to ride Changelmgs&d Mr Millar
had given her permission to ride the horse andyinaknew.'

'‘Was she able to mount him?' Joanna felt very adrm

'He was a wee bit difficult, but she talked to himthe way you do
and | helped her up and she set off. She said side'dhrough the
woods and back. | thought she'd be here by now.dbott think he'd
throw her, do you?'

'He might do anything. He doesn't like her.’
'‘Och, I'm sorry, Jo. | shouldn't have let her go.’

'‘How could you have stopped her?' asked Jo geNiy know you
couldn't. She's strong and determined. Stop wagrgimout it. If she



has a fall it's her own fault. Saddle Bonnie Lasie, there's a dear,
while | change my clothes, then I'll go and look lier.'

She might have known something like this would leapprhile her
back was turned, thought Joanna as she struggledf dwer dress,
pulled on her breeches and a sweater. And it wasalyof Consuelo
to take advantage of her absence. But how had @mkoown she
was absent? The woman hadn't made any arrangetoehts/e a
lesson today.

Joanna pulled on her boots, grabbed her hat andasnd clattered
down the stairs, noticing how quiet the house wiilsout Marjorie.
Bill must have driven in to see his wife already,iswas no use
hoping for his help if Consuelo had had an accident

She had just mounted Bonnie Lass and was adjugtegstirrup
leathers when Wendy called out,

'Here she is, Jo! She's coming, and she's leachag@eling.'

The two of them waited for Consuelo to reach tlablstyard. As she
came near it was possible to see that the horselimpsg, and
Joanna's heart began to sink slowly. If Changellag damaged and
couldn't jump in the hunter trials however was gbiag to tell Steve?
As she watched the gelding she had no thought éms@elo. The
horse was sweating badly and looked if he had beaten. When she
went up to him he flinched away from her.

'Steady boy, steady,’ she murmured, and patteteblsgently. At the
sound of her voice his ears pricked and he turoaedd and nuzzled
her, showing his gladness to be with her again.

'Here is your wonderful horse, Miss Frost. I'm sgma're welcome to
him," said Consuelo, her usually creamy voice habsily then did

Joanna glance at her. Her black hat had gone,dieh&d escaped
from . the confines of the big tortoiseshell shdeich held it at the



neck and there was a bruise on her right cheeklhtereimmaculate
black jacket was streaked with mud and grass.

‘What have you done to Changeling?' asked Joannag tto keep
calm.

'What have | done to him?' Consuelo almost shrielkeal don't care
about me! You don't care if | break my neck. Allycare about is the
horse. He threw me, that's what happened! Andhitwé him, that's
what I've done to him. | hope now he's no goodoto y. or to Steve!'

'‘But what happened, Lady Millar? Why did he throsu§ Och, I've
been worried about you,' blurted Wendy.

‘That was nice of you, dear.' Consuelo flashedshdden smile. 'I'm
glad someone was concerned about me. I'd justeg@dde edge of
the wood when he bolted.’

'‘Something must have frightened him," said Joarf@hangeling
never bolts.’

'‘Well, he bolted this afternoon. He jumped a femefre | was ready.
| pulled back on the reins and he caught the b&dksolegs on the
fence, then when we were over he threw me.’

Joanna bent down and examined the backs of Chagtgetorelegs.
Both of them were grazed, but she couldn't tell kewous the injury
was. She stood up straight and gazed steadily mgu@to. The dark
eyes stared back at her and there was hate indiygins.

‘Take Changeling and unsaddle him, please, Wehay, wash the
grazes carefully with soap and water. We must efalthat no
infection gets into them,' she said quietly.



The gelding flinched when Wendy approached, banather gentle
word from Joanna and some more soothing pats hd aeay
obediently.

‘You are wondering why | came this afternoon aricedsf | could
ride him, aren't you, Miss Frost?' said Consuéiell, | shall be
pleased to tell you and then you'll know exactlyvhofeel and to
what lengths I'm prepared to go to keep what | iciemgo be mine.'

In spite of her dishevelled appearance and recemdent the woman
was cold, deadly cold.

"'l be glad to hear your explanation, Lady Millatoanna replied.
Whatever she did she mustn't let her dislike ofvileenan prejudice
her attitude.

'‘As | told you, I'm going to marry Steve in the @un. It's all
arranged and has been for some time, by me. Enee $imet that
man I've wanted him. He was difficult to catch &wedevaded me, so |
married his father and came here to live in theesGwuse. Henry
Millar was a kind man, but not exciting. Steve wasgd still is,
exciting. Before he died I told Henry that | wanted son and how it
would be possible for me to get him. Henry obliged changed his
will, leaving me all his private fortune, which hHed intended
originally to leave to Steve. In his will there wastipulation that the
fortune would revert to Steve if he married mewdis clever of me,
don't you think?'

Joanna was horrified. She hadn't believed anyoulel ¢ capable of
such cold long-range planning.

'‘Now, because of my very strong feelings about&tém extremely
possessive by nature,’ went on Consuelo. 'l'vé&kddshvery much his
association with you through this horse which yioe for him. That
Is the reason | came for riding lessons. If any woms going to ride a



horse for Steve in future that woman will be mel'$e worked hard
at my riding, and what better teachers-could | itaea you, the girl
whose riding ability Steve has admired so much?’

It was out in the clear at last, the motive bel@whsuelo's desire to
.ride. Jealousy had motivated her, jealousy oftkigegirl who had

been asked to ride a horse belonging to her futusband. If the

situation had not reminded her too forcibly of whatl happened in
her first job, Joanna would have found it amusing.

‘There's no need for you to worry about my assiotiawith Steve.
I've told you, he never comes here,' she said.

'Yes, and | was beginning to think that there wathing for me to
worry about, until today,' replied Consuelo. 'l midoook a lesson
with you because I'd promised to meet some friamégr for lunch.’

Joanna felt her face stiffen. Consuelo noticed thange in
expression and nodded knowingly.

'l saw you and Steve as you were leaving the hotefas in the
lounge with my friends. After we had eaten | excuseyself and
returned home. | changed my clothes and came Kere.hadn't
come back, so | rode that horse. | wanted to daregend | have. |
hope you won't attempt to come between me and mgythwant
again, Miss Frost. You are bound to suffer nexetimever mind a
horse. Good-bye.'

She walked over to her car, opened the door andngaloanna
watched her, unable to move or speak, she was akesth by the
woman's confession. How could Steve marry suchrasteo? Did he
know how she had connived to marry him? She haddhitbat some
women when frustrated in their desires would ganyg lengths to
satisfy them, but she hadn't really believed timgtoae would go to
the lengths to which Consuelo had gone.



The black car swished out of the stableyard. 8trherself, Joanna
hurried into the stable and to Changeling's stall.response to
Wendy's kindly attention, the gelding was beginrtm¢pok better.

'‘She must have beaten him hard,' said Wendy inr@fied voice.
‘That's what made him bolt. She did it deliberatéinry would she be
so cruel?'

Joanna inspected the weals which were rising utiderhair on
Changeling's flanks.

'‘She was angry and she had to lash out at thestdéianeg thing,' said
Joanna vaguely. She couldn't explain to Wendy é&ad reason for
Consuelo's strangebehaviour.

'‘She must be crazy!" muttered Wendy.
'‘Have you looked at his legs again?’

'Yes. The right one is bad. It'll need a dressimdyladon't think you'll
be able to ride him.'

‘Then I'd better go and tell Mr Millar.'

'l suppose so. But have your tea first. You lookegwishy-washy, as
if you've had a shock.'

Drinking several cups of tea and nibbling at scriahleggs on toast
which she had forced herself to make after Wendlyléf and gone

home, Joanna wondered how much she should tele S&he would

take all the blame for the accident, of course. Stmild never have
taken the day off. If she hadn't she wouldn't hmeehim in Ayr, they

wouldn't have been seen together by Consuelo aaddgéting would

never have been hurt.



Her meal over, she washed up, told Archie wherensdgegoing and
asked him to tell Bill when he returned, then $eétlown the road on
Marjorie's bicycle.

It was a perfect evening, not unlike the eveninthefparty at Lanry
House. The courtyard in front of the big house deserted and there
was no sign of Jackie or Tom. Joanna rode down rtdsvéhe
coachhouse, parked her bike against the wall andkad at the red
door of the office. She knew Steve must be somesvia@ound
because his car was parked outside the garage door.

The door opened. Steve, dressed in jeans and dhirble-necked
sweater of which he seemed so fond, his hair rugnpteif he had
been running his hands through it, stood and stareédr in surprise.

'l've something to tell you," murmured Joanna.

His gaze roved curiously over her breeches andgitibots and he
frowned slightly. For a panic-stricken second slomaered whether
Consuelo was with him, then he stood aside andsatly,

'‘Come In.'

She went past him into the office. At the backh&f toom a door was
open and through it she had a glimpse of anotlwenifdled with the
light of the evening sun and the sound of orchEesttssic.

‘Come through,' said Steve, moving past her irgoother room, and
she followed him. He closed the door and she logkedd. It was
furnished comfortably as a living room. There waside window

framing a view of green islands and the dark bluwaimiains of the
north-west. Beside the window facing the view waseanchair and
beside it was a small table on which there wastaylass tumbler
containing some liquid which she guessed was whiakg an ash
tray from which a spiral of cigarette smoke rosalya Newspapers
were scattered on the floor near the armchair.



Steve switched off the radio and stubbed out tgarette in the ash
tray, then asked abruptly,

'‘What's wrong?'

‘Something dreadful has happened at Gilcroft whilwas away
today,' she began clearly enough. Then the memboasuelo's
spite engulfed her and she burst out, 'l shouldené&ave gone. |
should never have had lunch with you or gone towdly. Oh, dear!'

Tears came unbidden. She stood there knucklingye=r like a child,
trying to control her sobs.

One of her hands was pulled away from her faceadnandkerchief
was thrust into it. It was a nice handkerchief, &igl soft. An arm
was placed round her shoulders and she was gudixe armchair.
She was pushed into it and discovered with pleahateit was still

warm because Steve had sat in it recently and #rentla enfolded
her with more comfort. She wiped her eyes, blewrose and was
relieved to find her sobs were subsiding. She ticesimile at Steve,
who was sitting on a footstool in front of her watgy her attentively.

'I'm sorry. | don't usually cry in company,' shelsa

'‘Don't apologise. I'm glad you feel you can crymy company. It
means that you trust me at last. We've come awaygsince June.’

She would work out that puzzle later. Now she ntekthim about
Changeling.

‘Consuelo saw us in Ayr today,' she said. Againelysbrows came
together as he frowned.

'Where?"



