


CHASE A GREEN
SHADOW
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The child of a broken marriage, seventeen-yeaifaldsyn wasn't at
all looking forward to going to Wales to visit tii@her she hardly
knew -- until she arrived there and met Hywel Bected

Her first feelings of antagonism towards him sodrarged into
something so deep and violent that they threatemederwhelm her
completely, and it was clear that she affectedihisome way -- but
marriage? No, he said. He was too old for her, fagher's
contemporary, not hers. It would not be fair. Aresides, there were
-- other complications.

Or did it all add up to the fact that he didn'tireavant her?



CHAPTER ONE

TAMSYN STANFORD cupped her chin in her hands and stared mood
through the drug-store window, completely obliviafsthe smoky
atmosphere and the deafening din of the record imacButside a
steady drizzle was falling, wetting the sidewalksd acausing
homeward-bound shop and office workers to quickeir step. Cars
swished through puddles, queues formed at bus;shopsTamsyn
seemed lost in a depressed world of her own making.

Her companion, a rather long-haired young man obla age, with
a drooping moustache, studied her expression thfuighand then
said: 'Let me get this straight. Your mother hasdkstl to marry this
professor guy she's known for several years?'

‘That's right,” answered Tamsyn, nodding, withaaking at him.
'He's a sort of friend of the family. He knows naytfer, too.'

‘And during the summer vac they're going on thisuiee tour of the
west coast as a sort of honeymoon, right?"

‘Yes.' Tamsyn sounded impatient. 'I've told you so.

'l know it. But what | can't understand is—why shibyou have to
change your plansedr plans, in; fact?’

Tamsyn turned green eyes in his direction. 'Appgéreno matter
how she's felt about Daddy in the past, she fgtidld be—well, less
of an anxiety if | go and spend several weeks twith.'

The young man gave an angry exclamation. 'But, §ammy, it's
crazy! You're almost eighteen. Surely you're oldugh to look after
yourself! Besides, your, father is the last perdabhave expected her
to ask you to stay with.'



'It's not a question of looking after me!" Tamsyasvstung to retort.
‘And don't call merfammy!' -

‘Well, it's stupid!’

'l know that." Tamsyn heaved a sigh. 'But you geg,not as
straightforward as it sounds. When Daddy— well, mtieey split up,
naturally | stayed with Mummy. But later, after tieorce, he was
given authority to visit me and have me visit whiim. But although
he has come very occasionally, Boston isn't exaxtlyis doorstep,
IS it?'

,'| agree. But similarly Wales isn't on your doefseither.’

'‘No. And whenever he has suggested me visiting wthand Joanna
Mummy hasn't been very keen. But now—well, shekihiit's the
ideal opportunity!" She bent her head. 'I'm sd@gtry, but what can |
do?'

Gerry Thorpe stubbed out the cigarette he had bewking with
savage movements. 'l think your mother is a selfi'sHe bit off an
epithet. 'Can't you see what she's doing, Tammy—sVaf| mean,
it's obvious that until now she's guarded you jesi\y not even
allowing you to spend any time with your father.tBuddenly,
because she wants something, she's prepared tgy@eno England
without a second thought --'

‘Not to England, to Wales,' contradicted TamsynthdOh, what's
the use of talking about it? We can't do anythlrghall have to go.
We'll just have to cancel our plans, that's all.'

‘You could defy her.'

Tamsyn shook her head. 'No, | couldn't do that.k,.odo you
honestly think I'm looking forward to going to—ta€Fallath? | can



assure you I'm not. I've only-met Joanna once amdlidn't exactly
take to one another, which is only natural, | sigg0

‘The other woman,' remarked Gerry dryly.

‘Yes."! Tamsyn lifted her untouched cup of coffeal ampped it
experimentally.

‘Have you ever been to Wales before?'

'‘No." Tamsyn frowned. 'l can hardly remember Londenh alone
anywhere else. | was only seven when they splityap,know, and
Mummy came back to the States.'

"Your father must be like a complete stranger tat.y

'He is. Although on the rare occasions he's vidkeston he's tried to
be kind. It's rather a difficult situation for mecan appreciate the
difficulties on both sides. Not that | sympathisghvwvhat my father
did, of course,’ she added hastily. 'He made myheroterribly
unhappy.'

'‘Did he?' Gerry hunched his shoulders scepticdflgowing your
mother as | do | can't somehow see her ever b¢iadoss.'

‘That's not a very nice thing to say," exclaimed3wn indignantly.
‘When has she ever been other than polite to you?'

Gerry shook his head. 'Okay, okay, don't bite mgdheff. I'm just
feeling a bit fed up, that's all.'

Tamsyn's face softened. 'I'm sorry, Gerry, truéyr. But I've got to
go to Wales. Perhaps we could arrange somethintgpéo€Christmas
vac.'



'Who wants' to go hitching in the middle of winter?

asked Gerry gloomily. 'Besides, by then your moth#r be good
arid married to this guy, and who knows, he mayidieto move to
the west coast if this trip appeals to him.’

‘Tamsyn's dark brows drew together. 'You don'tkiie'd do that, do
you?'

'‘How should | know?' retorted Gerry shortly. 'Getat a day!" He
indicated the rain outside. 'And | was - going tiggest we went to
the ball game tonight.’

Tamsyn smiled and her companion wondered, withng paowever
Lance Stanford would bear to let her go once sbeshant some time
with him. In his eyes, Tamsyn was perfect, his lidaad not the
teenage crush his mother thought she was. Tall stebler, yet
warmly rounded, Tamsyn was as tall as he was, withight
corn-coloured hair that fell several inches belav shoulders. He
had seldom seen her in anything other than jeanswaraters, and
the kind of loose smocks that were so popular newsdY et for all
that she retained a certain femininity that ateddter fellow students
without any effort on her part. She was a popuidrag college, but
she would be the first to admit that boys figureatenargely among
her friends than girls.

Now she slid off her seat, brushing back her hiin e careless hand.
' must go,' she said. 'l promised Mummy I'd be baarly. Charles is
coming to dinner.'

‘Charles Penman, | suppose.'

‘Correct.' Tamsyn slid the hood of her coat over-teead. 'Will | see
you tomorrow?"



'l guess so,' conceded Gerry, sighing. 'Aw, heekndyn, won't you
change your mind?’

'l can't, Gerry.! Tamsyn was firm. '‘Goodbye.’

'‘Bye, Tamsyn.' Gerry gave her a swift kiss onrtfwith, but before
he could prevent her she had slipped away, a rased in farewell.

About half an hour later, Tamsyn let herself inew home in Vestry
Square. It was one of those tall, narrow old Bos$tomses which had
been successfully modernised' and was now a fibaakground for
Laura Stanford, Tamsyn's mother. Softly textured icpets ran into
all the corners, while the elegant staircase whichinted Out of the
entrance hall was panelled in mellow oak.

Rebecca, Laura's housekeeper and personal maioiréeced her
employer's daughter in the hall and gave her slowtt®rn smile.
‘You're back early," she said in her drawling voi¥eur mother's riot
home yet.'

Tamsyn slipped off her coat. '‘Mr. Penman's commglihner,so |
thought I'd give myself plenty of time to bathe arttange.’ She
sighed and looked thoughtfully at Rebecca's shilagkface. 'l
suppose you've heard that I'm to stay with DaddyasWiummy and
Charles are away.'

- Rebecca noddedYes, Miss Tamsyn. Your mother told me thi
morning." She frowned, tipping her head on one.s\Wy? Don't
you want to go?'

'‘No.' Tamsyn-tugged-impatiently at a strand of h&ifell, after all,
it's more than three years since I've seen hintlaen only when he
visited Mummy here. | hardly know him.'



Rebecca folded her arms across her ample storii&en perhaps it's
time you did,' she said, with the familiarity of ald servant. ‘My,
visiting England -and all! You'll likely have a waerful time.'

‘My father lives in Wales,' remarked Tamsyn digtincwalking
through into the comfortable lounge that overlootexiquiet square.
‘And I'm sure | shan't enjoy it at all. Good heasjelve scarcely
exchanged more than two words with Joanna—she&ehand wife,
you know.'

Rebecca had followed her and was standing squiarétg doorway.

‘It will do you good to get away,' she insistedesi#les, you know
your mother never approved of you planning thaidagl with Gerald

Thorpe.'

'l know that." Tamsyn flung herself moodily into ammchair. 'Why
do | have to go away, though? I could perfectlylws&dy here with
you!'

'l shan't be here. I'm to visit my sister in Neweans.'

Tamsyn pressed her lips together mutinously. "Treemuld stay here
alone.'

Rebecca was scandalised. 'Now don't you go upgsettar mother
with talk like that. She's only thinking of whalest for you. Why, if
| was to be offered a trip like that, I'd be tred!'

'Would you, Rebecca?' Tamsyn was doubtful. 'l wondgist can't
see myself fitting in with them. My father's a dmgtas you know,
with a country practice. I've always lived in th&y-e-mixing with
eggheads like Mummy and Charles—not nature-lovers |

'‘Miss Tamsyn!' Rebecca couldn't hide her impatieémen't you talk
like that no more. Your mother's going to be howens and how do



you think she'd feel if she thought you were soasgol to going to
England?'

‘Wales," said Tamsyn automatically, getting to fest. 'l think I'll
take my bath. Oh, don't look so anxious, Rebeccahdn't say
anything to spoil the idyll. | just wish sometimesvas consulted
before plans were made for me.'

She was in the bath, her body concealed beneathtescesoap
bubbles, when her mother entered the bathroomalLatanford was
not much like her daughter. Although they were airailar height

and build, Laura's hair was brown and undistingegstand now she
wore it dragged into a rather severe knot whicheddgkars to her
age. She wore horn-rimmed spectacles, too, ancetbekery inch
the university lecturer she was. Tamsyn had sonestimondered
whether it was her mother's lack of femininity wiitad driven her
father into the arms of a woman who hadn't an waigihought in her
head. She couldn't really understand how they fiadgot married at
all. They were not alike. Her mother was so mucdt threed of
American woman who needed to feel intellectuallpesior to her

mate and her father had obviously disliked the ieagut such
thoughts were faintly traitorous, Tamsyn had detideag ago, and
she usually kept them at bay. However, this evenimigh the

prospect of spending several weeks with her fatdrat his wife

uppermost in her mind, she couldn't help the irdN& comparison.

Laura was carrying a sheaf of papers and waved timerner
daughter's face playfully. 'Look,' she said. 'y your tickets and
travelling arrangements.'

Tamsyn smoothed soap over her arms. '"When do ¢ eav

Laura appeared not to notice the slightly dry not€éamsyn's voice
and pretended to consult the documents. 'Earlyumd&y morning,
darling." She looked at her daughter again. 'Chatt@®ught you



would prefer to stay overnight Saturday at the lremiel mate a fresh
start Sunday morning.'

'l see." Tamsyn played with a handful of bubblésd' you leave
Saturday night.'

‘That's right, darling. On the first stage of oaurnney. It's rather
exciting, isn't it?'

'If you say so.' Tamsyn couldn't entirely hide bemn feelings then.

Laura frowned. 'What's wrong? You're not still hamkg over those
plans you made with Gerry, are you?"

Tamsyn sighed. .'I saw him this afternoon. He wastty
disappointed, and so am I.'

'‘But, Tamsyn, even had | not been about to take adrie most
serious steps, a woman can take, | should stik Hennd the idea of
you hitching about the country in the company @it thoung man
rather hard to swallow.'

'‘Why?'
'‘Oh, Tamsyn, don't be naive! You know perfectlylwéiat | mean.'

‘Do you think if Gerry and | wanted to do somethmgng we'd need
to arrange a holiday first?' exclaimed Tamsyn dodign 'Honestly,
Mummy, it's ridiculous!’

‘Very well. Perhaps itis. Perhaps I'm doing yothtam injustice. And
no doubt in other circumstances | would have teagBut right now
I'm just relieved that you're going to stay witmca. Besides, it will
do you good to travel. And England is a beautitwlrdtry, no matter
what it's climate's like.'