‘At the hotel when we were leaving. She was soyasige went back
to Gilcroft and persuaded Wendy to let her riderigjgding. She beat
him to make him bolt. He jumped a fence and shé&eg@ulim back
and damaged the back of his forelegs. There's @iz on one of
them and he isn't fit to be ridden. Oh, dear!" $esourted again and
she had to mop them up.

'Did she tell you why she made him bolt?' he asketly.

‘Yes. She wanted to hurt him as a warning to mémtt and come
between her and what she wants.’

'And what does she want?"

‘You," she whispered. She dabbed once more alybsr then peeped
round the corner of the handkerchief. He was gittuith his elbows
on his knees and his hands were spread on eitteeothis bent head
as he considered what she had just told him.

'I'm sorry, Steve,' she said again. 'It was all fawit. | shouldn't
have..."

'‘Be quiet,' he ordered, as he had once beforestapdapologising. If

anyone should be apologising it should be me fatinmyou in such

a position in the first place. | told you | dida/ant to be responsible
for hurting you. | hoped to avoid anything likeghiy staying away
from Gilcroft. | know how spiteful Consuelo can 'dde paused and
then went on in a quieter voice, 'But today wased#nt. | thought

that for a few hours we were both free to do apleased. It was as
you pleased, wasn't it, Jo?'

He looked up urgently and leaning forward took ohéer hands in
both of his.

'Yes, it was,' she whispered, staring in surprigeesmallness of her
hand compared with his.



‘Then, stop blaming yourself for what happened. ¥ayChangeling
can't be ridden. In that case I'd better take yacklo Gilcroft and
have a look at his legs. Johnnie isn't here, so't send him. How did
you get here?'

She told him and he grinned.

'‘Easy enough coming here freewheeling all the wayit's a damned
long haul back up the hill. Leave the bike herptdmise to send it
back, probably with your knight errant.’

‘Knight errant?'

‘Tom Hilroy.' He released her hand and stood ups 'Re proposed
yet?'

'You've asked me that before.'
'l know, and you couldn't give me a straight answas he?’
'Yes, he has,' she retorted tartly, suddenly arshbyéhis persistence.

'‘And your answer?' He was picking up the newspapédrattempting
to tidy it as if he wasn't really interested in heply.

"Wouldn't you like to know?' she taunted wilfulyhen blurted out
furiously, 'Oh, why do you keep teasing me abouhPd've told you
before it's none of your business!" Then, feelipgai because he
seemed to think her friendship with Tom to be saighbke, she burst
into tears and wailed, 'Oh, I'm in such a muddle!'

She had stood up ready to leave, but she had se@ad mop up the
tears again. To her irritation Steve laughed armdfsh his arm round
her shoulders again.



‘That's right, Jo," he murmured, and he was verys;l'let it all come
out, the frustration, the pent-up emotion. You'kelf better
afterwards.'

Liking the feel of his arm holding her close, slighpuzzled by his
attitude, she found that she did feel better dftaroutburst. In the
short time she had been in the room she had dkied kchild, had lost
her temper and had cried again, giving way to esnstishe usually
kept bottled up. She had shared them with Steute gassily.

She realised his arm had tightened and glanced up.
His eyes were dark and stormy.

‘Shall we make it a full day, emotionally speaking® asked softly,
and pulling her closer, kissed her.

A little later she moved her head and broke the.Kgith a sigh of
pleasure she leaned her head against Steve's $hestould feel the
slightly uneven beating of his heart and underrigét hand the bicep
muscle of his arm was taut as he continued to hetdclosely. She
would have liked to have stayed in his arms, tcenHagered for the
rest of the evening in the pleasantly untidy rooatching the sun go
down behind the mountains, to have forgotten tisé s€the world,

but Changeling's legs needed attention.

'‘We'd better go,' she whispered.
'l suppose so,' he agreed reluctantly, and movexy.aw

As she followed him to the door she thought he sekas cool and as
collected as ever. Perhaps he made a habit ohgisgomen who

went all emotional on him. Perhaps it was all pdrthe treatment.

Yet when she had first met him she had not belidwsdcapable of

comforting anyone.



The little green car started with a roar and spedhe drive. As it

swept through the courtyard in front of the housaniha noticed that
Tom's car was there as well as the estate cahahtights were on in
the house although it was not yet dark.

The drive to Gilcroft did not take long and was edamsilence. When
they arrived Bill came out into the stableyard asdompanied them
to Changeling's stall. As usual the gelding showgdtement on

hearing Steve's voice and nuzzled him. When thenmedion of the

forelegs and weals was over they went out intoyérd.

'Well, what's the verdict?' asked Bill.

'Rest, of course, and careful treatment. The woundst be kept
clean at all cost. I'll put temporary bandages @ntbnight and I'll
ask the vet to call tomorrow.'

'‘Would you like Changeling moved back to your staBl was Bill's
next question.

'‘No, that isn't necessary. I'd like him to stayhwibanna. With a bit of
luck the wounds should heal in time for the Tri&st if they're not,’
he gave a slight shrug, 'who cares about the Priadsrather have a
horse with good legs.'

His eyes met Joanna's and he smiled. She smilé&d Hadad put the
horse first before any other consideration, anshaswent to the tack
room to get the ointment and the bandages he wahiedould not
help feeling a little spurt of triumph. Consuelatempt to make
trouble between Steve and herself had failed aftelde was leaving
the horse in her care. He trusted her. As he hddesalier, they had
come a long way since June.

Crouching beside him in the stall, she watched ipply the
ointment and bandages. They were alone in theestadart from the
horses. A feeling of well- being, a slightly hazyndition of mind



induced by his kiss, was still with her, making memune to the
smell of horse, straw and leather, making her imentaneverything
except Steve's physical presence and every movdraanade.

As she watched the sure but gentle movements ohdnisls she
sensed his love and concern for the horse and t&dind herself at
last that she had been entirely wrong and prejddicener original

estimation of him. Marjorie had been nearer théhtmhen she had
said he had a heart if anyone could take the teotdoffind it. And

Joanna had found it today in a sunlit garden imdy, in his room
at Lanry House and how here in Changeling's stall.

The feeling of well-being persisted when they kb gelding and
walked out into the greenish rose-shot twilight aoas Steve's car.
When he Opened the door of the car he turned todbder, a dark
searching glance from narrowed eyes. Joanna witddm to give
further instructions for the care of the horsecomiake a half tender,
half derisive remark on which she would surviveilutiteir next
meeting.

'l must go and see Consuelo,' he announced abru@thpd-night.'
Without waiting for a reply he got into the cagrsimed the door shut
and starting the engine, drove off.

No longer hazily happy, the pleasant cocoon-lileesin which she
had been wrapped ever since leaving Lanry rippet opdely by his
abrupt statement, she watched the red tail ligistspgpear round the
bend in the farm road, and saw the wide sweep daéwght from the
headlamps as the car swung out on to the Lanry. kbadspirits at a
low ebb, she turned and walked to the house, asti@svent up the
stairs to her bedroom she scolded herself softtyfdogetting so
completely that Consuelo held the whip hand, thiakiortune.



The weather changed. The clear visibility and ianli sunshine
vanished overnight. The dazzle on the sea had godewith it the
drama and excitement had gone too. With the retfirthe usual
damp hazy weather normality returned also andh&d not been for
Changeling's wounds and a vague sense of disapmmbtwhich
nagged at her continually Joanna might have thotinghtothing out
of the ordinary had occurred. Riders came for tlesisons as usual
and the only absentees were Consuelo and Tom. Elonshe didn't
expect, but she wondered sometimes what had hagpped@m.

One evening she was able to go and visit Marjarcgéta admire her
son, who slept in a crib in the corner of the pd@hsoom in the
nursing home. She gazed with awe at the tiny redefdaby, who
already possessed Marjorie's dark hair.

'Isn't he beautiful?' crowed Marjorie, who wasisgtup in bed
looking very healthy in a pink bed- jacket which séf her dark
colouring.

'I'll reserve judgement until he opens his eyesseéd Joanna.

'‘Och, he only does that when he's hungry and teeyehs and goes
even redder in the face. He's much better lookihgmhe's asleep.’

Joanna gave the baby one more glance and thertasv&hbn a chair
at the bedside.

"What was it like?' she asked, and Marjorie knevorate she was
referring to the birth.

'‘Agony and ecstasy, pain and happiness,' she defiieh, the relief
when it was all over, the wonderful sensation #tdast my body was
my own again, followed by the terrible anxiety asdndered how |
was going to look after him, would | be able toddem properly,

bring him up straight." She hugged her arms abergdif. ‘Och, it's
wonderful, Jo. | can recommend it!'



Joanna glanced at her hands and muttered vaglalglad you feel
like that.'

Delight and melancholy again. Marjorie knew thenthband was
able to accept both as being all of life. Maybe &ereptance grew
out of the knowledge that she was loved by Bilgdve her security.

'‘What's the matter, Jo?' asked Marjorie. 'Bill take about
Changeling. Are you worried about him? Will he getter in time for
the Trials, do you think?'

‘The vet seems to think so,' she replied brieftyh&d Steve that night
he had looked at the horse's legst Bhe hadn't seen him or hear
from him since then. Not that she expected tolyeal

'‘Was Steve angry?' probed Marjorie.

'No. He was very nice about it." Joanna couldrévent her voice
from wobbling when she remembered just how nichdtebeen.

‘According to Bill Steve's being nice to you andig you out to
lunch put Consuelo in a rage. Things have changee sou and he
first met, haven't they?' persisted Marjorie.

‘Yes. But there was no reason for her to be jeadotis take it out on
the horse. There's nothing between Steve and mtirigo How
could there be? He's going to marry her, she t@derself. Anyway,
he and | are worlds apart.'

'‘Not really,' suggested Marjorie.
'Yes, really. He does a lot of things | don't lllsaid Jo firmly, hoping

to put an end to the discussion. 'Now let me show what I've
bought for wee Jamie, as you call him.'



The gift she had brought for the baby had the efééadiverting
Marjorie's attention and for the rest of the vidie managed to keep
the conversation confined to the subject of babatf)y occasional
digressions on the subject of horses.

Tom turned up on Friday. He brought Karen for hessbn. He
brought also a tall slim girl with long swinging rney-coloured hair,
who was wearing ordinary blue jeans and a plairterhirt but who
managed to look as if she had been turned outfestaon show. Her
skin was tanned to a uniform golden hue and she waike-up round
her eyes only and they were a clear green-lit hazel

‘This is Carol,’ Tom said casually, ‘an old frignoin home. By the

strangest coincidence she and her family happbka touring Europe

and are taking in Scotland on their way back toStates. They came
on Monday and are staying until the end of the tmont

Joanna smiled at the beautiful clean-limbed Cavbl) smiled back
with restraint, her quick glance going over Joasin#fled hair, shiny
nose and pink cheeks.

'I'd like to ride with Torn,' she said. 'He doesmdnt me along with
him, but | hope you can fix it for me.'

Joanna thought she might be able to fix it, if tdedn't mind waiting
while she led out the horses. She went to theestabhdering why
Tom didn't want Carol to ride with him. To her susp he followed
her into the stable.

'How's Changeling?' he asked. 'Johnnie told me Wwappened.'

'His legs are mending gradually." She wondered gt much
Johnnie knew and how much he had told Tom.

‘Consuelo’s behaviour certainly brought resul@n'dit?' said Tom.



'‘What do you mean? What results?' she asked uygénthing on
him.

His eyes were very bright blue as he enjoyed temgl her.

'l thought you'd know. Consuelo has left Lanry. Heuse is for sale.
Steve has gone away too. Presumably they're tag#lagbe they're
getting married in a hurry before she can do anyentamage to
horses or to people.'

Her senses felt numbed. Perhaps dying would bdHike

'‘No, | didn't know,' she mumbled through stiff lipBo you think
your friend could manage Crackerjack? Minnie isdaagain this
morning.'

"You don't have to find a horse for her," he saithbly.

'Oh, but | must. She asked me to fix it." His diefiture made her
forget her own pain a little. "Why don't you waet o ride with you?'

He made an exasperated grimace.

'‘She's followed me about for years. We met in Mg@ers ago, when
we were kids, and she's sort of grown up with med Aow she's
turned up here and I've been asked by her paregts with them on
a quick tour of the Highlands starting tomorrow. Amnad? | was
hoping to spend the last days of my stay here entivith you,
wearing you down. You haven't changed your mind lyate you?'

'‘No, | haven't changed my mind. And I think your@&as very nice.'

'Oh." He looked rather disconcerted, and she lalighe



'‘Go on your tour of the Highlands, Tom. It will lmeuch, more
enjoyable than hanging around Gilcroft, and muchienprofitable.
One day you'll be glad that Carol came to Scotland.

‘There's no hope, then?'

‘No.'

'I'm sorry.’

‘There's nothing to be sorry about. We've hadd fan together.'

'It's not that I'm sorry about. It's—oh hell, I'mrsy because it hasn't
worked out right for you with Steve. "'Tom, please!

He rubbed the back of his neck with one hand, legkhoroughly
uncomfortable and embarrassed.

'0.K., | remember now. You don't like him, perideg' muttered, and
grabbing Crackerjack's reins led the horse out@fstable.

The numbness which followed Tom's announcementStete had
gone to London and was possibly getting marriecete@as not new,
Joanna had experienced a similar feeling when dtbef had been
killed and when her mother had married again amettidbst her to a
person she could not like. She had been deterntmedoid such
experience again and had failed.

In the hours and days which followed Tom's visdrdwa searched for
the cause of the numbness and kept coming up gteame answer.
She loved Steve Millar and he was going to marrmmstelo, was
possibly married to her already and there was ngtehe could do
about it. Over and over again she rejected the @an$he was merely
attracted to him temporarily because he had letiderChangeling.



Once away from Gilcroft and Lanry, away from thezla on the sea,
she would soon forget him.

Meanwhile there was still Changeling to nurse biacigood health

before the trials. Marjorie came home and wouldhso® back in the
saddle. For a small person Jamie Cowan managedsdet uhe

household considerably for the first few days he iname, waking at
the wrong times and refusing to be pacified unhessvas fed. But
with the help of the practical and motherly didtnarse his diet was
soon corrected, and with a routing established dfigrjwas able to
participate more in the running of the stables la@glan to supervise
some of the lessons.

Now that her friend showed signs of taking ovenagaanna began
to think about the future, trying to disregard feeling that it would

be grey and bleak. A letter from her Aunt Phyl lgiowith it another

letter which had been sent to her address in Rgatiwas from the

stables in Berkshire at which she had helped duwiegk-ends. The
proprietor was losing one of his best riding instous who was

getting married and moving to another part of thentry. He offered

the position to Joanna and said he would likeltottaher about it as
soon as she returned to Reading.

She told Marjorie and Bill about the offer she maedeived and they
were rather dejected when they realised she wasusr
considering going back to Reading.

‘Can't you stay, Jo?' wheedled Marjorie. 'We'veedem much better
than we ever expected this year and we could payngav, not as
much as that other place, but enough.’

'l said I'd stay until you were up and around agand you're
obviously in the pink. I'm glad I've been able &) although the
success isn't entirely due to me, you know. Youtmive Steve some



credit. He did recommend the school to Jackie a&ntetped us to get
Bonnie Lass and so on.'

'l doubt if he'd have helped us if you hadn't béene,' replied
Marjorie shrewdly, and watched Joanna's cheeks goow. 'l
thought you liked being here.'

'Yes, | do like being here, but that isn't suffitieeason for me to
stay. Besides, Wendy needs the job here. She's gagiable, you
know, and is more likely to do what you tell heath am.’

Marjorie laughed.

'So it's taking orders from me that's worrying ysut?' she mocked.
'l can see you're in one of your stubborn moodyway, let's shelve
the discussion until the trials are over, shall We@'re still going to
ride Changeling, aren't you?"

‘Yes, if he's fit. | promised.’

‘And a promise is a promise,' scoffed Marjorie uadky.' Will Steve
be there to watch, do you suppose?'

‘Johnnie says he will.’
‘With Consuelo by his side?’
'l expect so,' shrugged Jo.

The vet announced that Changeling could be riddeha trials just
one week before they were due to take place. Ridas¢ the horse
was recovered, Joanna asked Johnnie whom she leptdeed in
order to inform him of the good news if Steve warttesee the horse
before she rode it.



'‘Och, | dinna think so. He'll be away to York tomaw and so shall I,
and we won't be back until the night before thadrilt's a great week
of racin’, ye ken. We've a filly entered in the Kshire Oaks and a
two-year-old in the Gimcrack stakes. Ye'll havegtoahead on your
own, lass. Think ye can manage?'

'Oh, yes, | think so. Is Mr Millar at home now?"

'‘Not yet. He's been in Ireland the *oast few daggtin' a friend in

Dublin and havin' a look at a new stallion. He#l lback later today
and then off bright and early in the mornin'. Batt worry, lass. It's
a busy life the man leads, but he'll be there cmr8ay to watch
Changeling.'

And with that she had to be content and recogniss s
Changeling's rider she was just a small part ofeSidillar's life, to
be fitted in between racing schedules, and sherbteganderstand a
little of how Consuelo must feel. Was Consuelo vhittm in Ireland?
Would she be going to York? Strange that Johnni'’hanentioned
her, and with the absence of Jackie and Karen hasv&om she had
no news of the Happenings at Lanry House. Evendvialy mother,
that great gossip about anything connected withMhiilar family,
had no information.

For the rest of the week Joanna devoted every mghd had to spare
to Changeling's training. Naturally she had to laeeful not to
overwork the horse and to pay careful attentiohisdegs. She was
glad of Bill and Marjorie's help in arranging fdnet horse to be
transported to the trials and in making other ayeaments regarding
her entry in the Novice Class.

But in spite of all the careful arrangements shé @hangeling were
almost disqualified from the trials because theyenate in arriving
at the course. First of all Changeling played ugmvtiney were trying
to get him into the horse van and they missed Jelsiirm handling



of the horse. Then on the way to the course theehwain developed
engines trouble. It was lucky that Marjorie wasldaling in the
Gilcroft Land-Rover because she was able to gaatay.House and
arrange for another van to come and take the mhdee first one.
Then they had to go through all the performance gefting
Changeling out of one van into another in the nadadll the road.
Consequently by the time they reached the coursgelding wasn't
in the best of moods and even Joanna was feelstigaage tingle of
apprehension as she wondered what would go wraxtg $lee wasn't
encouraged when Johnnie suddenly appeared loo&thgrrtired to
tell her testily that though he'd managed to geklblae previous night
the boss had been delayed in York and he didn‘heeehe could
arrive in time to see her ride.

While Bill went off to explain to the judges whyethwere late and to
make sure Changeling could still take part, Magosaddled the
horse and Joanna went to walk the course, whichavasv miles

outside Lanry in the rolling Ayrshire countrysidé.was raining

steadily by now and as she looked at the coursa fle top of a
slight hill on which the refreshment tents had bgéched Joanna felt
her apprehension grow.

The pattern of jumps was complicated and she kirw®uld have
to have complete control over Changeling. There avlacky in and
out jJump called the Pen which would have to benakea moderate
speed and there were several spread jumps incladiitgh and rails
at the foot of a steep drop. After that there wgstgump which
consisted erf a birch rail, a grassy hollow in vihikkere was another
jump and a steep slope to another birch rail atdpe

When she had finished walking the course she pusiiredgh the
crowd of spectators, most of whom were wearinghgdnacs or good
weatherproof tweeds, towards the horse van whergohta was

waiting with Changeling.



‘What's it like?' asked Marjorie.
'Fearsome. I'll never make it.'

'Of course you will. It's not like you to have ddsibHere, let me tie
your number card on.'

She tied the tapes of the white card with the blagkerals round
Joanna's waist just as Johnnie came up leadirack belding which
was ridden by a small hunchbacked man who tippe8ddivler hat to
Joanna and Marjorie when Johnnie introduced him Cadin
Gillespie.

'l believe you and | are paired, Miss Frost," $didGillespie. 'lt's a
pleasure, I'm sure. Have you walked the course?"

Joanna said that she had.

'‘Good. The Novice Class will begin in fifteen miaestand you and |
are the sixth couple to participate. Now | sugyest let me set the
pace. I've been riding these trials for many yaag | like to think |

know my way round. It's interesting to know yours® belongs to
Steve Millar. Several years ago | was paired' With in this same
event. It looks an intelligent beast. This one fiiding is a bit of an
unknown quantity, so be prepared for surprises.’

He was a well-informed, jolly man and Joanna fohrsdcontinuous
flow of words as he recounted experiences in thetihg field
soothing as they waited for their turn. By the titheir number was
called over the sound system she was in contrdleo$elf .aftd of
Changeling,, and had ceased to scan the crowckotatprs. All that
mattered was riding and getting the gelding rouneddourse without
any accident.