Tamsyn expelled her breath loudly. ‘Okay, Mummwoin't make a
fuss.' She forced herself to be interested. "WHetgou say Charles
was lecturing first?'

Laura regarded her intently for a moment as thaeghsing for the
first time that Tamsyn had a mind and a will of lbem. Then she
shrugged, as though to dispel the unease she hdderdy
experienced, and began to tell her daughter thailsledvf their
schedule.

Charles arrived before Tamsyn went down to dinaed when she
entered the exquisitely appointed lounge he wasdstg helping

himself to a drink from the cabinet; It was strajgjee thought with a
pang, that when she returned from visiting herdgtlCharles would
be a permanent fixture here, sharing their livesl sleeping in her
mother's bedroom. She would no longer be able tangm her

mother's room in the early hours of the morning tticher all about
the party she had just been to, or climb into bé&d tver on Sunday
mornings and have Rebecca bring them breakfasthege

Charles turned when he heard her step and regasgeatimiringly.

He was a man in his early fifties, of medium buigth a rather

angular face and body. Like her mother he, tootuted at the
university, and it was their mutual interests whingd brought them
together. Tamsyn neither liked nor disliked himt she could

understand his appeal for her mother. Theirs wasrading of minds
rather than spirits, but Tamsyn knew that that lohd union would
never do for her.

‘You're looking charming, my dear,' he said nowjrnpgg her some
sherry with the familiarity of long use. 'Here yare.'

‘Thank you.' Tamsyn took the glass and looked diminits depths
without drinking the liquid. 'Has it stopped raigiget?"



Charles finished his bourbon and poured himsetcisd. ‘More or
less. It's quite cool for June, don't you think?'

Tamsyn nodded, and seated herself comfortably iraramchair,
smoothing the skirt of her long amber- colouredtarafabout her,
‘Mummy tells me you're visiting Seattle first.'

‘Yes. Then we'll drive south through Californiajishing up at San
Diego.'

‘A wonderful trip," commented Tamsyn.

'Indeed.' Charles looked rather smug. Tina sure yoother will
enjoy it.'

'I'm sure she will," agreed Tamsyn amicably.
‘You're not bitter, are you, Tamsyn?"
‘Bitter?' Tamsyn was taken aback. ‘No. Why sholdd bitter?'

'‘About being sent to your father, of course. | meanell, Laura has
cared for you all these years without a break, kmmow. It's time he
fulfilled his commitment.’

Tamsyn was staggered. Was that what her mothesdid@ Had she
told Charles that Lance Stanford had virtually eggrded his
responsibilities? Tamsyn found this possibility waly distasteful.
After all, her mother had never encouraged heefathkeep in touch
with his daughter, and Tamsyn recognised the fhat tance
Stanford must have resented this from time to titng. Tamsyn had
always allied herself with her mother, never eveagining that
Laura would take it upon herself to get marriedimga



But just then Laura came into the room, mature ahghtly
intimidating in a gown of black silk. 'Oh, goodhiessaid, when she
saw the glass of bourbon in Charles's hand. 'Y dwéyged yourself. |
hoped you would." She allowed him to kiss her chegfker all,
you've got to get used to making yourself at homee hhasn't he,
Tamsyn?'

Tamsyn managed a faint smile, and then her moth@cs changed:
‘Tamsyn, go and find Rebecca, darling. Ask her toowg dinner will
be. I'm starving.'

Tamsyn got up and went obediently out of the rodosing the door
behind her. She understood her mother's requesttat it was, an
attempt to get her out of the way for a few minutas it was not a
pleasing experience being made to feet an intrimlene's own
home. Perhaps it was a good thing they were goiay aBy the time
they came back the newness of their relationshipldvbave been
blunted and perhaps then it would not be so hatake.

The Boeing 747 landed at London Airport in the yaVening,
London time. It had not been an arduous journey fonsyn, but the
time change would take some getting used to. Dihadibeen served
on the flight, but she had been too strung up toaesthing, the
events of the past forty-eight hours graduallyrigkheir toll of her.

Her mother and Charles Penman had been marriegréheous
afternoon in a civil ceremony that had lasted camlfew minutes.
There had been few guests, mainly members of theenrsity

fraternity, and it had all seemed rather cold aredigious to Tamsyn.
But her mother was happy, and that was all thatered. Laura's
happiness was evident in her heightened colouharexcitement of
her voice, and in the way she behaved with an asa@ confidence.



After the ceremony there had been a private reme|tefore they all
left for the airport, Laura and Charles on thetfstage of their
journey to Seattle, and Tamsyn to stay overnigtiteairport hotel to
be ready for her flight the next morning.

After her mother had left, Tamsyn had sought tinepy of her room
and indulged herself in a way she had not doneeshe was a child.
But the tears had relieved her tension somewhdtpaty now, with
the huge jet taxiing to a halt outside the airfpantdings, did a little
of that tension return.

Her father was to meet her at the airport, andwahadered whether
Joanna would be With him. She hoped not. She widkddo have a
few moments alone with her father before coming lnbntact with
her—stepmother!lt sounded unreal somehow: stepmother. Ho
could one have a stepmother when one's own motasralive and
well? It didn't seem right somehow.

Her cases were cleared without incident and a podgied them
through to the reception lounge. But there wasigio sf her father,
and her heart sank. Surely he hadn't forgottemsisecoming. Surely
he hadn't mistaken the time of the flight. Knowhey mother as she
did she felt sure all the details would have beeranged
meticulously.

She sighed and glanced down at herself. Did sHedbbeight? What

would he think of her? She had been a child whsirhla saw her. Her
mother hadn't wanted her to travel in trousersjrbttiis Tamsyn had
been firm. She preferred casual clothes, and bgside dull green
suede trouser suit had cost her mother over twdredndollars and
nothing so expensive could look all bad.

A breeze blew in through an open doorway, takings® strands of
her hair and stroking them across her face. Shewngag the hair



from her mouth when she became aware that she wag) b
scrutinised rather closely by a man across thegedrom her.

An unaccustomed feeling of apprehension slid doamspine as for
a brief moment her gaze locked with his and thenlsbked away,
aware of a strange sense of disturbance. She haer hefore
exchanged such a glance with a man of his age—tiid be anything
from thirty-five to forty-five—and she felt shakéor a moment. Not
that he interested her, she told herself sharpéywds too big, too
broad, too muscular, too masculine in every wayh wark skin and
dark hair and sideburns that reached his jawline.w&s not a
handsome man by any standards, although she thohgihsome
women might find his harshly carved features aneptleset eyes
attractive; if one found such primitive strengtipagling, of course.

She ventured another look at him and found to hdvagrassment
that he was still watching her, his expression ehggpeculative.
Tamsyn turned her back on him, but she was intgresgare of his
eyes boring into her shoulder blades and she widhsgerately that
her father would appear and rescue her from thislasiuation.

When a low, deep, faintly musical voice spoke jushind her she
almost jumped out of her skin. '‘As everyone elsgeaps to have
departed, you must be Tamsyn Stanford—are you?"'

Tamsyn spun round and to her astonishment she foenself
confronted by the man who had been staring atdrethke last few
minutes. 'l—I—yes,' she stammered. 'I'm TamsynfStdnBut—but
who are you?'

The man's dark eyes were enigmatic. 'My name isdliydenedict.
I'm a friend of your father's. As he couldn't caimeneet you himself,
he asked me to do so.’

'‘Oh!" Tamsyn was at a loss, 'I—I see.'



The man looked down at her two cases. 'Is thigaall luggage?' He
bent to lift them easily.

'l—yes—but how do | know you are who you say yoa?arShe
flushed in embarrassment as his eyes narroweekdhr've never
heard your name before.’

Hywel Benedict considered her pink face for a managw then he
frowned, 'l suppose it never occurred to your fatbemagine that a
girl from your background should consider there veag/thing
sinister about my meeting you instead of him.’

'‘What do you mean—my background?' Tamsyn was stynbis
tone.

'‘Why, nothing,' he responded expressionlessly. tdedsdown her

cases again and put his hand inside the jackas @lsual sports suit
and brought out a wallet. He extracted a photogeajzhhanded it to
her silently and Tamsyn tried to concentrate onnieges imprinted

upon it with some degree of composure. She recedtisr father at
once, and the small dark woman who she guessedJoasna,

although it wasn't a very good likeness. And stagdailightly behind

them two other people; a woman, and the defirkinkess of the man
at her side.

‘Thank you,' she said stiffly, handing him back gietograph and
feeling rather foolish. 'Yes, this is all my luggado we go?'

‘We go,' he agreed, and strode away across thwitfadiut waiting to
see whether she was following him.

Outside it was a perfect summer evening, only iat faieeze to cool
the warm atmosphere. Hywel Benedict slung her caseshe back
of-a rather shabby-looking station wagon and theenog the
passenger side door indicated that Tamsyn shotlic.ge



Tamsyn did so not without some reluctance. This was the
welcome she had expected to get and she was fegdinigledly
tearful. Why hadn't her father come to meet hegvan Joanna if he
wasn't able? Instead of this abrupt stranger wlemsed prepared to
think the worst of her without even waiting untd knew her.

The man climbed in beside her, his thigh brushiexg las he did so.
He was such a big man, he succeeded in making Tamdy had

always found herself on eye-level terms with thang men of her
acquaintance, feel quite small. He smelt of tweadd tobacco,
shaving soap and a clean male smell that made Tesnegstrils

twitch a little. She wondered who he was, and veadid, and where
he lived, and then chided herself for being curiabsut a man who
was so obviously far out of her sphere of expererte was her
father's contemporary, after all, not hers.

The station wagon responded smoothly beneath tuegsfingered
hands, and he negotiated the airport traffic withlyoslight

impatience. For a moment, Tamsyn was diverted byngdy on the

left-hand side of the road, and then she ventunethar look at her
companion.

Where his wrists left the white cuffs of his shae could see a thick
covering of dark hair, while a gold watch glintegaast his dark
skin'. He wore only one ring and that was on tlivel timger of his left
hand, a gold signet ring/engraved with his initials

As though becoming aware of her scrutiny he glatezdvay at that
moment and encountered her startled green eyeab.y®i have a

good trip?' Tamsyn took an uneven breath. 'It vlagyat, | suppose.

I've not travelled a lot, so | wouldn't really kno®he sighed. 'Where
Is my father? Why couldn't he meet me?"'

'He's at home—in the valley.'



‘At home?Tamsyn sounded indignant.

‘That's right. Your father's a doctor, Tamsyn Steshf Doctors here
cannot simply leave their work without good reason.

‘And meeting me wasn't a good reason,' observedyiashortly.

‘It wasn't absolutely necessary in the circumstspfhcenceded Hywel
Benedict. 'l had to come to London anyway, soei@t to meet you.'

'l see." Tamsyn swallowed the retort that spranigetolips. 'How is
he?'

‘Lance? Oh, he's all right." He spoke with a faiotent which she
couldn't identify but reluctantly found attractiveis whole speaking
voice was attractive and she had to force hersethink of other
things. But he was the most disturbing man sheelvad met.

‘Are you a doctor, too, Mr. Benedict?'

Hywel Benedict shook his head. 'No. Healing meaodids is not for
me.'

Tamsyn frowned. It was a strange reply to makestredwas curious
to know exactly what he did do, but she didn't tik@ask. Looking out
on to countryside that was-amazingly like the Newgland
countryside back home, she asked: 'Where are we?'

‘Approaching Maidenhead. Our destination, as yowwknis
Trefallath, but we have some distance to travebteefve cross the
border.'-

‘The border." Tamsyn was intrigued. 'The bordewbeh England
and Wales, of course.’



'Of course. Though it's no border as you know iterdly a
continuation of the road.' His tone was dry, anel détected it.

‘Are you a nationalist, Mr. Benedict?'

‘A nationalist?' A slight smile lightened his ddéatures. 'Arid what
would you know of such things, Tamsyn Stanford?"

'l read books,' retorted Tamsyn shortly. 'I've raddut the Welsh
people. | know of their language, and' the way 'tledyying to retain
their individuality.'