When she recalled the Hunter Trials in the days tbdowed
Joanna's memories were mainly sensuous. The dtidgnap air on



her hot face; the noise of galloping hooves; thelkof churned up
earth; the feeling of being suspended in the airaftorief moment
above a fence before coming down on the otherdfide

Always just ahead of her were the sleek black huadigrs of Pirate,
Mr Gillespie's mount. He went for the Pen too fast had to be
checked. He swerved away from the stile and wird had to

approach it again. She had no problem with Changelihe gelding

cleared everything easily and kept up his usualdst@ace between
the jumps. But she had a moment of anxiety wheat®iafter

clearing the ditch fell on the other side, flingihgs rider to the

ground. Close behind, Joanna had no chance to diecknount.

Changeling cleared the ditch and to her relief sadpd to her
whisper and a pull on the reins and managed talahei obstacle of
booted legs and horses hooves as Mr Gillespie aateRolled over

and got to their feet.

Then came the pit, as she slid down into the hgllokmging to
Changeling's back, whispering encouragement, sheuee that the
gelding would never be able to jump the rail at bogtom. But he
made it and they were scrambling up the other ss&igp to clear
another jump at the top.

From then on everything else seemed comparatiady and it was
possible to enjoy riding and jumping in companyhvanother good
horse and rider. The rain stopped, the sky clegiradually and a pale
sun glittered through the flurry of raindrops shakem the trees as
Changeling and Pirate finished the course and rtiredlieway back to
the field which had been roped off for competitdheir vans and
their horses.

As they entered the field Joanna and Mr Gillespiggcatulated each
other on their horses' performances, hoped thatdheeet again
some time and then separated to go to differerts pdrthe field.

Looking round for the Lanry House horse van, Joasawa Johnnie



coming towards her. He was accompanied by a big wiam was
wearing a flat tweed cap and a belted white ridimac. He had a
full-jowled longish face and sharp black eyes whrdved over
Changeling assessingly as he came to stand abtee'$ihead.

‘This is the greatest wee jumper I've seen fomg lkime, and you
show him to advantage, lass,' he observed in k #sthmatic voice.
'I'm Sam Craik and | want to buy this horse.'

‘And I'm Joanna Frost, and he's not for sale,rstogted spiritedly.

'I'm not the only one here who's interested. | wet horse now
before anyone else has a chance to offer and fqucene price. |
know Steve Millar only too well. He's a hard oneb@rgain with.
Where is he anyway?"

'l don't know. Now if you'll excuse me, Mr Craikd llike to take
Changeling over to the horse-box and un* saddle hithink he
deserves a rest, don't you?' replied Joanna.

His black eyes twinkled up at her and his handeigéd on the bridle.

‘Yes, | do, my dear. But you don't get rid of methat way. I'm
sticking with you and this horse .until Steve tunpsso that | can hear
his refusal to sell from his own lips.’



CHAPTER SIX

WITH all the swaggering air of one accustomed to legaatirwinning

horses, Sam Craik led Changeling across the feelth¢ red Lanry
Estate horse van. As they approached the van Jaauhé see that
Marjorie "attd Bill were talking to someone, a mahose straight
shoulders were covered with elegant tweed and wihase was

reddish brown. She felt "the familiar crazy leaphef heart and felt
the blood rush to her cheeks™ Then she was qudliagoy as she
looked round cautiously to see if Consuelo had caitie Steve.

As she saw her coming Marjorie waved a hand indmection and
Steve turned.

'‘Being a little previous, aren't you, Sam?' heethlbut mockingly.
‘That's my job you're doing.’

‘Just getting in a bit of practice for when he's@qichuckled the big
man.

Changeling stopped by Steve, nuzzled him as usuhtereived the
usual caresses.

'It's taken you long enough to get back from Yagokgbed Sam, his
black eyes inquisitive. 'What happened? Did youmeilved in one
of Ralph Crawley's parties?'

Steve's smile was enigmatic as he continued toléoihe horse. So
far he hadn't spared a glance or a word for Joanna.

‘That, and a little haggling over the price of tiflg I'd entered in the
Yorkshire Oaks," replied Steve. 'Crawley wanted fogra song
because she only managed fifth place. | didn't s&dift about nine
o'clock and had to put up for the night at Altonbgsthen I'd had
enough of driving. | drove the rest of the way timsrning, and



arrived home about an hour ago. It wasn't a baty.pawvish | could
have stayed longer.'

He was standing close to the horse's left sideshilder almost
touching her left leg, and as she looked downsaieill-brushed hair,
at the healthy tan of his lean face, at the cesghis shirt collar and
the smooth fit of his jacket across his shoulde@nda wondered
how he managed to look so cool and unruffled dfteparty and his
cross-country drive.

‘You did well to get away from Crawley's at thahdi,' Sam was
saying. 'l always avoid his parties when | go torkrdToo much
liquor and too many women.'

Steve laughed and shrugged his shoulders.

'l didn't know you were such a Puritan, Sam,' hented. 'l agree
about the liquor, but not about some of the women.'

Joanna looked at him sharply. The hardness, wasdratwith it the
sneering remark, the callous disregard for anatlfe€lings. He was
the hard-bitten unpleasant horse-owner she hagmite shore one
morning in June.

'I'd like to get down and unsaddle, please, Stelre,said quietly. She
couldn't dismount with him standing so close. Hguest brought his
attention to her at last. He looked up, a cold irspeal grey glance.

‘Hello, Jo. Marjorie tells me you rod¥ell today.'

That was all. No congratulations, no warm greetimg,smile. She

had ridden better than she'd ever done and hethwedm there to see
her show his horse to advantage. Yet all he cofit was a casual

off-hnand comment. The difference in his attitudet sharply and she
had to cover up by replying in kind.



'Of course | rode well. What did you expect? We agmvery well
without you, Changeling and I. | wondered you batketo leave
your party and come back. You weren't needed here.'

He stepped back quickly as if he had been strudkaarnshe slipped
from the saddle she saw anger flicker in his epeg.he made no
attempt to retaliate or to explain. He turned ton&end said,

'So you still want to buy? How much?'

Joanna couldn't believe her ears. Surely he wgsimg back on his
word? He'd promised he wouldn't sell while she ata&ilcroft. As

she unbuckled the saddle girth she held her bmgaiting for Sam
Craik's answer.

'l give you five hundred for him, now,' he saiking out his
cheque book with a flourish.

‘You're not going to refuse, Steve! That's a gofidrdor a horse
which hasn't been tested much,' exclaimed Margxaitedly.

Bother Marjorie! Why couldn't she keep her mouthfsh 'thought

Joanna savagely, as the sa ddle fell into her amds she inspected
the marks it had left on Changeling's coat. Now twdwauld she do,

what could she say to stop Steve from acceptingftiiee?

'I must admit it's difficult to refuse,' he saidodlg. 'l haven't sold a
horse since Ascot. But I'm not sure, Sam.'

‘You can't have had a better offer already,’ Sach@ackly. 'There
hasn't been time.'

'‘No, | haven't, admitted Steve slowly. 'As a nmaté fact I'm
thinking of keeping the horse for this winter. like to hunt him.'

Sam's reaction was explosive.



'You're a fool to refuse!" he roared huskily. Thewre quietly,
‘You're pulling my leg. You must be. Hunt him yoelfavhen you've
an offer like mine? | can't understand you. Youdwaur head seeing
to.'

'I'm beginning to think so too," said Steve drylys lunch time.
Supposing we go and discuss this in the refreshtaatt They might
be selling some of your beer there, Sam."'

They walked away together without another worditioeg Marjorie
or Joanna.

‘They might have invited us to have lunch with thileramarked

Marjorie caustically, 'but then | don't think I'd\e enjoyed it. Steve
Is in a foul mood. | wonder why he doesn't wansedl. If he's been
having bad luck lately you'd have thought he'd juahjan offer like

that. Unless he's hoping to get Sam to offer more.'

'l expect he's not selling for the reason he gakewants to hunt
Changeling himself,' snapped Joanna. Steve hadtlkeptondition,

but only just. And even now he might be tryingdese the price Sam
had offered, as Marjorie had suggested.

'You are cross,' Marjorie was saying. 'l supposé&nrgatired. It was
rather a hectic morning... and you received vetlg lthanks for your
efforts. As soon as Changeling's in the van we'lbgck to Gilcroft. |
assume Steve wants the horse taken there. He dida'ainy orders
about it.'

'Where's Johnnie?"

'l don't know. Gone for lunch, | expect. He slopédvhile Steve and
Sam were talking.'

They had just managed to get Changeling into threeéhwan when
Tom came up to them. He looked very cheerful afakeel after his



trip to the Highlands, thought Joanna, and she em@tlwhether he
had enjoyed it more than he had anticipated.

'‘Why are you leaving so soon?' he asked. 'l wasogpu'd come
and have lunch with us in the refreshment tentkidachere, and
Karen.'

'‘Well, there's no reason why Jo shouldn't go wah.yShe deserves
some light entertainment after all her hard worklamd Muck's
behalf,' said Marjorie. '‘But | happen to be a mothese days and I'm
dying to get back to my baby.'

‘That's very understandable,' agreed Tom. 'Will stay, Jo? This is
the last time I'll see you. I'm flying to Londonrlyain the morning

with Jackie and Karen. Glen is due to arrive atthi®av tomorrow.

He and Jackie have decided to make a go of maraggm. We're
going to meet him and then I'll fly home from thereelieve Jackie
wants to make some arrangements with you aboytdhg.'

Pleased to hear that Jackie and her husband hadedegot to

separate, Joanna agreed to stay to lunch and winiw to the big

green tent. When she entered its steamy atmosgheraoticed at
once Steve and Sam sitting at a table with ColiHe§pie and

Johnnie. Johnnie was talking and the others weséenling

attentively. With their weather-beaten faces, naew shrewd eyes,
their tweed suits, riding macs, their hearty laeghas Johnnie
finished his story, they looked and sounded to daavhat they were,
men who were knowledgeable about horses, and gtexierced a
sudden longing to be a participant in their conaos and their
laughter. Feeling betrayed by the longing, sheadrher back on
them and went to sit with Jackie.

'‘Everything has happened so quickly that I'm aslyia baby on a
swing,' said Jackie happily. 'As soon as Glen le@n some of the
sights of London he wants us to go back with hitheoStates, so we



won't be returning to Lanry House. Neither will Bop had to tell

8teve this morning. He was a little annoyed beche&tlet the place
to us until Christmas. | assured him that Pops katp the contract
and pay rent until then, but | don't think he likbe house to be
empty. And then on top of everything else whatvaeegoing to do

with Cindy?'

‘You can't sell her, Mom. I'll be mad if you ddl.dun away and you'll
have to go to the States without me," announcedrKdefiantly.

'‘But you can't take her to the States. You mayedks&ll her here and
buy another pony when you get home.'