‘Do you now?' His mocking voice disturbed her. 'Avidy would an
American girl like yourself be interested in us pbarbarians ?'

Tamsyn flushed. 'You forget, Mr. Benedict. I'm halélsh myself.’

'‘Ah, yes, | had forgotten. But perhaps | can bgif@n for so doing.
A hybrid like yourself, reared in the artificialnabsphere of the
hothouse, is hardly likely to display the charastas of its less
cultivated ancestry, is she?'

'l think you're being offensive, Mr. Benedict,’ ¢ailamsyn,
unreasonably hurt by his words.

'‘Offensive, is it?" His low attractive voice mockbdr. 'And why

would you think that?'. , 'l get the feeling thaiuyconsider me
lacking in some way,' replied Tamsyn evenly. 'lsatause this is the
first time I've come to stay with my father?'

Hywel Benedict stood on his brakes as a vehicletogk them and
then cut in dangerously closely in front of theWell, you haven't
exactly taken a deal of interest in his affairsobefnow, have you?'

'There were reasons.’



' know it. Your mother.'
'Is that so unreasonable?"

'Possessive woman, your mother,' he commented .diyhtil it
became necessary to shift the responsibility foerod.'

Tamsyn gave him an angry stare. 'l don't requirngoa@ to take
responsibility for me. I'm quite capable of takiogre of myself. If
my father hadn't wanted me here, he could always hefused --'

'‘Now hold it, Tamsyn Stanford. | never said thatiyather didn't
want you here, did 1?7 On the contrary, | shouldgma he is waiting
in anticipation for you to arrive. My comments ang own.'

‘Then perhaps you should keep your comments tosgfiiretorted
Tamsyn, staring .with concentration at the pastanglscape in an
effort to rid herself of the feeling that this mhad aroused within
her. A feeling of unease, and inadequacy, thandidnake her feel
good.

They drove on for some distance in silence, whilam$yn

endeavoured to take an interest in her surroundifigs countryside
around them was gently undulating, green fieldstsliing away on
either side, interspersed with woodland and winditrgams. They
passed through places with unfamiliar names liketi&leed and
Shillingford and Abingdon, and Tamsyn caught tasitag glimpses
of old churches that in other circumstances sheldvbave liked to

have had identified. Had her father met her, ashslgdeexpected him
to do, it would have been different, and she tteeduell a feeling of
indignation which was likely to colour her judgerevhen she did
meet him again.

Hywel Benedict seemed perfectly content to drive sifence,
occasionally taking out a pipe and putting it ia torner of his mouth



and lighting it absently, only to put it out agaafter a few
inhalations. Tamsyn was tempted to say she objdotéde strong
aroma it emitted, but as it wouldn't have beenrelytitrue, she said
nothing.

At last, she broke the silence by saying: 'Do yiwga ht Trefallath;
Mr. Benedict?'

'l live in the valley,' he conceded slowly. "Trédéh you will find is
little more than a cluster of houses. The real pagpn of the valley
Is spread out among the farms in the area. But aubtdyou'll
discover all this for yourself.'

Tamsyn sighed. 'lt sounds remote. My mother saiég once.'

'Did she now?' Hywel Benedict inclined his headhe'S right, of
course. It is remote. But we like it that way.'

Tamsyn shook her head. 'But what do you do forraitenent?' She
coloured. 'l mean, don't you have any desire todager London—or
Cardiff, if that is the right place? Don't you feealvell, out of touch?'

Hywel Benedict looked at her out of the cornersisfeyes. 'Out of
touch with what? What do your cities have to otfs?"

Tamsyn gave an impatient exclamation. 'Surelyabsious! The
cultural assets one finds there! The exhibitiohgatres; concerts!
Don't you care for books, or films, or music?'

He shook his head slowly. 'Of course we care fesdtthings. But do
you honestly suppose that they're confined to youes? There's
more life in the valley than ever you will find @ardiff, or London,

or Boston either, for that matter.’



Tamsyn was irritated by the way he spoke, as thoghwas
explaining the facts of life to a recalcitrant chiWhat could he know
about it if he had lived in Trefallath all his If¢He was merely using
his age and experience against her youth and inmityatuBut
academically speaking she should be able to aatehilim. .

'l don't think we're talking about the same thihglse remarked, in a
voice that was intended to sound cool and patnogusi

'l think we are,' he contradicted her insistentfou think because
you've lived in a city all your life that you've dmme worldly, that
you are necessarily more cultured'—the way he thedvord was a
mockery— 'that you are better educated, infinitalyre intelligent;
not so!" He shook his head again. '"You're justtle lgirl copying the
mannerisms of her elders!" He gave a slight srigpiarantee you'll
learn more about life and incidentally about yolirge these few
weeks in the valley than ever you learned in thdtivated cabbage
patch you call home.'

Tamsyn took a deep breath. 'You don't like me latdal you, Mr.
Benedict?'

Hywel Benedict moved his broad shoulders lazilyoNdon't be
silly, Tamsyn Stanford. | don't know you well enbugget to decide
.whether or not | like you. But young people todagd to imagine
that they understand things a whole lot better thgrgeneration did
twenty years ago, and | find it all rather monotasiol don't know
what that mother of yours has taught you, butriklyiou'd do well to
remember that you aren't old enough to act theistipdited- woman
of the world even with an uncultured savage likesetiy'

Tamsyn was taken aback. 'At least in my countrytigat young
people as individuals with original ideas of thewn!" she replied
heatedly.



'So it's your country now, is it?" He smiled modtn "We're not
concerned with our Welsh ancestry any more, isithaach?'

Tamsyn pressed her lips together irritably. He whs most

infuriating man she had ever met and completelgidather range of
experience. But where had she gone wrong? Whashadsaid to

create this friction between them? She sighedak simply that he
rubbed her up the wrong way and his calm indiffeeamas somehow
hard to take.

‘You're deliberately trying to make me say thintisdgret later,' she
accused. 'Why? What have you got against me?"'

Hywel Benedict's expression hardened for a momant she
wondered what he was thinking behind those enigniiddick eyes. It
was impossible to tell, and when he said: 'Whyhmaf, bach,'she
was almost-disappointed.



CHAPTER TWO

CLoubps were rolling up from the hills ahead of them aramByn

shivered, although it was a warm evening. How miather had

they to travel? Would it be dark before they garéd? There was
something faintly menacing about the prospect miray in the dark

with Hywel Benedict.

Presently, he slowed and she saw ahead of themahl wayside
public house. Its timbered facade was rather aitecand when he
turned into the parking area she glanced at hinstqprengly .-

'‘We'll stop here for something to eat,' he saide You hungry?'

Tamsyn was tempted to retort that she couldn'aehing, but she
found she was hungry after all, and there was niot pro depriving

herself to irritate him, for she felt quite sure Wwas completely
indifferent to lier reply. ---

Nodding her acquiescence, she waited until he stbpipe car and
then opened her door and climbed out. A faint remmoled the air
and she watched her companion as he slammed tdeaaand came
round to her side. She eyed her cases on the etk father
doubtfully, particularly as he had not locked tle&, @and as though
sensing her indecision, he said: 'Would you rathmrt them in the
boot?'

Tamsyn studied his dark features. 'Will they be®af

‘Have faith," he remarked dryly, and walked awayaials the lighted
entrance.

Grimacing, Tamsyn followed him, and caught him tifna door. She
was too interested in her surroundings to argué Win and she
wondered in anticipation what they would have td. &teaks,



perhaps. Or salmon salad. Her mouth watered. lidvoe her first
taste Of English cooking for ten years.

A smoky passageway led through to a bar at the bitle building.
There were several people in the bar which wasreldly lit and
exuded an atmosphere of tobacco and spirits. Baraviwvas the
food? Tam- syn's stomach gave a hollow little riembhd she
glanced up defensively as Hywel Benedict looked @t her in
amusement.

'‘What do you want to drink?' he asked. 'l know g@u'ot eighteen,
but no one here does, so how about a shandy?'

‘A shandy?' Tamsyn frowned. 'All right." She wasjlite sure what
he meant. 'But where do we eat?'

'Here.' He indicated the bar stools which linedatieactive little bar,
and she slid on to one with some misgivings.

'‘What do you mean—.here?' she whispered as heteokdjoining
stool.

'‘Wait and see," he advised, summoning the bartewdbout any
apparent effort. 'A shandy and a beer, pleaselobled along the
counter and Tamsyn, following his gaze, saw anrassnot of bar
snacks under perspex covers at the other end. Werreemeat pies
and sandwiches, fruit tarts and cakes, and het baak.

'Is this what you mean by something to eat?' shemadéeed
impatiently.

‘Yes, why? Did you expect a chic eating house?'

'l thought we'd have a proper, meal, yes,' she arehshortly.



'‘Why, this is a proper medlacH You wait until you taste those pies.
Mouthwatering, they are.’

Tamsyn reserved judgement, but later, after Hyvezidglict had had
the barman provide them with a selection of foadrfrwhich they

could take their choice, she had to admit he wgd#.rifhe meat pies,
were thick and juicy, and washed down with the ometof beer and
lemonade which her companion had ordered for hey there

satisfyingly delicious. There were hard-boiled edggse, and a crisp
salad that the barman's wife provided, and logsaKled onions that
Tamsyn firmly avoided.

Hywel .Benedict ate heartily, talking most of tivad to the barman
about the state of the weather and the crops anpdssibilities of a
drought. He swallowed the huge glasses of beerowitkurning a
hair, and Tamsyn, used to seeing her mother's axtquaes tackling
small glasses of bourbon or gin, was staggeret adpacity.

Once he caught her eyes on him and held her gaaddag moment,
causing the hot colour to run up her cheeks, aedwsts reminded
once again of that moment in the airport lounge rwkbe had
encountered him scrutinising her. She bent her héad
embarrassment, conscious of a prickling along feves »and a
quickening beat in her heart. It was crazy, butnwhe looked at her
like that, something tangible seemed to leap batwkem, and she
knew that she could never be indifferent to thismmadespite the
disparity .of their ages. She tried to think of geof his fair-skinned
face and gentle brown eyes, and failed abysmallysi#e could see
were deep-set eyes and darkly engraved featuresndpeal the

uncongquered arrogance of his Celtic forebears.

At last, after she had refused a second slice pleapake, he
suggested they, should go, and she willingly agregide was
allowing this man too much space in her thoughtstahe when she



should have been thinking of her forthcoming enteumvith her
father or speculating on what kind of a honeymoenrhother was
having.

It was growing dark and a glance at her watch whkiehhad changed
to British time when they landed told her that ihsvnearing ten
o'clock. She climbed into the car and when he igdteiside her and
reached for his pipe, she said:

'‘How much longer will it be before we reach Tred#il?'

Hywel Benedict lit his pipe before answering, ahén exhaling
smoke, he answered: 'Oh, perhaps another hour and
half—something like that. Why? Getting nervous?'

Tamsyn did not deign to answer that and with aglofuthe heavy
shoulders he leaned forward and started the car.

Darkness brought its own uneasiness to a landsehjph was fast
becoming wilder and less closely populated. Thitsigof villages
were fewer and farther between and Tamsyn grippeddat tightly,
her nerves playing tricks with her. It was all vargll contemplating
this visit from the calm and civilised environstar mother's world,
and quite another encountering the stark factseality. Here she
was, miles from anything or anyone she knew orctat®ut, in the
company of a man who had identified himself onlyrogans of a
photograph and had since made no attempt to teliighing about
her father or even about himself.

'Relax.’

The calm word startled her into awareness andtsfe a look at his
shadowy profile. ‘Do you know my father very welidie asked.



Hywel Benedict inclined his head slowly. "You miglaty that. We've
known each other since we were children togethei, suppose |
know him as well as any man could.’

Tamsyn nodded. 'So you'll know—Joanna, too.'
‘Joanna is my cousin.'.
'‘Oh!" Tamsyn swallowed this information with diffiky. 'l see.’

‘What do you see, | wonder," he commented wrylgrylittle beyond
that small nose, | shouldn't be surprised.’

Tamsyn unbuttoned and -then buttoned the jackkéosuit. 'l don't
know what you mean.’

'‘No? | would have thought a bright little mind likeurs would have
fastened on to the fact that if Joanna is my cosh| must have
known your father a long time, too?

'Oh, that.'

‘Yes, that. It may interest you to know that Joawaa going to marry
Lance long before he met Laura Stewart.’

Tamsyn gasped, 'l didn't know that."'

'l don't suppose you did. It's not the sort of ghyour mother would
have told you, is it? | mean—well, it puts her iditierent position,
doesn't it?'

'‘My mother is ndemme fatalef that's what you're implying," stated
Tamsyn hotly.



'‘No. She was a handsome woman. I'll give you that,temarked
annoyingly. 'But she had charm, when she chosé¢a &, and |
think Lance was flattered.'

'‘How do you know what she was like?' demanded Tamsy

'Because | knew her, too. We were all in Londothatsame time. |
even went to their wedding.'

Tamsyn was stunned. 'l see,' she said, rather tanmdgr

'l didn't approve of Lance marrying your motherg¢ bontinued
complacently. 'She wanted Lance to be somethingduéd never
be—an intellectual. He didn't belong in London. plaed for the
valley. For the simple, uncomplicated life. And ettglly he gave up
the struggle and went back there.'

‘And | suppose you encouraged him,"' accused Taswymfully.

Hywel shook his head slowly. 'Oh, ragch.It was nothing to do with
me. | was in South Africa at the time, and | knesthing about it
until | came homand found Joanna and Lance together again.’

Tamsyn compressed her lips. 'And | suppose youwapgrof that.'

‘Naturally. Joanna has made your father happy. Wyaol rather he
had been miserable all his life?’

'‘How dare you imply that my mother would have bessponsible for
his own lack of confidence?' Tamsyn was furious.

‘Call it familiarity, Tamsyn Stanford. And don'ttggo angry. You
didn't expect to hear good things of your motheiliafallath, did
you?'



'It seems to me that my mother was justified insefg to allow me to
visit with my father before now."'

'‘Why?' Hywel shook his head. 'There are always dwles to every
question, aren't there? Perhaps if the two had lbeare evenly
balanced, it wouldn't have come as such a shoe&dothe other side
now.'

'You don't imagine | believe everything you've satb you?'
exclaimed Tamsyn disdainfully.

Hywel made an indifferent gesture. 'No matter. Ydearn, bach,’

It was nearly half past eleven when they begard#seent into the
valley. Tamsyn, who had not expected to feel tyetd was beginning
to sense a certain weariness in her limbs, andhkbad dropped
several times. But she would not allow herselfaibdsleep and risk
waking to find herself with her head on his shoul@mehow she
needed to avoid physical contact with Hywel Benedic

Trefallath was, as Hywel had told her, merely s®uof cottages, a
public house, a school and a chapel: They ran gtrae dimly lit
main .street and then turned on to the rough modrlagain,
following a narrow road which badly needesituatng. At last the
station wagon slowed and turned between stone gsteand came
to a shuddering halt before a low, stone-built leousth lights
shining from the lower windows.

'‘Welcome to Glyn Crochan, Tamsyn Stanford,' he rkady almost
kindly, and then slid out of the car.

As Tamsyn got out, light suddenly spilled on to, &id she realised
the door of the building had opened and a man hesdged followed
closely by the small figure of a woman.



The man greeted Hywel warmly, and then came rohedcar to
Tamsyn with swift determined strides. 'Tamsyn!'eixelaimed, and
there was a break in his voice. 'Oh, Tamsyn, dtsdgo see you!

Tamsyn allowed her father to enfold her in his aring she felt
nothing except a faint warming to his spontanedfextion. 'Hello,
Daddy,' she responded, as he drew back to lookhetdace. 'It's
good to see you, too.'

‘My, how you've grown,' went on Lance Stanfordnmeaement. '|—I
expected a child. It was foolish of me, | know, babuld only think
of you that way.' He released her shoulders bt pessession of her
hand. 'Come! Come and meet Joanna again.'

He drew her firmly after him round the car to whdramsyn's
stepmother waited. Tamsyn had been so intent onasppy her
father, noticing how young and lean he looked, Huosvhair still
sprang thickly from .his well-shaped head, that Bhd paid little
attention to anything else. But now, as she folld\wer father round
the car, she looked towards the opened door wiretbe shaft of
light, Joanna Stanford was standing.

And then an almost audible gasp rose to her thméke checked
instantly. Joanna was small and dark and attrgativa yellow silk
dress that moulded her figure in the slight breibze blew off the
moors. She was also most obviously pregnant.

Tamsyn's eyes darted swiftly to Hywel Benedict'sd ashe
encountered his sardonic gaze resentfullycéldd have told her. He
could have warned her of what to expect.

And yet that was exactly what he would not do. Heuld make
nothing easier for the daughter of Laura Stewart.’



‘Joanna darling;' her father was saying now. 'Hare is, at last.
Here's Tamsyn! Don't you think she's grown intdejaiyoung lady?'

Joanna smiled and kissed Tamsyn's cheek, welcorharg to
Trefallath. In a more receptive mood Tamsyn wodstehglimpsed
the appeal in Joanna's dark eyes, but right nowvsiseoo absorbed
with her own emotions to make anything more thadeaultory
response, and avoid making any obvious remarks.

'‘Come, let's go inside,’ said her father, afterseéhg@reliminary
greetings. 'Hywel, you'll come in and have a dmnth us?'

‘Thank you, no." Hywel plunged his hands deeptimtgockets of his
tweed suit. Tamsyn looked at him rather desperatébyv that he
was going, now that he had unloaded her caseslanddothem on
the step for her father to deal with, she was |dlasth he should go.
She scarcely knew her father, after all, and duttvegpast five hours
she had come to know Hywel Benedict disturbingligdrehan that.

'‘Er—thank you—for bringing me here,' she said ungue

Hywel looked down at her mockingly. 'lIt was a plaasbach, he
responded.

‘Will—will | see you again?' Tamsyn didn't quite dm why she
should have asked such a question and she was thaateer father
was beginning to chafe with impatience to get heide.

"Without a doubt," said Hywel, opening the doottw station wagon.
Your father knows where | live. Goodnight.'

‘Goodnight.’

Lance Stanford raised his hand in farewell andhbavy vehicle
turned and drove away. Tamsyn glanced back ondeama urged



her inside, into the warmth and light of the paéidinallway, and then
gave her attention to her immediate surroundings.

She awoke reluctantly next morning, feeling thesral/the sun as it
played upon her eyelids. She rolled on to her sttynbaurying her
face in the pillows, not wanting to remember whsre was, or think
of the prospect of the days and weeks ahead of her.

Her room was, small but compact, with a singleingpinterior divan
and oak furniture. Used to fitted carpets, Tamsgd found the
linoleum-covered floor rather chilling to her febtt there was a soft
rug beside her bed where she had undressed thebeigine.

The night before...

She sighed. She had not made a good impressiagharichew it. She
thought perhaps her father had been disappointbdriattitude, but
she couldn't be sure. Her own feelings were e&siassimilate. She.
had found her father the same gentle man he haayalgeemed to
her, but she felt no real emotion towards him. Alm@nna it was
difficult to see in any other light than that oetwoman who had
broken up her parents' marriage. It might be tha¢ Laura had not
been the ideal wife for a man like Lance, but nthedess,-that didn't
alter the fact that it had been her father who leéicher mother, not
the other Way around. She had expected it to liecudi, coming
here, but not half as difficult as it was goingo® now that she had
found that Joanna was pregnant.

She ought not to be shocked, she had told hergetfamd over again,
but she was. And why? Her father was still a yoaran, after all,
barely forty, and it was only natural that he andnha should want
children. But if only they had not chosen this atar time when
Tamsyn had to be there, to see it. She had mademment about
Joanna's condition the night before, and nor hag. tBut sooner or
later die would have to, and she dreaded it. Sde'tdknow much



about pregnancies, but judging by Joanna's scmuitl surely not be
much longer before she had the child. And wherelavelie have it?
In hospital? It seemed unlikely when her father wakoctor. So she
would have it here, quite possibly while Tamsyn st&ging.

Tamsyn slid abruptly out of bed. Such thoughts wereconducive
to a peaceful frame of mind at this hour of the dayd she
determinedly walked to the window and looked outlmscene that
spread out before her.

The landscape was green and rolling, and somevehereould hear
the sound of running Water. But what amazed herstmas its

emptiness, acres and acres of rolling moorlandowitta house or
village spire to be seen. Away to the left, in &fof the hills, she

knew the village of Trefallath nestled, but hereréhwas nothing but
the tree-strewn marches populated by sheep and godtthe lonely
cry of the curlew.

She drew away from the window and glanced at heclwdt was a
little after eight, and she wondered what she shodd. Go

downstairs, she supposed. After all, she couldyasgpect Joanna to
run after her, and nor did she want her to. Butwberdered where
her father was. Where did he have his surgery?ysooe here, some
distance from the village. How on earth did Joamtand the

loneliness?

She washed in the bathroom with its disturbinglysyogeyser
gurgling away beside her and then dressed in jaadsa sleeveless
sweater. She didn't bother with make-up, but contiedhick hair
into some kind of order before leaving her room.

As she descended the staircase she could hearalsigmg in the
kitchen, and she sighed. There was no point in taigimg a .kind of
armed truce with someone with whom one was goingaee to
spend a great deal of time, she decided reasonalily,a pang of



remorse for her mother. But her mother was not,sre was, and
nothing she said would alter the inevitable. Witktedmined
brightness, she turned the handle of the kitchem dond entered the
room.

Joanna was at the stove, her face shiny from taedi¢he pans. 'Oh,
good morning,' she said, in surprise. 'You're bpnt | was going to
bring your breakfast up to you.'

Tamsyn bit her lip. 'There's no need for that,lyeal'm perfectly
capable of getting up and making my own - breakBesides, in—in
your condition, you. should be resting, shouldali¥y/

Joanna stopped what she was doing and looked $yjustréner
stepdaughter. '"You noticed, then.'

Tamsyn coloured. 'Yes. Where's my father?’

'He's gone to see Mrs. Evans. She had a seiztie mght.' Joanna
frowned. 'You didn't say anything to your fathestlaight.'

'‘No."' Tamsyn moved her shoulders defensively. 'l.doknna, I'll be
honest with you. | didn't want to come here, but myther wanted
me to, so | came.' She sighed. 'Last night | wasl tilt was quite an
ordeal coming here—alone. [—well, needed time tokth

‘And now you've thought,' said Joanna.
'Yes.'

‘You didn't think that your father might be hurt lypur not
mentioning it sooner?'

Tamsyn moved her head. 'Look—it's difficult for @, Joanna.’



'‘And from your expression last night it wasn't jasficult, it was
unacceptable, wasn't it?'

Tamsyn scuffed her toe, her hands tucked into ¢fteobher jeans. 'l
guess so." .’

'‘Why? What's so unacceptable about two marriedipdoping one
another enough to want children? Wasn't that what ynother and
father did when they had you?'

‘That was different!" Tamsyn felt uncomfortable eNyno, | guess it
wasn't. But just give me time. |— I'll get ovet it.

'‘And in the meantime your father has to worry alyaut, eh?' Joanna
turned back to the stove.

'It's not like that," exclaimed Tamsyn indignantl¢aood heavens, he
surely didn't expect me to behave as though evegtivas as it
should be! | mean—I scarcely know him! Let alonel & home with
him!'

'‘Whose fault is that?"
'‘Why, no one's, | guess.’

'You blame your father for everything, don't yod®@anna ladled
scrambled eggs on to a plate.

'‘No—that is—no, | don't' But she did, and Joanmeew it.
'‘Look—can't we start again? | know it's difficuttrfyou, too. But if
I'm to stay here, we can't go on like this.’