‘Dad will never let me. You know he hates horsémat® why I've got
to hang on to the one I've got. They're always mgviorses about
these days, so why can't we send Cindy by airlitelg

'It would be kinder to leave her here,' said Joaqunatly, and Karen
turned to look at her.

‘Do you really think so? Won't she miss me?’

‘Not for long. If | were a pony I'd hate to be cedpp on a plane or a
ship and taken to the other side of the Atlantic.’

'‘As usual Jo can only see the problem from thedw@ngle,' said
Tom, gently mocking. 'But | guess she's right, Kaiéwouldn't be
fair to Cindy to force her into a plane and fly la@ross when there
are per- fecdy good ponies to be bought over there.

'l know that. But how can | persuade Dad to lethrage one? You
know how mean he was about it before. Oh, Jo, hwisu could
come to London and talk to him.'

A movement over to her right caught Joanna's atterdnd she
glanced out of the corner of her eyes. Steve amd \Bare leaving.



She was sure Steve had seen her sitting with Jaokid om, but she
doubted if he would want to speak to her after way she had
criticised him, and she felt a stab of regret. Etfesugh he hadn't
seemed particularly overjoyed by the horse's sgceasl about
seeing her again she needn't have lashed out aShienshould have
remembered that he didn't like revealing his realifigs in company.
Maybe if Sam Craik and Marjorie hadn't been thexenould have
behaved differently.

Aware that Tom was watching her, she withdrew Feeregfrom the
two men who were just leaving the tent and saighttkie,

‘How long will you be in London?'
‘About three weeks, | guess.’

"'l be going to Reading soon. I've been offergabaition as a riding
instructor at a school in Berkshire, and the petpriwants to talk to
me about it at the end of the month. | could wsit1 in London, or
you could come down to the country. Berkshire islp and there's
plenty of good riding.’

Everyone seemed to speak at once.

'‘Gee, that'd be great,’ said Karen, her eyes ghifivfou could tell
Dad how good | am and persuade him to buy me a pdm@n | get
back home.'

'‘We'd love to see you, Jo," said Jackie warmly.

'‘Who'll ride Changeling when you've left Gilcroftasked Tom
pointedly.

'‘Perhaps Consuelo will. He'd make a good weddiresent,’ she
replied as lightly as she could, then realised WRlattkie and Tom
were staring at her in surprise.



‘Do you know where Consuelo is right now?' askeohTo
'‘No. | thought she must be back in Lanry.'

‘She's in Washington, D.C., and guess why?'

Joanna stared at Jackie and whispered incredulously
Your father?"

Jackie nodded and her big bright smile appeared.

‘Yeah. He's running hard and fast, and it looke Iie'll escape
because he's a wily old devil. In a way | feel mesible for his

predicament, because | encouraged him and Consubtfriendly.

When Steve told me of the*-dilemma in which highéats will had

placed him | felt very sorry for him. | could see Wwas worried and
unhappy. The fact that his father had left all th@ney to Consuelo
had made running the Lanry estate very difficuld @&nhad turned
whatever liking he may have once had for Consuglm sheer hate.
Yet he felt compelled to marry her. So when Popsv&d an interest
in her—he's always been a flit—and | saw her baitigacted by
him, | encouraged them.’

'‘But Tom told me that Consuelo had gone to Londoa that he
thought Steve had gone after her I' exclaimed Jpann

‘That's right. She took off after that fiasco wisée hurt Changeling,’
replied Jackie. 'She came to me the day afterwdfgswas she in a
state? Steve had called to see heT the night baftmehe'd seen the
horse. He'd been very angry with her for damagneghtorse and for
upsetting you. He told her to quit Lanry, that lexer wanted to see
her again and that he was tired of her hangingrateaiting for him
to marry her. | suggested that she should go alway,never thought
she'd go running after Foster.'



And all this time she'd been thinking that Consuwdal been with
Steve, in London, in Ireland, and until she hadtel#ferendy from
Steve himself today, in York. Joanna glanced at &owchhe grinned
ruefully.

'l know what you're thinking," he said. 'l gave yawng information.
But | was deceived too. I'd forgotten he wasn'tcdyahead over
heels in love. When he wait away | assumed he'aé gomake it up
with her. I'd forgotten business always comes fwgh him. I'd

forgotten the racing schedule rules his life.'

‘Do you think Consuelo will come back?' Joanna dslkackie. The
American had understood Steve so much better titehad, possibly
because she was older and had experienced unhsgpmier own
marriage.

'l don't know. If she has any pride, she won't,ihathat she told me
Steve said to her is true. He didn't spare hemfadl accounts. It
would be better if they didn't marry. They'd beritdy unhappy if
they did, or at least Steve would be. He'd alwags &s if he'd been
tricked.'

Joanna nodded in agreement.

'‘Consuelo told me once that she'd persuaded SiyHerthange his
will so that Steve would have to marry her if henteal the money. |
don't think she cared whether he loved her or$lo¢ just wanted to
make sure he didn't marry anyone else.’

'‘What a crazy mix-up,' commented Tom with a siflo. you know,
you almost have me feeling sorry for the guy. Seém's been
walking a tight-rope for years.'

Karen, who had been listening with ill-concealegatience to all
this nonsensical adult talk, interrupted curtly,



‘This has nothing to do with Cindy. What are wengidio do with her?
| can't just sell her to anyone, not after all simeéant to me."'

Joanna smiled at her, glad of the interruptionkid& insight into
Steve's problems and her attempts to help him Hladaned up
emotions she preferred to ignore.

'l think the Cowans might buy her from you if yali them you want
to sell. Come back to Gilcroft now and have a odeCindy, and talk
to Bill and Marjorie. They should be there by now.’

''ve got a better idea, honey," said Jackie.cbtime with you and
together we'll present Cindy to Gilcroft stablesnmemory of the
wonderful rides and lessons you've had there thmaser.’

The demonstrative Karen flung her arms round heherts neck and
hugged her affectionately.

'l like that idea. Come on, let's go to Gilcrofddy !"

When they arrived at the riding school they fouotnhie there. He
had come over, he said, to make sure Changelingdteliffered any
more damage. Leaving the others to talk to Bill &tatjorie, Joanna
went with him to the pasture where the gelding grazing. Johnnie
whistled and the horse loped across the ft ersstoatl quietly while
the backs of his legs were examined.

'‘Aye, he's as right as rain. No damage,' gruntbdrde. He slapped
the horse on its rump and it cantered away. Thetheg left the

pasture and closed the gate he turned to Joanva hga one of his
sharp horse-assessing glances and said grumpily,

‘Ye know about Craik's offer? Ye were there? Wedljncreased it to
seven-fifty—a grant offer, and the way things arerasent, one we
shouldn't refuse. But what happens? After no luckak and heavy
losses all summer the boss turns down seven huiaahckdifty quid



for an untried gelding. If he was goin' to racehitnself | could
understand, but he says he's goin' to hunt itniéxeer known the like
before. D'ye ken what's got into him?'

Under his sharp questioning gaze Joanna's falt8tesllooked away
across the sun-bright pasture to the gelding. 3wihging gently
from side to side, he was cropping the grass.

'‘Maybe he likes Changeling too much to sell hitmg suggested.

'Huh. Never known sentiment to influence him eitfldrere must be
something addlin' his brain," grumbled Johnnie.létaed his arms
on the top rail of the fence and resting his chirtleem he stared at
the gelding too. 'Aye, and another thing, it's hie¢ him to be so

restless either, goin' to parties and burnin' thedte both ends. |
reckon somethin's gone sour on him. He sent thetpgaeen packin'

and I'm thinkin' he's thinkin' he made a mistaler¢hShe's gone off?
and that's the last we'll see of old man Millareney, ye can bet a
cert on that. Aye, we're in a bad way.'

Troubled by the implication that Steve was regngttihaving
guarrelled with Consuelo, Joanna asked hesitantly,

'Is Mr Millar having financial problems, then?'

‘The money hasna' been rollin' in lately becausdawena' had any
big wins nor have we sold a horse. Ye canna rutaeedike yon
estate on peanuts. We depend on the winnings aodethe estate,
ye ken, now that her ladyship has all the moneW, @a goes on like
this | can see he'll have to sell more land. | hlearGovernment are
lookin' for a big house with some land in this afema physical
recreation centre and that they've already betyuich with the boss.
If that happened it would put paid to Gilcroft RidiSchool because
the centre would offer ridin' as well as other spdacilities.’

'‘And what will happen if he doesn't sell land?'



'‘Well now, we'd all have to tighten our belts tokmands meet and
the estate would get run down. We're short of lalbow, includin' a
stable boy, and I noticed he hasna' bothered tertise for a new
one. That'll mean more work for me and I'm notige¢iny younger.'

He stopped grumbling and for a while they both ézhan the fence.
As she struggled to put Johnnie's pessimistic rsi@tés in the right
perspective, Joanna noticed that the colours ofnihe familiar

landscape had changed during the past week. Tlseware more
purple. The fields instead of being a patchworldiffierent greens
were now a patchwork of green, yellow and brownm8er was
passing and the season of fruitfulness was ondts w

‘Aye,' sighed Johnnie lugubriously, 'l ken by thenber of berries on
the holly trees that we're in for a hard wintemare ways than one.
We may have some luck at Ayr, of course. But Il stdnna'
understand why he won't sell that horse. Ye ken'tge, lass?'

He shot the question at her suddenly with a Sidevgggnce. She
stiffened.

‘Yes, | do,’ she replied honestly.

‘Then if ye've any sense ye'll do somethin' abuheé said sternly

like a father reaching the end of his patience'ré&/& good lass, none
better, but ye're still young and in need of guakahke the gelding

out yonder."'

He pouched her briefly and almost affectionatelylenshoulder and
walked away. Joanna stayed where she was leanirtheofence,

trying to make sense out of what he had told her.hbd guessed
Steve had turned down Sam Craik's offer becaudeatigoromised
not to sell Changeling while she was at Gilcrofd avas able to ride
the horse. And now Johnnie was worried becauseeStad sent
Consuelo away and there wasn't much chance of thar vhoney



returning to the Lanry estate. He also knew thav&needed every
penny he could make from racing and selling hoaselshe knew that
so far the season had been an unsuccessful otieefbanry stables.
And he had implied that she could help by releaSiteye from the

condition she had imposed. In other words, she taast Gilcroft so

that Changeling could be sold.

It would be hard to leave. She loved the place,lehed the horse,
but she knew now that she also loved the man. Tohe she would
give up the place and the horse. She would retuman@eling
tomorrow, tell Steve she was leaving and that hefree to sell him.