'l agree.' Joanna came to the scrubbed woodes ttaditi dominated
the kitchen. She rested her hands on the tablela@riced into
Tamsyn's flushed young face. 'All right, Tamsyn.'M&egin again. |



won't make things difficult for you, if you don'take things difficult
for me.’

'‘What do you mean?' Tamsyn frowned.

Joanna shook her head. "You really don't know yatiner very well,
do you? Do you honestly think that your attitudst laight didn't
upset him? Don't you realise that he thinks theldvof you? He
always has. He hasn't seen much, of you, but méndis why he's
built you up in his mind into something—somethingrwellous,
terrific! His daughter! His Tamsyn! That side ofrhhasn't been easy
to live with, believe me! And now you're here, aihgbu think things
can go on as before so long as you remain indiffeieehim, you're
mistaken. You'll always come first in his thougHtee known that
for years, and after you'd gone to bed last nighwas like a bear with
a sore head, worrying about your reactions. He kimewsight of me
had shocked you, and | think if he could have cedntpings there
and then he would have done. But when we wentrithie child we
didn't know we were going to have you to stay !

'Oh, Joanna!' Tamsyn felt terrible. 'I—I didn't kme-I didn't realise.’

'How could you? So far as you were concerned yatlrefr was the
villain of the piece. Well, he isn't, and he newas. But that's another
story.'

'I'm sorry.' Tamsyn didn't know what to say.

‘That's all right. | just wanted to get things &jhd between us before
your father gets back.' Joanna straightened ameduback to the
stove. 'Do you like your bacon crisp or not ?'

Tamsyn moved to the table, fingering a fork absetiilo you think |
could just have toast? I'm not very hungry, acyJall



Joanna clicked her tongue. 'No, | don't think yauld just have
toast,’ she retorted, but there was a faint sumggesif a smile
touching the corners of her mouth. '‘And there'oimt in moping
about what's been said. You're seventeen, Tamggailyreighteen,
in fact. It's time you grew up. As you said earlwe've got to live
together for the next few weeks, so we might as nvake the best of
it.’

Tamsyn nodded. 'All right. I'm willing.'

'‘Good. Then we understand one another." Joannadfleer back
muscles wearily. 'l shall be glad when these fewksere over, and |
don't mean because of you. | feel so big and clupegicularly now,
In comparison to you.'

Tamsyn glanced down self-consciously. 'Don't be,sishe said.
‘You're much smaller than | am. | fed quite talside you?

Joanna smiled. 'l always wanted to be tall and Bkemyou. You're
lucky. You've inherited your height and build frgmour father. Do
you know his hair used to be that colour once?’

"You must tell me about him," suggested Tamsyntlyuié—I'd like
to hear about his life before he— he married myhaot

'Hywel told you | knew him then, of course.'

Tamsyn felt her nerves tingle at the mention of diyBenedict's
name. 'Yes,' she said, taking a seat at the saduialbée and resting
her chin on her hands, elbows supported on the &oedrface.

Joanna scooped bacon and eggs on to a plate anmidogtre her. It
smelt marvellous and Tamsyn realised she was haifggyall. There
was crusty bread to go with it, and yellow butteattmelted on the
toast that followed.



Joanna joined her at the table, but she had amyestoast and
Tamsyn commented upon it. '| need to lose somehieagtually,’
confided her stepmother with a sigh. "We may neelauch to offer
here, but at least the food is good and wholesame,|I'm afraid |
can't resist hot scones with butter and lots ofyspeddings.’

Tamsyn laughed. She was beginning to realise daainh was not at
all as she had expected her to be, and she blamestlh for
presupposing things she really knew nothing about.

'Hywel Benedict is your cousin, isn't he?' she dsBeanna now,
unable to resist the question.

‘That's right.' Joanna poured more coffee into harsscup.
Tamsyn hesitated. 'Does he live far from here?'
Joanna looked at her squarely. 'Not far. Why?"'

Tamsyn shrugged with what she hoped was nonchalaneeas
curious, that's all.'

‘You didn't mind Hywel meeting you, did you? | medrance
couldn't leave the practice without anyone to cdoehim, and | was
in no fit state to drive nearly two hundred miles.’

'‘No. No, of course not.' Tamsyn shook her heaglieks | did at first,
but then..." She pushed her empty plate asidet Wha delicious.
Thank you.'

'l like cooking," said Joanna simply. 'And | likeewatch people enjoy
their food.'

Tamsyn glanced round. "What can | do to help you?'



‘Do you want to help?"

‘Yes. | don't intend to spend-my days loafing uaich That's not my
scene.' Tamsyn rose from her seat and carrieditigmpthtes across
to the sink. 'Shall | start with these?'

Joanna rested against the table, half turned tea@ed 'If you like.'

Tamsyn nodded and filled the bowl with hot soapyenaOutside the
kitchen windows she could see a vegetable gardébeyond, a path
leading down through wild rose and gorse bushes $tream, the
stream which she had heard earlier. There were $mme picking
about behind the back door and several outbuildwbgh she
supposed were used to house livestock. Plungingpdradls into the
hot water, looking out on that rural scene, shededudden sense of
peace and relaxation and she sighed. Maybe it ixgsing to be so
bad after all.

Her father returned as Tamsyn and Joanna were m#kerbeds. He
came upstairs to find them and looked in surprigeetwo of them,

folding sheets beneath the mattress. 'What's gmf?ghe asked, his
gaze going from one to the other of them, and Tamssyiled.

‘Joanna’'s been telling me what a terror you werenwfou were a
teenager,' she replied, and saw her father's gazewngtly to his
wife's.

‘That's right,’ said Joanna calmly. 'There's nteb&tay of getting to
know someone than by working together, don't yaoee®

Lance looked bewildered. 'If you say so.' He kstlip. ‘Well, one of
you come and make me some coffee. I'm sorely ird nefea
stimulant. Mrs. Evans has been at her most trying.'

‘The woman with the seizure?' asked Tamsyn.



'Seizure!" muttered her father grimly. 'It was e&are. Just the result
of overeating, that's all.’

Joanna chuckled and then she said: 'You go withr yather,
Tamsyn. You know where everything is now. You mhka some
coffee while I finish off here and then I'll joiroy.'

Tamsyn hesitated. 'Are you sure you wouldn't likemake the
coffee?’

'‘Quite sure,’ answered Joanna, straightening hek téh a firm
hand. .

Downstairs, Lance faced his daughter rather dolifptfand Tamsyn
considered for a moment, and then said: 'lt's geange all right,
Daddy.'

Her father stared at her anxiously. 'What do yoamf2é

'l mean my being here—Joanna and me! It's goingetall right.
We—we understand one another now.' She sighed. I'Andorry |
was so anti-social last night.’

Lance twisted his lips. 'It was understandablepp®se.'
'You mean—because Joanna's pregnant?"
'Yes.' Her father turned away. 'l realise it's Hardyou to——,

'Oh, please, Daddy!" Tamsyn didn't want to talkuabbany more.
‘Let it go, for now. How do you like your coffee®aBk or white?'

Lance' regarded her for a long moment and thenoddeled. 'Very
well, Tamsyn. We'll leave it. And | like my coffédack, but sweet.’



Over the aromatic beverage they discussed thelslefaher flight
and When the conversation came round to Hywel Biehadain, she
asked: 'Does— does Mr. Benedict have a farm or song®'

Lance stared at her in surprise. 'Hywel? Heavanls, n
Tamsyn tipped her head on one side. 'Then whatli®es?'
'‘Didn't he tell you?'

Her father shook his head. 'Ah, well, no. | supplsewrouldn't, at
that. Hywel's a writercariad. Quite well known, he is. But you
wouldn't know that, living in America.'

‘A writer!

Tamsyn was stunned. She remembered with self-itgathe way
she had gone on about the cultural advantagesrad lin the city and
of how she had chided him about art and music awkd almost
setting herself up as an authority on the subjgeatv ridiculous she
must have sounded to a man who was a writer himdelf cheeks
burned with the memory of it all, but her fathees®d not to notice.

‘Yes,' he was saying now, 'he's become more ressmee Maureen
left.’

Tamsyn's head jerked up. 'Maureen? Who's Maureen?'

'‘Why, Maureen Benedict, of courséach,' replied her father.
'Hywel's wife!"



CHAPTER THREE

He was married'Hywel Benedict was married. And why should the
information mean anything to her? It was stupid—thed of
adolescent reaction he would expect from her. # @rdy natural that
a man of his age and experience should have a \v8fee realised her
father was looking at her and made an indifferestgre. 'Where has
his wife gone, then?' she asked, trying to sousdaldy interested.

Lance Stanford lit a cigarette before replying.dinig - deeply, and
smiling rather ruefully. 'Filthy habit, | know," leaid, indicating the
cigarette. 'l always recommend my patients to giwp, but | find it

relaxes my nerves.' He frowned. 'Now what were geking? Oh,
yes, where has Maureen gone? Well, she's in Lonaleriar as |
know. She left Hywel nearly five years ago.'

Tamsyn breathed deeply. 'l see. They're divordeh?

'‘No." Her father shook his head. 'No, they're nebrded as far as |
know. It was a funny business altogether. This d&pe along and
she went off with him.’

Tamsyn frowned. 'But didn't he stop her?'

'‘No. To be quite honest, | think their marriage washe rocks long
before this other fellow came along.’

'‘But surely a divorce would be the most sensibiegth exclaimed
Tamsyn helplessly.

'‘Maybe. But divorce wouldn't rest lightly on a mairthe chapel!

‘A man of the chapel,’ echoed Tamsyn. 'What dorgean?’



'Hywel preaches in the chapel on Sundays. He'gnada, of course,
but here in the valley we don't have the congregato attract a
full-time preacher.’

Tamsyn bent her head. 'But yesterday was Sundag painted out.

'l know. But he went to meet you because he knedn't want to
leave Joanna alone for so long at this time.'

'Oh, yes.' Tamsyn nodded. 'lt was good of him.'

'‘Hywel's like that,' remarked her father, finishinig coffee. 'Now,
what are you going to do today? Would you likedme with me on
my rounds? Or would you rather go into the villdge?

Tamsyn traced the pattern of the wood grain ortahke top. 'If Mr.
Benedict doesn't live on a farm, where does h&live

Her father sounded impatient. ‘Why the intense@stein Hywel?' he
demanded, and she realised, with insight, thatdeejealous.

'‘No reason,’ she replied uncomfortably, aware tehe had
inadvertently aroused her father's annoyance. Shs teing
inordinately curious but she couldn't help it. Than intrigued her
without her really understanding why. He wasnadlblike the young
men she had had to do with back home, and the otéershe had
come into contact with had bored her stiff. So wias she allowing
her curiosity about this man to cause a rift betwkerself and her
father just at the moment when they were beginitonget to knew
one another? She couldn't answer her questiorjuShienew that she
wanted to see Hywel Benedict again.

Joanna came into the room before her father, aeply. 'There,' she
said. 'I'm finished. What are you. two doing?'



Lance rose to his feet. 'Just talking, Jo. Comesarabwn and I'll get
you some coffee.’

Il do it." Tamsyn sprang to her feet and lek tiable, glad df the
diversion. For some reason her father was loatteltcher where
Hywel lived and she had no desire to create anthéurfriction
between them. What did it matter anyway? She cbatdly go and
call on the man. Not without an invitation.

Conversation became general after Joanna's entranaece
explained a little of the pattern of ftheir livesthe valley, and Joanna
suggested that the following afternoon they mightlave over to
Llanelfed, her sister's farm, where Tamsyn coulthbreduced to her
step-cousins, Shirley and David.

'‘David's a little older than you are, Tamsyn,' sh&l. 'He helps his
father on the farm. Shirley's just fourteen, anitiatschool yet.'

Tamsyn was interested. 'lI'd like that,' she saidilirsg. 'Are there
many young people here? Is there anything for ttzedo?'

Joanna and Lance exchanged glances. 'Unfortunabélyremarked
Lance, sighing. 'Young people don't want to workfarms these
days unless the farm belongs to their father aed they're indirectly
working for themselves. But those who leave sonegicome back.
Like myself, for example. And Hywel.'

Tamsyn was tempted to bring up the subject of Hyagalin, but she
squashed the notion. Sooner or later she was bousek him again
in a place of this size.

She accompanied her father on his rounds that mgrii was a
glorious summer day, the sun high in the heavéesstent of clover
and new-mown hay mingling with the earthy smeltlamp grasses.
They drove along the banks of a river, its bankskth foliaged,



hiding a' multitude of wild blossoms. Tamsyn rested arm on her
wound-down window and inhaled it all. There Wasraach beauty,
so much colour and excitement, and she thought dehghtful it
would be to stop the car and plunge into that ¢lsaift- flowing
stream of water.

To reach his patients, her father had to leavectteand cross the
fields to isolated farmhouses, and Tamsyn went with, loving
every minute of it. For the moment she had forgotier home in
Boston” Gerry Thorpe, and regretfully, her mother.

Lunch was ready when they got back to the house Tamdsyn
tackled the home-made leek pie with relish. Joamasighed her with
obvious enjoyment. - 'At least you don't have tamwabout your
figure,' she remarked, smiling.

Tamsyn looked up from her empty plate. 'l expesttduld if | stayed
for very long. You make delicious pastry, Joanna.’

Joanna sighed. 'Good. I'm glad you like it. Howwhmu, Lance? A
second helping?'

Tamsyn's father shook his head, wiping his moutin Wwis napkin.
'‘What? With apple crumble to follow!" he exclaimeuhd they all
laughed. It was a shared sound of pleasure and yramedaxed
completely. It was going to be all right.Hadto be.

The following morning Tamsyn had her first realkoat the village
of Trefallath. Joanna had some shopping to do,asswé drove them
into the village on his way out upon his roundsnia explained that
they were going to visit Dilys Owen, the schoolmeastwife, and that
she would run them home again.



There was only one store in the village and it spidctically
everything that could not be supplied from ' therfalirect. Tamsyn
already knew that her father's milk was broughossrfrom the
nearby farm every morning, and Joanna had toldthmedrthey got
their meat and dairy produce from there, too.

Dilys Owen was a woman of Joanna's age, or peradipse older.

She welcomed them into her house next to the scldost in time for
coffee,' she said, after Joanna had introduced yimnSome along
outside into the garden. It's too nice to stay ardoYou won't object
to the children playing in the yard, will you? Adtingh they're on
holiday now they like using the climbing frame.'

Joanna shook her head and they walked out intgdngen at the
back of the house. A wicker table and chairs hashl@aced in the
shade of a huge apple tree and Joanna sat dowkfuhgnglad to
rest her legs.

Tamsyn sat down, too, but on the edge of the ctwrinterested in
everything to relax for long.

Dilys brought out the tray of coffee and placedoit the table,
glancing at her young visitor. 'And how are youls® down here,
Tamsyn?' she asked, smiling. 'l expect you findrgheng very
different from Boston.'

Tamsyn nodded. 'Very different,’ she agreed. 'Bikelit.'
Dilys poured the coffee. "You're still at schoosuppose.'

'I'm at college,' amended Tamsyn, helping herse#fugar at Dilys's
instigation. '‘My mother-—-' She hesitated, glancagkwardly at
Joanna, but then, seeing no ruction, she wentvpnmother wants
me to go on and graduate with honours and becoleetarer like
herself.'



‘A lecturer in what, dear?' Dilys was persistent.
'‘Why, English, | guess. That's my best subject.’

Dilys handed Joanna her coffee and then took aheesglf, offering
biscuits. 'And what do you want to do, Tamsyn? [@a yhink that
kind of career will suit you?'

Tamsyn looked rather helplessly at Joanna andtepm®ther came
to the rescue. "Tamsyn's got plenty of time toktlabout that, haven't
you, Tamsyn?' Tamsyn nodded gratefully, and Joammmd on: 'Have
you finished making that skirt you showed me lasetl was here,
Dilys?'

Dilys had, perforce, to be diverted, but Tamsynlddell that she
wasn't at all pleased. No doubt everyone in théeyakas curious
about her, about her background, but Tamsyn dadinttcularly want
to think about the past while she was here. Theséhan Vestry
Square, Boston, the United States, they all seeamegty long way
away. Right now the present held more than enooiglatisfy her.

The two women went on to talk about mutual friemdisle Tamsyn
finished her coffee and got up to explore the gardehe was
returning to the table beneath the trees when s@dhHywel
Benedict's name mentioned.

‘It was kind of Hywel to offer,' Joanna was sayiagd Dilys Owen
was nodding in agreement.

‘Yes, but it wouldn't have done, would it? For Lanc be away and
his own wife nearing her time. What if you had gon® labour
while he wasn't here? What would you have dondysBhook her
head solemnly, and Tamsyn felt impatient. Dilys vedms/iously
enjoying making Joanna feel uncomfortable. 'Yoaoé a - young
woman, to be having her first confinement,' shetvwaenchillingly. 'l



remember when | had my William. Only twenty-thréeyas, but |
shouldn't like to have to go through that again.’

Tamsyn grimaced. 'l should imagine techniques haastly

improved since then,' she remarked dryly, and Dilyshed with

annoyance. Then Tamsyn looked at Joanna, who haleltl her a
reproving glance. 'Do you mind if I go and expltre village ; for a
while?’

Joanna hesitated. 'l don't see why not.' Her Wished a little as she
looked at Dilys. 'You don't mind if | inflict myseupon you for
another half hour, do you, Dilys?'

Dilys made an indifferent gesture, still smartingnh Tamsyn's
remark. 'Not at all,' she said shortly. 'So longslas doesn't get into
mischief. You know what children are like theseglay

Tamsyn knew that this was Dilys's way Of gettingkbat her, but she
didn't mind. She smiled and said: 'I'll be goodrdmise.’

Joanna chuckled then and shook her head. 'Very Wathsyn. Off
you go.'

Tamsyn smiled at both of them and walked with Igraceful strides
across the lawn and round the side of the house chitddren in the
schoolyard were having a great time, dashing abmadly. They
stared in speculation at Tamsyn, and she grinnetheath before
emerging on to the village street.

There were few people about, and she was gladh&theo desire to
arouse interested speculation everywhere she whatwalked down
the street slowly, taking an intense interest | ¢fd cottages that
lined it. They didn't have places like this backn® and she could
understand American visitors finding the windingests and
shadowy cottages absolutely fascinating. She hadpe@ple who



had visited the Cotswolds and Stratford-upon-Avibre, mecca for
lovers of the English spoken word, but; even thescriptions had
not prepared her for the real thing.

At the end of the village street stood the greystohapel, and she
halted, looking up at it. It was a simple, unpiegsgque building
standing in its surrounding graveyard, some of thebstones
looking older than the chapel itself. There wa®ade beside it, too,
set back from the road, and her heart skipped d. beahe
schoolmaster's house was next to the school, véttgriplace for the
preacher's house to be than next to the chapel?

There was no sign of life from either the chapdherhouse, and she
was about to turn away when something inside lgggdiher not to do
so. She looked at the house again. It was not @écplarly large
dwelling by any standards and there was a negldotddabout it.
Was that where he lived? Was it possible? Dareksbek and find
out? And if she did, what could she say?

She frowned. She could always thank him. for bnggher from
London. After all, back home she would have pickpdhe telephone
before now and done just that.

Her feet were moving slowly towards the garden .ghtee she go
and disturb him? He might be working. Writers wérkke ordinary
people, they worked at odd times of the day anttnig

She opened the gate and swung it wide. It creakesiiynand she
looked round, startled, half afraid that she wasdebserved. Bat
apart from a couple of old men talking together ddlae street there
was no one about.

She walked determinedly up the garden path. Sheceasnitted
now so she might as well get it over with. Sheduh#it the front door
and looked for a bell. There was none, so she lathck



Absolute silence followed her knocking. She sighed. obviously
wasn't at home. She could leave without anyonegeivare of what
she had done. Besides, she couldn't be absol@sbircthat this was
where Hywel Benedict lived. She was only-guessing.

But even as she turned away, she heard a soundifimde, and
presently the door swung open to reveal a smathpyuittle woman
wearing a striped apron and carrying a dusterl@&ke=d curiously at
Tamsyn and then said; 'Yes?' in rather aggressores.

Tamsyn sighed. 'l—I'm sorry, | must have got themwg house,' she
stammered. 'l—I --I was looking for Mr. Benedict."'

'Who is it, Mrs. Williams?"

The low, almost musical voice was unmistakable, Baichsyn knew
that she had not arrived at the wrong door afieiSale took a deep
breath, and the dumpy little woman half-turnedag: sSThere's some
young woman to see you, Mr. Benedict.'

Hywel Benedict came down the hall. His thick hamsauntidy as
though he had been running his hands through ityptieoroughly,
and as it was over-long it brushed the neck oftheat shirt he was
wearing together with close-fitting canvas trouséise shirt did not
look particularly clean and was open halfway dowachest to reveal
the growth of dark hair beneath. The strong musolehis legs
strained ttgainst the close-fitting pants, and hes wevery bit as
disturbing now as he had been when first she hadugttered him at
the airport.

When he saw Tamsyn, his eyes narrowed and he lsaigtty: 'All
right, Mrs. Williams, you can get on. | can attéadhis.’

‘Yes, sir." Mrs. Williams cast a speculative lonkliamsyn's direction
before going off down the hall, muttering to hefsel



Hywel Benedict surveyed Tamsyn appraisingly, makiagintensely
conscious of her jeans and sleeveless sweater,hihesaid, rather
shortly: "Why have you come here?'

Tamsyn fiddled with the belt of her jeans. 'l—erwds exploring the
village, and | thought I'd call and thank you fomiging me down
from London.’

'You already thanked me,' remarked Hywel dryly. iHdid you
know where | lived?'

'l guessed. Joanna's visiting with Mrs. Owen, ti®slmaster's wife,
and | thought if the schoolmaster lives next togbleool, what better
place for the preacher to live than next to thepeha

'‘Who told you | was the preacher?’

‘Why, Daddy, of course." Tamsyn sighed rather tfsn 'Aren't
you going to invite me in?"

'‘No.' His tone was uncompromising; and Tamsyn dtatdnim.
"Why?'

‘Don't you know?'

'‘No. How could I?' Tamsyn put her hands on her.hips

'In a village of this size, gossip is the next libstg to—well, to most
things. If | invite you in here in less than haiff@our the whole valley
will be aware of it." .

'So what?' Tamsyn frowned. "You're not afraid adgip, are you?'

Hywel heaved a sigh. 'Why did you come here?’



'l told you. To thank you.'
'‘And now you have, so you can go.'

'‘No.' Tamsyn was appealing. 'Don't send me awaweaHyCouldn't
we talk for a while?'

He looked down at her for a long moment and thehawit a word he
stepped aside and she walked into the hallwaysofittuse. He closed
the door behind her and then walked ahead of hendbe thinly
carpeted hallway and into a room on the left;

It was a room like no room Tamsyn had ever seeorbeThere were
books and papers everywhere; piled on cupboardstarids, on
shelves and ledges, and on the huge desk which,ndted
everything else. There was a typewriter on the desk and around it
evidence of the work he had been doing. There wsgiare of dull
brown carpet on the floor and the walls didn't l@skthough they'd
been papered for years. Tamsyn looked about hemazement and
Hywel gave a derogatory smile.

‘Well?' he asked. 'Satisfied?'
'l don't know-what you mean.'

"You were curious, to know where | worked, wergoi? No doubt
your father also told you | wrote. Well, you'll inno exalted
aspirations here.'

Tamsyn turned on him. 'l didn't come here to viee author!" she
snapped. 'Believe it or not, | just wanted to see gain.’

Hywel reached for his pipe, half buried beneath ghpers on his
desk. 'Indeed?' His lips twisted. 'l trust the gE@ntment isn't too



great to bear. You should have warned me you wameng and I'd
have made an effort to put on a clean shirt.’