Her painful musings were interrupted by a loud $licam Karen.
'Hi, Jo, come and saddle up! We'll go for a lasé tiogether.'

Joanna walked over to the stableyard. Last rid&Kéven on Cindy.
Tomorrow, last ride for herself on Changeling. Ltaste she would
see Steve. It didn't do to think about it.

‘Marjorie and Bill have said they'll have Cindygli¢ Karen. 'They
were terribly proud at first and wanted to buy IBart Mom talked to
them and they gave in. Do you think we ought toeh@yplate made to
put over Cindy's stall? It would say "Cindy, presehto Gilcroft in
memory of Karen Carson who rode here".'

‘That doesn't sound right to me,' replied Joanaadly, although she
was secredy amused at the girl's inflated ideapblwvn importance '
"In memory of" makes it sound as if you've died.’

'Oh, would it be better if | left it out?'

'Much better.'



A few minutes later Tom joined them and for thetrd®ur the three
of them rode together through the fields and wosltgh they had
ridden during the summer.

After they had put away the tack when the ride waer, Tom
detained Joanna in the tack room.

"'l say my good-bye in here, unseen by inquisiteyes,' he said. 'l
won't see you again, Jo?' He made it sound likeesatepn.

'‘No.’

‘Not ever?'

"You never give up trying, do you?' she repliechvatlaugh.
'l don't like to be a loser, that's why,' he readnvith a grin.

'Did you have a good trip to the Highlands?' sHeedscurious to
know how he had got along with his friend Carol.

‘Yeah, it was great. Funny thing has happened,gthoGarol has
grown up.'

'‘Didn't she follow you around like she used to dea@sed Joanna.

'‘No, she didn't." His brow wrinkled in a puzzledvin. 'At times she
was a bit cool and stand-offish. Made the tripreséing, though.’

'‘Will you be seeing her when you get back to traaese"

'‘Before then. I'm flying back with her and her pasetomorrow. I'll
be glad of company on the flight.'

‘And glad that Carol came to Scotland?' promptechda gently.

He grinned.



'O.K., Jo, | get the message. Yeah, I'm glad simeecand I'll be
seeing her a lot when | get back to the Statessfteal?'

Joanna nodded and he added quietly, '‘But I'm dledkihown you
too. We've had fun, Jo.'

Later that evening, Joanna told Marjorie and Bilher decision to
leave Gilcroft.

'‘But why all the rush? Why tomorrow?' exclaimed )dae.

'‘Because Steve promised he wouldn't sell Changelimd | left
Gilcroft and by staying any longer I'm making iffatult for him to
accept Sam Craik's offer. You said yourself thatl loe foolish to
refuse such a good offer." 'l know I did, but Irdiknow then that you
had him in a cleft stick. What on earth made yaisinon such a
promise?'

‘At that time | couldn't bear the thought of hinllisg Changeling for
racing purposes.'

An expression of exasperation crossed Marjori€s.fa
'‘Honestly, Jo, weren't you being a little childish?

'Childish, prejudiced, anything you like to calllitvanted to find out
if he would put sentiment before profit.'

‘Your sentiments, in fact. You were asking an awdtibn such short
acquaintance,' scolded Marjorie, 'and he did asaghed.'

'l suppose | was. | didn't think too clearly abibutacted on impulse.'

‘And this afternoon Steve kept trust. He refuseddiy’ put in Bill
quietly, watching Joanna with suddenly interestgdse 'He must



think very highly of you, Jo. And now you don't diif the horse is
sold?'

‘Not if he needs to sell it. This afternoon Johroid me that Steve
needs every penny he can make from his horsesefp tkee Lanry
estate going.'

'‘But isn't he going to marry Consuelo, after alEked Marjorie.
'l don't think so. She's gone to the States.’

‘Well, well. Just think of Lord Muck feeling thenfincial pinch and
being poor,' commented Marjorie.

‘All things are relative,’ remarked Bill. 'While lmevns that estate |
wouldn't call him poor. But to get back to you, Yde were hoping
you'd stay here. We like having you here.’

'l like being here, but | have to go. Please trynderstand.’

For a few minutes Marjorie and Bill were both stlas they studied
Joanna's face. Then Marjorie said,

'‘Och, | understand all right. For once you're pgttsomeone, a real
live human being before a horse and | think thetgod sign. But
what about Bonnie Lass? Will you want to take heghwou? We'd
like to buy her from you. We can afford an extraseonow,

thanks to you, and you must know we need her.’

And so by the time Joanna climbed the stairs tdittler room in the
attic everything had been arranged. Bonnie Lasschadged hands,
Joanna's departure had been fixed for noon thedaxand all she
had to do was to pack her belongings.



It took her a long time to pack because she kepkithg about Steve.
She was worried about him after listening to Joisrgrumbles. Was
Steve really regretting having sent Consuelo avilmg?way she was
responsible for him being angry with the other wanéshe hadn't
given in to her own desires and hadn't ridden Calamg;, or gone to
lunch with Steve that day in Ayr, Consuelo woulgdaad no reason
to feel jealous. She would not have wanted to damhg horse Iin
some way and consequently Steve would never haaredrggry with

her nor sent her away.

She wondered what he was doing now. Was he spetitengyening
with Jackie or was he still with Sam Cralik talkimgrses and drinking
whisky? Or was he alone in that room in the oldcbd@ouse thinking
about Consuelo and wishing she hadn't gone awaythadound she
disliked the picture of him being alone and yeagrior Consuelo, so
she concentrated on thinking why she had falléova with him. She
knew so little about him really, and yet she knewraich. She knew
he could be hard and uncaring when it suited humhshe also knew
he could be tender and considerate. She woulddikave stayed and
discovered more about him. She would liked to rspent the rest of
her life with him learning something new about awery day.

The last object she put in her suitcase was thk beda<f given her.
She turned it in her hands, wondering why he héeted it to her. A

memento of the day they had played truant, he &iad ik had been a
lovely day, even though Consuelo had hurt Changelin

She opened the book. On the fly leaf there wasisaription:

‘To Henry with love from Martha' and under that rthevas a
guotation from BurnsThe heart's ay the part that makes us right ¢
wrung.’

Once, on that lovely day when the dazzle had beghesea and the
roses had bloomed beside the bonny Doon, she badhihshe had



found Steve's heart, a foolish romantic fancy whield persisted in
spite of his absence until today. It persisted newen though he had
come too late to see her ride today and had gréetesb casually. He
had a heart and he wasn't past hurting, as Johadi®nce said, but
he was very good at hiding his heart and his iAnmt so she could
only think that his coolness today had been ddiiedbecause he had
become impatient with the condition that he muselk Changeling
while she was at Gilcroft. He wanted her to leagednse he wanted
to sell Changeling and when she was gone he walldCansuelo to
come back.

Well, she would give in gracefully and go away, ldimegy Steve to
ignore his heart and do what his head dictated.

Next morning was crisp and cool. By the time Joamas on the way
to Lanry House the sun had freed itself from gieymg clouds and

was shining out of a pale blue sky. Across theifloién fields of the

Lanry estate she could see the shimmer of yellglt bn the sea and
the slate blue mountains of Arran playing hide aadk among the
thin wreaths of cloud.

As she rode along the grass verge she rehearskdrimind the
speech she would make to Steve when she handed&imgover to
him. She would be like him, cool and off-hand, hgliher real
feelings. On no account must he know that she e@agrng to help
him. She would make it quite clear that she hadahgood offer from
a superior riding school, an opportunity too gamdiiss, and that she
was leaving almost immediately and so was retur@hgngeling to
him. She would thank him courteously for allowingr o ride his
horse. She would say good-bye and leave. Natutadly mental
conversation was completely onesided and in hegimaéion Steve
had nothing to say.



The driveway to Lanry House was a tunnel of sunt gheen light as
the sun's rays filtered through the summer thickage of the
over-arching trees. Birds sang among the treesiratide distance
there was the throb of a farm tractor startingampts day's work. A
pleasant morning full of the pleasant sounds otthentryside, ideal
for the pleasant occupation of riding, and she adshhat such
mornings could always be hers.

And so they would be, she asserted firmly. Thergewether
driveways along which she would ride, other tréesugh which the
sun would shine other horses she would ride. Lideildn't come to
an end just because she had to leave this place.

Changeling's ears blurred suddenly as tears fillednna's eyes.
There would never be another horse quite like Calamgin her life.
Furiously she shook the tears away. She must &io Isentimental.
What was so special about Changeling? He could juell that was
all. But so could many other horses. Yes, but tlodiser horses didn't
belong to Steve Millar.

In an attempt to stop such betraying thoughts sipedthe gelding to
a trot and posted elegantly along the remaindehefdrive to the
courtyard in front of the house.

The courtyard was empty, swept clean of cars. Tor toor of the
house was firmly closed. Blinds had been pulled W@ that the
windows looked blank. The home was empty of peopden, Jackie
and Karen had gone. The American occupation was ane Lanry
House was silently waiting for another tenant. Hience had a
guality of sadness and Joanna left the courtyardkiyuand went
down the rest of the drive to the coach house.

The red door was closed too, but upstairs the wusdavere
unmasked and open and curtains moved in the mobregge. She
dismounted, looped the reins over her arm, raisedtass knocker



on the door and knocked twice. She waited. No amed the door,
so she turned the knob and pushed. The door op&heabffice room
behind it was empty.

'If ye're lookin' for the boss, he's away, ridin'the shore.' Johnnie's
gruff voice speaking behind her made her jump uil€losing the
door, she turned.

''ve brought Changeling back,' she said.

'‘Aye, | see that,' he said dryly. His small shayeselooked the horse
over and then looked her over. 'Taken the hinteha?' he asked.

She nodded.

'‘Good lass! I'm thinking ye'd better do your owmpleinin' though.
The boss doesn't like anyone to run out on himouthellin' him
why. Ye know y'r way?'

He pointed to the door in the grey wall besidedba&ch house. It was
the door through which she'd gone with Tom on ® shore that
moonlit night over a month ago.

She offered the reins to Johnnie.

'‘No," he said, 'take the horse with ye. He lovesd® on the sand and
| dinna’ know how far the boss has gone. Ye maghavide far.'

When the door in the wall had closed behind herGmahgeling, she
remounted immediately and then looked up and ddvenshore.
Northwards the sand stretched invitingly besideldmg arm of the
sea. Green islands and distant hazy mountains bedko her, but as
she did not see what she sought she looked awhg south and was
momentarily blinded by the dazzle of sunlight oa $ea. Shading her
eyes with her hand, she looked along the shorer. theareef of red



sandstone rocks she could just make out the dapestf a horse and
its rider moving slowly beside the shimmering water

She urged Changeling to a canter and rode towaedsotcks. The
dazzle of light on the water shifted as wind ridifléhrough it. It
disintegrated into separate splashes of goldeeatalhs and then
reformed into one intense blaze.