'‘Oh, stop being so—so cynical!' she exclaimed hathg sorry if you
find my visit an intrusion. But | wasn't to knowathby coming here
I'd create an international incident!'

Hywel threw his pipe back on to the table and thinishands into his
back hip pockets. 'Don't get so heated,' he adwfdy. "You're here
now. The damage, if there is to be any damagens.d

Tamsyn pressed her lips together moodily. 'Whatnharthere in me
coming here? It's broad daylight!'

‘Scandalous behaviour, like beauty, is in the dy@ beholder,' he
remarked.

Tamsyn sighed 'Well, | don't particularly care wpaople think!" she
exclaimed.

‘Don't you?' His eyes narrowed.

'‘No." Tamsyn spread her hands helplessly. 'Howeweeyou find
anything here?'

Hywel glanced round. 'l manage.'

‘Do you live alone? Or does that woman—that Mrsllisivins live
here?'

‘Mrs. Williams?' He raised his eyebrows. 'No, sbesh't live here,
She comes in a couple of times a week and<leanddlee up, that's
all.’



Tamsyn wrinkled her nose. 'Not very thoroughly Ime ook of
things,' she observed almost under her breathdbeard her.

'l didn't ask for your opinion, Miss Stanford,' $tated coldly.

Tamsyn shrugged her shoulders. 'l know it. Buthiestruth. From the
outside this house has a very neglected air.'

'Has it?' He sounded bored. '‘But then my surrogslimve never
meant much to me. It's people who concern my thisugh

'‘Does Mrs. Williams do your washing, too?' Tamsgtoared under
his increasingly intent gaze.

'Is it any concern of yours?' he demanded. 'Now,lgou inquisitive
little cat, | think .you've said quite enough, Indoneed your
assistance.'

Tamsyn stood her ground, although her legs faengiely weak. Her
fingers itched to tidy the place up, to sort thiolngs papers for him
and create order out of chaos. She would have tikdéhve seen the
rest of the house, too. Judging by the untidy statdrs. Williams,
she somehow did not think she was an ideal houpekee

"You might ask me to sit down,' she suggested fibvat is, if there
are chairs under all these books. Whatever do gad? She picked
up the nearest volume and scanned the title pageusly. 'The
inevitable rise of socialism!" she read in disgli3b. you find time to
get through all these? Is this what you write, tBofitics?"

‘There are chairs under the books, | read anytivingn | have the
time, and | write novels mostly,’ he responded caiahlly.
'‘Anything else?’

Tamsyn felt impatient. 'You're treating me likehala!'



‘And aren't you?"'

'‘No. You know I'm not. I'm almost eighteen.’

‘A great age. I'm exactly twenty years your sehior.

Tamsyn shrugged. 'That's nothing. Men mature tasar ~women.’

His expression was humorous. '‘But you're not yeb@an,' he stated
categorically. 'Are you?'

Tamsyn coloured. 'What constitutes a woman?'

He moved irritably. 'Various things that i have mdention of
discussing with you,' he retorted. 'Is that all?"

‘You want me to go?' she asked, disappointedly.
'l think that would be best, don't you?'

Tamsyn looked dejected. 'When you left the othesneng and |
asked if | would see you again you said that mgdaknew where
you lived. | thought that meant you wanted to seeagain.’

He gave an exasperated exclamation. 'Tamsyn, yawuious child,
you can't stay here indefinitely. I've tried to Eip the. situation as
best | can. | have no desire to be accused of gtmgian adolescent!'

Tamsyn gasped. 'What do you mean?’

‘Well, no one is going to believe that you wouldnvé stay here and
talk to me when, you might be out with people ofiyown age, are
they? They'll imagine the worst, I've no doubt.'

'‘But—but you're the preacher!’



'Yes.'

‘And my -father told me that you were married hattyou and your
wife are separated.’

'Did he now?' Hywel looked impatient. 'lt seemgi@your father has
been discussing me rather a lot.’

'Only because | asked him to,' put in Tamsyn hastil

‘And you think these things you have said are infawpur? | think
not.' He frowned. 'And why would you be interestedne, in any
case?'

'l don't know." Tamsyn bent her head. Then sheddakp. 'Can |
come and see you again?'

Hywel turned away abruptly. ‘Maybe,' he said redady.

Tamsyn sighed. 'Do you come out to the house? &dsanna and
my father ?'

‘Sometimes. Your father and | have a drink togeité¢ine pub most
evenings.'

'‘Oh, | see.' Tamsyn hunched her shoulders, scgffier feet. 'I'd like
to do that.’

'What?' He turned back to her.

'‘Have a drink in the pub in the evening.' Shedilter head to one
side. 'Would you take me?'

‘No.'



'‘Why? It would be perfectly respectable for us dtk tin the pub,
wouldn't it? | mean, there'd be people watchingalisthe time,
wouldn't there?'

‘Exactly.’
‘What's wrong now?'

‘Tamsyn, | don't know what kind of an attitude y@mve towards boys
of your own age, or even what current attitudes laoe I'm pretty

damn sure you Ye not encouraged to invite youmglfwith strange
men!’

'You're not a strange man,' she retorted, and gianced at her
watch. 'Oh, gosh, | must go. | told Joanna I'd drdya half hour.' She
moved towards the door. 'I'm sorry if | interruptexlir work/

'So am |,' he responded dryly.

They encountered Mrs. Williams in the passage detand Tamsyn
paused to wonder whether she had been listeningth&r
conversation. She seemed rather flustered at #pgearance, and
Tamsyn looked up at Hywel interrogatively. But heraly shook his
head slightly and said: 'This is Tamsyn Stanforas.MVilliams.
Doctor Stanford's daughter—from America.'

'Yes, | know who she is.Vretorted Mrs. Williams,rtegms folded
across her heavy breasts.

Hywel looked into Tamsyn's eyes, his own indicatthgt Mrs.
Williams was a fair representation of how newsiedrin the valley.
Tamsyn allowed him to hold her gaze for a momend ten, as
something deepened in his eyes, he looked abraythy.

‘Goodbye,' he said, and she went down the stepstaetkly.



"Bye,' she responded automatically, and heard tloe dose before
she had traversed half the garden path.



CHAPTER FOUR

IN the afternoon, Lance drove them over to Llaneléed] Tamsyn,
was introduced to Nora Edwards, Joanna's sistera'ddiusband,
Malcolm, was out working in the fields when theyiad, but he
came in soon after four o'clock for afternoon teaompanied by
David, his son.

Tamsyn was enjoying the outing. It had successtakgn her mind
from other things, most particularly Hywel Benedithen she had
returned, to Dilys Owen's house that morning td fier stepmother
she had not mentioned visiting Hywel's house, ameshen she had
regretted withholding the information. But someh®he had been
loath to discuss it with Dilys Owen listening ayidb everything that
was said, and afterwards the opportunity had regegorted itself.

Tamsyn was upstairs with .Shirley Edwards, No@steen-year-old
daughter, when the men came home. Nora had suddghateShirley
might take Tamsyn upstairs and they could play soew®rds.
Shirley had been only too willing and the two girlad spent the
afternoon listening to the kind of pop music thaimByn's mother
had always abhorred. Shirley had plied her visitith questions
about American groups, but although Tamsyn knewesomtheir
names, she was by no means as knowledgeable osulject as
Shirley.

When Nora called them down for tea, Tamsyn ledwhg eagerly,
and collided with a young man who was standindhan hall taking
off his socks. She apologised laughingly, and lookeo a rather
attractive young face framed by a mass of untidysttut brown hair.

'I'm awfully sorry,' she apologised, and then dfteer dark eyebrows.
'You must be David. I'm Tamsyn Stanford.'



David Edwards was looking at her with apparentrege 'Yes, I'm
David,’ he answered, before glancing up at his gaister who was
hanging over the banisters. 'Are you coming dowwart to go up
and change.'

Shirley made a wicked face at him. '‘What do yout@amhange for,
David? You don't normally go to all this trouble.’

David looked as though he would have liked to dosoene physical
injury, and Tamsyn hid her smile. 'Why have youetaloff your
socks?' she enquired curiously.

David coloured. 'Mam makes us take off our booth@yard, and as
these socks were nearly as muddy as the boots ¢hayad thought
I'd better take them off before going upstairs.'

'Oh, | see,' Tamsyn nodded, and heard Shirleysaiggiggle. '‘Come
on down, Shirley. Let David go and change.'

Shirley reluctantly complied, avoiding her brothgrdodging behind
Tamsyn, and the two girls entered the large sittogm together.
Malcolm Edwards stood up as they entered and shanéts warmly
with Tamsyn. He was a big man, like Hywel Beneditdmsyn

conceded to herself unhappily, and then firmly dssed thoughts of
him from her mind as Malcolm bade her come andisiit him on the

couch and tell him how she was settling down irfaltath.

Tea was composed of plates of sandwiches of vakiods, buns and
cream cakes, and lots of fresh strawberries witlippdd cream.
Tamsyn was sure she made an absolute pig of hesélNora was
determined that she should have a taste of everg;thnd she was
licking her fingers appreciatively when David Eddsrcame back
into the room.



He had obviously bathed and changed into creamrcgints and a
blue shirt. His long hair had been smoothed inttepand she saw
again that she had been right in assuming he wastractive young

man. She judged his age correctly to be somewletveelen eighteen
and twenty, and because he worked a lot outsidealdea healthy

tanned complexion.

Malcolm intercepted the look that David bestowedtlogir young
visitor and smiled, and Tamsyn realised that evegyweas aware that
David's spruce appearance was on her account. --.

After the meal was over, David suggested that hghtmshow
Tamsyn around, and his parents and Tamsyn's fatttkeusiastically
agreed.

"'l come, too,' said Shirley, getting up, but hmother shook her
head.

'You don't want to see the farm,' she exclaimed.

'Yes, | do.' Shirley was aggressive. 'Can't | shbamsyn my pony,
Daddy, please?'

Malcolm gave a resigned sigh. 'l expect so,' hetwéh a shrug at his
wife, and Shirley followed the others out of themoeagerly.

But outside in the stackyard David turned on heriin 'Get lost!" he
advised her shortly. 'You're not wanted, can't yee?'

Tamsyn made a helpless gesture. 'It's all righiid)ashe said. 'l
don't mind.’

Shirley made a triumphant face at her brother antbleth danced
ahead of them towards the stables. David lookeftlltyext Tamsyn.
‘She didn't really want to come. She just did iatmoy me.'



Tamsyn smiled. 'l know." She ducked her thumbs timobelt of her
navy corded pants. '‘Oh, doesn't it smell gorgeous!

'‘What? Manure?' David looked wry.

‘No. Just the smell of hay and the air! It's mdowed! I've never
stayed on a farm—in fact | can't remember eventingsia farm
before this.'

'‘Haven't you?' David shook his head. 'No, wellupmose in your
country there aren't such things. They're all rascharen't they?
Thousands and thousands of acres.'

'‘No, there are small farmers,' said Tamsyn, frognigut we always
lived in the city. | never thought I'd like livinig the country.’

‘And you would?'

'l don't know. | suppose I'd get used to it." Sheok her head. 'But-
it's not very likely, is it?"

They had reached the stables, and David went ateagen the
shutters and allow a little light inside. Shirleyasvwaiting for them
beside a white mare.

‘This is Snowstream,' she explained, as Tamsyrrdedahe huge
animal rather warily. 'Do you like her?'

Tamsyn didn't really know whether she did or. mtdrses had not
come into her sphere either, and the way this oas kreathing
noisily down its nostrils didn't encourage heritalfout.

'Is that your pony?' she asked Shirley nervously.



Shirley gave a scornful exclamation. 'Heavens Srawstream's not
a pony! She's not even in the same class. Shalsmaanimal, not a
thoroughbred.'

'I'm sorry.' Tamsyn lifted her shoulders apologstic

‘Ignore her," remarked David contemptuously. 'Shess showing
off." He indicated a stall to one side. 'Come althe new foal.'

Tamsyn accompanied him rather more enthusiasticalg gasped
in delight at the dappled little animal that strlaghto its feet at their
approach.