Although she was sure Steve must have heard thse nof

Changeling's approach he didn't turn to look at um&rl she was
beside him. He was riding a young chestnut stabiod he reined in
when he saw her. She turned Changeling so thajdlung's head
was parallel to the other horse's hindquarterstlaaidway she could
look directly at Steve.

He stared at her from under slightly frowning eysis.
'Have you been trespassing again?' was his ratitable greeting.

'‘No, | came by road. Johnnie told me you were Herame to talk to
you.' -

His frown grew blacker and his eyes were storm g@&stting out the
wrong side of the bed in the morning seemed to lheb& with him,
she thought, with a wistful attempt to see the huous side.

'Why?' he rapped. 'Johnnie knows | like to ridenalon the morning.
What do you want?'

Hostile and arrogant, just as he'd been that mgnmidune. Wanting
the whole shore to himself. Selfish and unpleadafhile he was in
this mood saying good-bye to him would be easy.

'l don't want anything, thank you,' she replied, $erenity the direct
product of his bad temper. 'I've brought Changdtiagk.'



Surprise dispersed his frown momentarily, but meaack.
'Why?' he demanded.

'‘Because I'm going away.'

'‘When?' 'Today.'

The frown disappeared altogether and his eyes betdank as the
familiar withdrawn expression smoothed away any ckaes to his
feelings. He glanced away at the glittering water.

‘Of course, | should have guessed,' he murmureeh Tiore crisply
he added, 'Leave the horse with Johnnie, will ywease. | expect
he'll drive you back +0 Gilcroft, if you ask him.'

He lifted the reins and the chestnut horse beganawee forward. It
had hardly gone a few feet when he urged it intargter. Riding off
into the bright shafts of sunlight, Steve did nohtonce to look back
at her.

Turning Changeling round, Joanna sat and staredtag other horse
and its unpredictable rider. This was it. This was end. Somehow
the parting from Steve had not gone as she haai@thrshe had not
been able to make her speech. But then she halleeot able to
predict his reaction. She hadn't imagined he woudd off without
saying good-bye. Instead of being pleased thaws®eleaving and
that he would be free at last to sell Changelingdatbehaved as if he
couldn't have cared less. What an anti-climax!

She was about to turn Changeling again and go toasibkhnnie when
there flashed across her mind suddenly, vividlg,tfemory of Steve
riding away from her the morning they had first n&te shaded her
eyes with her hand again. The young horse had stbpgntering and
was walking slowly along the edge of the waterhigsd down as it



sniffed curiously at the wavelets. Its rider saetzssly, his shoulders
slumped, apparently not caring about what the hwesedoing.

She couldn't go without saying good-bye. She cduleave with this
cold leaden feeling in the pit of her stomach. Baeé to know if she
had hurt his feelings and why, and if she had stieto try and make
amends.

She urged Changeling to a full gallop. Excitedy feel of the sand,
the horse went like the wind, travelling a gooddinenl yards past the
dawdling chestnut before Joanna could stop it g with all her
strength on the reins.

When the horse stopped she turned it and lookingg baw to her
horror that Steve was having trouble with the amgstwhich was
rearing and whinnying with fear, splashing aboutthe shallow
water. By the time Joanna reached him he had mdrtagealm the
distressed horse. Once clear of the water he distadwand led the
panting, rolling-eyed animal away from the seah® ¢rass verge in
front of the grey wall.

Slipping from the saddle, Joanna pulled Changedifigr her and
followed Steve. He was soothing the chestnut watth words and
gentle hands.

'What happened?' she asked anxiously.

'He tried to bolt, that's all,' he replied cuttnglDon't you know
better than to ride past an unsuspecting highlyagtrhorse at that
speed? You and Changeling startled him. What wetetgying to

do— break my neck?'

Her back stiffened and her head came up.

'If the horse is so highly-strung you shouldn't éndeen riding so
carelessly,' she retorted. 'How was | to know hetsous?"



'‘By observation.'

'I'm sorry. | didn't mean to make him bolt," shelagised, suddenly
meek. He was right, she should have noticed mooetabe horse,
but she had been too busy observing him, too tealibly the dark
shadows round his eyes and the grim set to hisimouiother about
the horse. Looking closely at it now, she could #e# it was a
thoroughbred stallion whose elegant arched neosit dhack and
generous quarters were indicative of its breeding.

‘Well, if it wasn't your intention to unseat me agide me a soaking,
or to break my neck, why did you come after meRought you'd
stated your business and finished back there aildessurly.

'l... you see ... | mean ... she stammered styidsthotion was taking
over. In none of her flashbacks had he been" pleasant as this. She
couldn't speak straight, so she had to stop. Shklcd look at him
because her eyes were filling with tears and hdnage them.

'‘No, Ldon't see. What do you mean?' he queried aithdugh there
was a certain dryness in the tone of his voice, uhpleasant
harshness had gone.

Above the water line the sand was soft. She puahieavith one foot
and watched the grains slide off the toe of heclbtading boot as she
tried to recover her composure sufficiently to $pé&he noticed that
Steve was also wearing riding boots this morningj, ibstead of
breeches he wore a faded pair of jeans stuffedtirgatops of the
boots. And above the jeans, incongruously contilasith them, he
wore a well-tailored shirt of fine check&tlool which was open at
the neck. Her gaze lingered briefly on his tauttdsss before
returning to contemplate her boot again and sheenaat gruffly,

'l came after you to say good-bye.'



She heard him draw his breath in sharply and teeit lout again
shakily, and she braced herself for another impatitort.

‘Do we have to?' he grated.

'It's usual and polite and pleasant to say good-lsye persisted
forlornly.

*You may have noticed | don't feel polite or pledghis morning, he
replied coolly.

She was able to look up at last. He was soothiagckiestnut again
and taking no interest in her or Changeling whatsn@eA tiny spark
of anger flared inside her.

*You should be," she said crossijow thatl'm leaving you'll be able
to sell Changeling to Sam Craik.'

He stopped stroking the chestnut and gave herrp gtance over the
horse's nose.

'l've no intention of selling Changeling to Sam.’
'‘But you need the money.'

‘Do 1?' he asked haughtily. "You seem to know natreut my affairs
than | know myself. Please tell me more. Why deddhthe money?'

Joanna flushed. He had every reason to be unpletséier now.
Noticing her hesitation and discomfiture, he motasards her, the
horse's reins looped over his arm.

‘Tell me, Joanna, why | need the money, he urgefllys
dangerously.



Unhappy because she had unwittingly revealed tiehad listened
to people prattling about his affairs, she begarettainly,

'‘Johnnie said ...'

‘Johnnie has always talked too much, and if | vessly tough I'd
have sacked him years ago for gossiping,' he said.

'He said that you've been unlucky at die racesydas,' she continued
as if he hadn't interrupted her. 'He said youVlleheo economise this
year, so | thought I'd better bring Changeling bacH tell you that
you don't have to keep that silly condition abaattselling him while

I'm here, because I'm going away.'

Her throat closed up and she had to look down dyis&cause the
thought of going away was becoming more and morefydathe
longer they stood here together in the sunshinglddle glittering
sea. She made a final effort, blinked her teark,daoked at him and
thrust out her right hand.

‘Now will you say good-bye?'

He gave her a dark underbrowed glance, took het imemis. But the
chestnut was growing restless, pulling at the reansgl Steve had to
release her hand quickly to turn and calm the hdtseling rather
shaky and more desolate than ever, Joanna preparedount
Changeling.

'‘Good-bye, Jo,' said Steve. 'l hope you'll be happle States.’

The States! Her foot already in the stirrup readigg¢ave herself into
the saddle, she wondered whether she was hearmgcttp. She
pulled her foot out of the stirrup and whirled rduo face him.

'I'm not going to the States,' she said.



For the first time since she had known him he lob#tisconcerted.
‘Then where are you going?"

'‘Back to Berkshire.'

'‘Why? Don't you like it here?"

Didn't she like it here? She liked being in Ayrghiar more than he
would ever know, for a reason he couldn't guesButtwhy was she
leaving? So that he could sell Changeling? He histd¢ld her that he
had no intention of selling the gelding. Oh, wiikn she was leaving
so that he could enter it in a National Hunt race.

'l ... I've been offered a job in a very good rglsthool down south,’
she said. 'lIt's a very good opportunity. Too gaodd missed.’

Had she overdone the heartiness, the enthusiasiudktsl puzzled.
‘Aren't you going to marry Tom Hilroy?' he askediya

'No.' She was beginning to feel irritable again.ywWas he always
harping on the possibility of her marrying Tomthdught I'd made it
plain from the beginning that | wasn't interesteanarrying him.'

‘Someone told me you'd changed your mind.'
‘Who?'

‘Consuelo.’

'‘But when? Why?'

‘The last time | saw her, the day she hurt Changslilegs. You'l
remember | went to see her when | left you. | wertell her | didn't
want to see her again and that | wasn't going toynimeer. She told me



then that you and Tom were very fond of each otmaige for each
other were her exact words," he said with a cyrist to his mouth.
'‘She said that Tom was gradually wearing you dowt that he
hoped you'd agree to marry him before he went badke States.
She said she'd seen you and him together whild beeh learning to
ride and she had no doubt that you were very mubbvie with each
other.'

He spoke in a flat monotone and when he had fidisteeshrugged as
if the subject had lost interest for him.

'‘But why should she tell you a lie like that?'ged Joanna, who felt
as if she was lost in a fog even though the sunwaam and the air
was clear.

'‘Was it a lie?' he countered. 'l was prepared lieveher. Tom was
always at Gilcroft, and | asked you twice if heldgosed and the
second time you said that he had.’

'‘But | didn't say I'd accepted his proposal,’ sterted.

‘True enough,' he agreed. 'But you behaved in &sed manner
when | asked you, so | gathered that you were lgaavifew problems
adjusting to the idea and that it would just beadter of time before
you capitulated. Then yesterday when | saw younerefreshment
tent, all very friendly with him after giving medtsharp edge of your
tongue, | concluded that he'd asked you a thirck tend you'd
accepted. Your arrival here this morning to tell yoe were leaving
today fitted in. He'd gone, and | assumed you vgeiag to follow
him to London and then, fly with him to the States.

He turned away to adjust the saddle girth on tlsiags chestnut.
Joanna watched him thinking that she had nevelyreahsidered
how her friendship with Tom might appear to Stevke had never
considered either how Steve might interpret heabigluir when she



was with him. Emotional. Sharp edge of her tongdely with him
did her emotions get out of control. Only to hindlshe been sharp.
Why? Because when she was with him she was hypstisento
everything he did and said.

Now it was very clear that Consuelo had been resiptanfor a great
deal of misunderstanding. From the first she hamlvehan undue
interest in Joanna's relationship with Tom. She dxajgerated that
relationship and had fabricated a story which she passed on to
Steve.

'l still can't understand why Consuelo made up saudtory about
Tom and me,' she said.

'‘Possibly because she was jealous, because she.Kriésvbroke off.
Pride tautened his face. He didn't want to talkualioonsuelo, that
was obvious. 'Who knows what goes on in the minal wbman?' he
added bitterly.

After that there didn't seem to be anything moreayp Joanna turned
away dispiritedly. Putting her foot in the stirrighe swung up into
the saddle and gathered the reins in her handh&hegot what she
wanted. He had said good-bye.

She squeezed with her knees and Changeling mof/etdexdiently in
the direction of Lanry House. She didn't look batkead of her the
green islands and distant blue mountains beckoresnal the
shimmering sea. To her left the mountainous islandned itself
placidly. She had never visited it and now she sspfd she never
would. Regret seared her feelings. She supposedahie get used
to living with it.

The sound of a horse's hooves muffled by soft stedhoisy snort of
its breathing, the creak of a leather saddle madstiifen and square



her shoulders. The chestnut drew alongside, butdslrét turn to
look at its rider.

'Is it really necessary for you to return to- Bénks?' asked Steve
casually. 'I'm looking for another stable hand &@niti known you
were available I'd have given you first refusalt Bauppose I'm too
late with my offer and..." His voice trailed awag silence,
tantalisingly.

Joanna caught her breath and glanced sidewaysratThen she
answered quickly,

'l haven't taken the job yet. | wrote to the prefmt and said'd go
and see him when | returned to Reading. What wbealdg a stable
hand involve?’

‘The usual tasks—mucking out, exercising the hor€dscourse
you'd have to forget any prejudice you have agdinsse-racing. |
own horses primarily for racing purposes and I'inguing to change
in spite of the recent run of bad luck. I'm a gaenlaind racing is in
my blood, just as it's in yours if you'd only benkst and admit it.' He
flicked a glance in her direction. "Perhaps | sdowkrn you there
would be certain risks attached to the job.’

‘What sort of risks?' She was suddenly intriguedit ©f her
desolation joy was growing. Melancholy followed dslight.

‘The boss might want to kiss you when he's makiagdunds of the
stables, and there's also a distinct possibilidy be might ask you to
live with him and share his table and his bed.’

Joanna's heart began to thud uncomfortably. A flsistned her
cheeks pink. He was so casual about it all as wWas the sort of
suggestion he made regularly. Wondering how to ansshe kept
her gaze directed to the space between Changediagsslonging to



take a gamble, to agree to the risks, but hesifdt@tause she might
get hurt.

‘Yes, or no, Jo. Take it or leave it,' he said dyi@nd she glanced at
him. He was smiling. She could see the attracteat th his cheek.
Her heart leapt crazily, hopefully.

‘Yes,' she said clearly.

'‘Quite sure?"

'‘Quite sure.’

'‘Because you want to stay near Changeling anchirdeagain?'

His question was urgent and probing. Throwing cauaside, she
took a gamble.

'‘No, because | want to be near you,' she repliees$toy.

She was unprepared for his reaction, as usualeled in quickly
and dismounted, grabbed Changeling's bridle armkibthe gelding
to stop.

'‘Get down,' he ordered Joanna.
She stared down with puzzled eyes. "Why?" she qedve
His eyes blazed up at her. 'Do as | say and yimdlout why.'

Obediently she slid to the ground. The reins ohbwrses*looped
over one arm, he reached out, seized her shoutdepalled her
towards him.

''ve been wishing for some time that you'd putbeéore my horse,’
he muttered, and kissed her.



It wasn't a congratulatory kiss like the one sheé texeived in the
horse stall at Lanry Show. It wasn't a comfortimgshkike the one she
had received in his room at the coach-house. It quate out of

keeping with the peaceful sunny morning. It was emanding,

dead-of-night kiss. But the chestnut was restlesd ao was
Changeling, and Steve had to release her to déakiem.

'I'm in love with you, Joanna,' he said over higudtler as he calmed
the chestnut and she coped with Changeling, 'aisdidhreally no
place to tell you, so | suggest we ride back toctheech-house and I'll
tell you while we have breakfast together.’

He swung up on to the chestnut's back. JoannadaliAkd stared up
at him. As if in answer to the incredulous exprasson her face
Steve grinned suddenly, gaily.

'‘Don't look so astounded,' he mocked. 'Ever sinaerhorning when
| saw you riding Minnie and | wanted to give younarse worth of
your ability I've been acting strangely. There hbeen times when
I've been disgusted with myself. No one has evettiha effect on me
that you have. I've found myself doing totally ufisk acts just to
please you because you have forget-me-not-blue &aygsa gentle
way of rebuking me when I'm unpleasant.’

'l couldn't understand why you were so unpleasanie,’ remarked
Joanna as she mounted Changeling again.

‘Mostly self-defence. | resented you because yawe @ehreat to my
chosen way of life," he retorted. 'You're not badedences yourself.
All the time I've had an impression that you putwith me only

because | owned Changeling and you wanted to ride HHowever,

after your reaction when | kissed you just nownow differently this

morning.'



The two horses moved forward side by side. It waesthe morning
in June when they had ridden together, only thme tiheir backs were
to the sun and they were no longer strangers.

'l was afraid to love you because | thought youengawing to marry
Consuelo," explained Joanna shyly.

'For the money,' he added grimly. 'l was. | haalliplanned and was
nerving myself to take the drastic step when yomecéo Gilcroft.
Every meeting | had with you seemed to underlireedtid feeling |
had experienced the first time we met that youasgmted so much
that I'd always wished for in a woman. | discovetiegt as well as
being able to ride and appreciate horses, you aes@ gentle and
sensitive and possessed courage and endurancethkeildazzle on
the sea in the poem, you're alive beyond queggiemte Jo. After the
day we played truant together | wondered how | @omarry
Consuelo, having known you. | was struggling wike tproblem
when you came to tell me what she'd done to Champelut of spite,
so | had no difficulty then in deciding | couldniarry her, not for all
the money in the world. | went and told her, and sftaliated by
laughing at me and saying that | was lovesick fgirawho was
interested only in my horse and who preferred Tomé because he
was younger and gayer. | believed her. | had nsomao do
otherwise. | decided that it was poetic justicégran of punishment
handed out for having planned to marry her for ngomed not for
love. | thought | would get over it in time, bustididn't stop me from
feeling thoroughly miserable.’

And she, thinking that he'd gone back to Consuftkr &heir lovely
day of truancy, after their closeness in the cdamise and in the
stable that evening, had been thoroughly misetable

'‘But | thought—Johnnie once said—that you fanciexhstielo for
yourself before your father married her,' she stad. 'l thought you
loved her.'



His mouth tightened and he scowled.

‘Damn Johnnie!" he muttered. 'He knows more thgodogl for him. |

loved Consuelo, or thought | loved her, a littleArgentina. She was
beautiful, the atmosphere on the hacienda was rtiecnand | was

ready for some light relief. When | came back tottand | soon

forgot her, but | hadn't realised how tenaciousvgag. The time after
the marriage was extremely difficult. She begashtow far too much
interest in me and in the end my father objectad.l& blamed me
for encouraging her, so | went away hoping to dasesituation.

Consuelo followed me.’

He stopped talking because they had reached thefnesel sandstone
rocks and had to guide the horses carefully thragim. Once on the
sand again Steve continued his narrative, the sgfe on his face
bleak with the effort of putting his unpleasant negi@s into words
for her benefit,

‘Eventually | managed to persuade her that | whalee nothing to do
with her while she was married to my father. Sheeéack here and
| think she made him happy for the last years sflife. But in doing
so she managed to destroy any trust he'd had imandel wasn't
surprised when he left her all the money. Incidéntahe was
stretching the truth a little when she told youtttie codicil in my
father's will stated that the money would returrthe Lanry estate
when she married me. It didn't specify whom sheikhmarry, only
if she should marry again. Having known her quiterag time |
couldn't imagine anyone wanting to marry her, senvh started
losing money | decided to take a chance on marrgigrgmyself to
save the estate. | didn't reckon on falling in l@wth someone else.'

'‘She might marry Foster Hilroy,' suggested Joamiagnthy.

'‘She might, but | think he's too clever for herlikenmy father.' He
shrugged, then turned to smile at her. 'lt's airovow and I'd prefer



to forget the unpleasantness Consuelo caused glelevas here. In
spite of the yarn Johnnie has been spinning to ywunot exactly
poverty-stricken. When shall we get married, Jo?'

‘You haven't asked me to marry you yet,' she ted¥ed've only
mentioned something about living with you.'

‘That was to test you," he murmured. 'You didn&llyethink I'd
anything other than marriage in mind, did you? Beeaif you had
you can forget it. | wasgoing to wait until you grased to the idea of
having me in love with you and | was going to uskitke gentle
persuasion to get you to fall in love with me. Bt doesn't seem to
be necessary now, and on second thoughts we'd betke it soon to
stop the gossip. Once the grapevine knows you'r&imgpat Lanry
Stables the tongues will start wagging. When, Jo?'

The rest of the ride was spent discussing dates) 8y reached the
door in the grey wall. Steve bent from the saddlegen it and then
waited for Joanna and Changeling to go through. fBsit Joanna
turned to look back along the shore at the spaykellow sand, at
the mountains of the island dark beyond the dazzlthe sea. For a
moment she gazed, feasting her eyes on the scdren ¥te turned
her head again and glanced at Steve she discoverads watching
her with a glint of amusement in his eyes.

'It's all yours, Jo, every morning for as long as yant to ride with
me.'

‘That will be for ever,’ she replied challengindlyhappen to be very
conventional about marriage.'

'‘Be careful,’ he warned with a mocking smile. 'Revber you'll have
to put up with my early morning scowl and unsodighiunless you
know of a way to ensure that | get out of bed ilgatrside every
morning.'



Joanna laughed at his use of the phrase whichahaded herself to
describe his ill-humour.

'l think | know a way," she smiled.

‘Then let's go and have breakfast,’ he said saiftiging her and
Changeling through the door. 'Even you have to atimat there are
times when being on horseback is inconvenient, thigdis one of
them. Hurry, Joanna, I've waited for you for a ldimge.'