‘This is Benjamin,' said David with a smile. '|9mét beautiful?'

Tamsyn was not nervous of the little foal and stbks nose gently.
'How old is he?' she asked.

'Only a few weeks,' replied David, straighteningnfortunately its
mother didn't survive the birth, so we've been ifggdhim from a
bottle.'

'What a shame!' Tamsyn touched the soft mouth tgnde

'‘We've kept Snowstream in here as company for went on David,
crossing to pat the white mare's flanks. 'She'susetd much now
about the farm. Most things are mechanised thege'da

'‘Come and see Minstrel," Shirley was insistingm$an! Come on!'

Shirley's pony was a shaggy grey Welsh breed withadorable
expression in his soft brown eyes. Tamsyn couldequnderstand
why Shirley was so proud of it, but she refuseddiffar to try it out.



‘You're frightened!" Shirley exclaimed in amazemast Tamsyn
stepped back shaking her head. 'Gosh, there'swydthbe frightened
about!'

Tamsyn shrugged. 'l know, | know. And | guess ¢#it used to
animals in time, but not right this minute." Sheileth at David.
'‘Where next?'

Shirley trailed after them around the yard as DaWidwed Tamsyn
the other livestock, but remained hanging on the gdoen the other
two Altered the meadow by means of the stile. Thegee cows in
the meadow and Tamsyn eyed them watrily, particuk@slthey had
the advantage of being free and unrestrained.

But David merely flung himself down on the lushgg@nd indicated
that she should do likewise, and apprehensivelyagheed.

David chewed a blade of grass thoughtfully and g®d: 'How long
are you staying with your father?'

Tamsyn relaxed back against the turf, staring tgp time arc of blue
above them. 'Several weeks," she replied. 'Untihmyher gets back
home.'

"Your mother's married again, hasn't she?'

"Hmm.' Tamsyn nodded, loving the feel of the watm en her face.
She rolled on to her stomach and looked down at Hiell me, have
you ever left the valley?'

David shook his head. 'l lived in Cardiff for a yeahile | took a
course on farm management, crop rotation, thatafatting. But |

came home every weekend. The city didn't appaaktd like it here,
strangely enough. Oh, most of my friends haveftefthe towns, but
| don't envy them. | suppose it's all rather gtoetyou, hmm?'



Tamsyn shrugged. 'It's quiet, yes. But | like .t It's strange—I
didn't want to come here, but after only two dafeel as though I've
been here ages.'

‘The valley's like that," said David, his eyes \strg over her face
with obvious enjoyment. 'lt's the lack of pace héhe feeling that
nothing is worth too much effort, and time doesgélly matter.’

‘You're right, of course." Tamsyn decided Davikkpression was
becoming a little too intent and she rolled onéolack again and sat
up, hugging her updrawn knees. She glanced roundeypwas still
leaning on the gate some distance away and Tanmsiadsat her.
‘Your sister is dying to know what we're talkingoah' she
murmured.

'l know.' David sat up, too, raking a hand throug$ unruly hair.
‘She's a menace!'

Tamsyn looked across the fields to where the mh@hadow of the
hills formed the horizon. 'We should be going bdck.not sure what
time we're leaving.'

'l could run you home later on if you like," Dawifered. 'l have a
motorbike.'

Tamsyn shook her head slowly. ‘Not tonight,' shfesed gently.
‘Maybe some other time.' She got to her feet, lingstiown her pants
as she did so: 'Want a hand?'

David nodded with a grin, holding out his arm, a@& gripped his
fingers and pulled him up. For a moment he wasdoser as he got
his balance, and she could tell that he would H&e=l to have
prolonged the moment. But although in the normay slae would
have responded in like manner with the inconseqriefhgouth, right



now she was in no mood for flirtatious behavioud a&atme moved
away, much to David's regret.

They walked back to the farmhouse slowly, talkifgat things of
interest to both of them like swimming and motocieyracing, while
Shirley ran on ahead, content now that they wdrenmmg, too.

In the car going home Lance Stanford made somdytlagmment

about David's obvious attraction to her, and Tanuigin't contradict

him. After all, David was an attractive boy, asattive in his way as
Gerry, but all of a sudden Tamsyn wasn't interestdmbys. Perhaps
she was maturing, she thought anxiously, examihergface in her
dressing table mirror when they were back at theseaoWhat other
reason could there be for this, unexpected avetsibays of her own
age?

It was almost a week before Tamsyn saw Hywel Beneatjain.
Although she visited the village several times withanna or her
father she had no opportunity to visit the houssdeethe chapel, and
in any case she doubted whether she would haveetherity, to
knock at his door again after the way he had reatte last time.

During that week she became familiarised' withilféhe valley, and
most particularly with her father and Joanna. Haysdwere never
boring. Sometimes she helped Joanna about the hmugbey
occasionally went into the village to visit someefd of her
stepmother's; and at other times she went out athfather on his
rounds, learning how the isolated farms in theeyatlepended on his
friendly solicitude. Doctor Stanford held no surg@s such, there
was no call for it, but the people who needed arsises knew they
tijid only to send a message for him to go out @isd them.



When there was nothing else to do she put on angatuit and
stretched out on the lawn in the garden. The goedalther was still
holding and she had already acquired an attrataiveHer skin did
not burn as her father's did, and she assumethikatas because her
mother's skin was so much darker and thereforevidsgrable.

On Sunday evening it was the accepted thing tocttee chapel, and
even Joanna, in her condition, made the effortatdagthe service.
Tamsyn spent some time in her bedroom trying tadgéeshat would
be the most suitable thing to wear-, and finallg #mant over the
banister and shouted down to her stepmother.

Joanna came to the foot of the stairs and smilb@rseasingly. 'Any
old dress will do, Tamsyn," she exclaimed. 'Whatt?sAre you
thinking that there might be some reason to makesgif especially
attractive? Some young man with his eye on youhges? | don't
think David will be therebach.’

Tamsyn coloured self-consciously. 'It's a long tisnece | attended
church of any kind, that's all," she answered da¥ety. 'l suppose |
couldn't wear trousers, could I?'

Joanna pressed her lips together. 'l don't thiakgta good idea,’ she
admitted.

'‘Oh, all right,)’ Tamsyn sighed, and withdrew hdrdedbm the
banister, going back into her bedroom reluctarlly.her dresses
were trendy and she was sure they would not go de&hwith the
valley folk. She half smiled. What did it matteryaray? She was
only passing through. She didn't intend to makehoene here, did
she?

She chose a dress of Indian cotton with a quiledide and a full
skirt. The dress was various toning shades of lgjtesn and purple,
and accentuated the curving shape of Tamsyn'saisgiding body.



Her hair, as usual, was loose about her shouldetshe had brushed
it thoroughly before putting on her dress so thahbne like heavy
silk.

Lance Stanford drew in his breath as she descahdedairs. He had
realised his daughter was quite startlingly ativactout even he was
unprepared for' this glowing creature who was bouadraise
eyebrows in a place like Trefallath.

Tamsyn was conscious of his appraisal and saidystldefiantly: ‘I
knew | should have worn trousers!" --~

'On the contrary,' said Joanna dryly, glancing et lusband. '"You
look—very nice.'

It was such an understatement that Lance had #r tiis throat
before saying: 'That's right. You look wonderfuhmsyn. But clearly
such an exotic bloom was not cultivated here incaunmon soil."

There was a wealth of regret in his voice and Tanfelf something
stir Within her. His words reminded her of someghihywel had said
about her being a hybrid. She must remember to tbakword up,
she thought inconsequently. She wasn't at alliceofats meaning.

They drove to the village in Lance's station wagbtost of the
people around the valley seemed to drive Land-Rowerstation
wagons. Tamsyn supposed it was because of therjpgnesigess -of
the roads in winter. She had no doubt that theeyallas almost
iImpassable by car in bad weather.

The chapel was quite full when they entered. Mdsthe farmers
from miles around made an effort to attend on Surd@nings and
as Lance knew everyone personally there were plaintyhispered
greetings as he and his wife and daughter made wasi to their
pew.



The service was a simple one, but from the momgmigiBenedict

appeared, Tamsyn was conscious of nothing elseadta terrible

admission to make, she told herself impatienthh@asnade his way
up to the pulpit to deliver his sermon, but truevertheless.

However, not at any time during the sermon, or @adéhroughout
the. service, did Hywel look in her direction, amstie wondered
whether he was aware of her presence at all. @Gbrtais sermon was
delivered without hesitation as though he was wetked in public
speaking, and Tamsyn found herself listening tonhissical voice
with increasing interest. He was not a boring spealnd his
forthright way of translating the stories of thebRi into everyday
situations aroused a feeling of identity in his g@gation.

When the service was over and they emerged fronchibpel, they
found him standing outside talking to a group afgde. In a charcoal
grey lounge suit and a dark blue shirt he lookéderadark and alien,
almost, but Tamsyn couldn't look away from him. \Whe turned his
head and met her gaze she felt ridiculously seiscmus and
wondered whether anyone else was aware of her emabtipheaval.

But apparently no one was, and Hywel looked abyupitay as a
woman on his left started speaking to him. Laneathred deeply and
then looked down charmingly at his wife.

'‘Come on, let'go,"' he said. 'Hywel's busy. | knew Maurice Prestc
wanted to speak to him about Ellen's wedding.'

Tamsyn felt a sense of dismay. Were they to leaitbowt even
speaking to Hywel? She had been certain Joannalwaaie a point
of talking to her cousin. But what could she do® $huld hardly
hang back waiting for him to say something to her.

Her father tucked a hand beneath both his wifelsTaamsyn's arm
and began to lead them down the path through tiaeegtones and



out on to the dusty - road. A cool welcome breeat $prung upland
Joanna sighed weatrily. 'This heat!" she exclairgal watch! Once
I've had this child, the weather will turn coldwaisiter!

'Hello there!'

They all turned at the greeting, but Tamsyn knewas not Hywel
long before she encountered Malcolm Edwards' sghdountenance,
Nora was with him and she looked with concern ahda.

‘There's hot, you arbach,'she exclaimed, taking Joanna's other ari
You. shouldn't have bothered to come.'

'‘Don't be silly,' retorted Joanna, grimacing. 'perfectly, all right.
Where's the family?'

'Shirley's at home," answered Malcolm, chucklidgd here comes
David now. He couldn't attend the service becawss lbeen in the
fields all afternoon and he needed a bath.'

Tamsyn turned at the sound of a motor-bike approgcland

presently David Edwards braked to a halt besidenthgrinning

broadly. 'What timing!" he congratulated himsetfjdying Tamsyn
with unconcealed admiration. 'lt's good to see ggain. Where are
you off to now?"

'‘We're all going home for a drink," stated Lanaenly. 'Will you
come, Malcolm?'

Malcolm looked at his wife. 'How about it?"

'If you like," agreed Nora, interrupting a convéi@ashe was having
with Joanna.



'‘Come along, then.' Lance began to walk on, butida&aught
Tamsyn's arm, restraining her.

'‘Don't go with them," he said appealingly. 'Come daride on the
bike. It's a marvellous evening to be out in the\Ale could have a
drink later on if you'd like to.'

Tamsyn hesitated. She was torn between the pogsibiat Hywel
might drop in on them later for a drink and theagisointing
sensations she would suffer if he did not. In thossumstances she
would rather join David for a spin on the motordeyc

'l don't know,' she began awkwardly, while her éathnd the others
walked on, and David tightened his hold on her arm.

'Please,' he said. 'l only came to see you.'
Tamsyn looked into his hazel eyes. 'Did you?'
‘You know | did," he muttered self-consciously.
‘All right, then. If my father doesn't object.’

David grinned. 'Why should he object?' He startexléngine again.
‘Get on, and we'll go and catch them up.'

While they were talking to their parents, Tamsyeame aware of
Hywel walking down the road towards them. Her heartk. Hewvas

coming. And she had agreed to go with David! Shiehepelessly
resentful.

'Let's go,’ she said abruptly to David, and ag theients had offered
no objections David opened the throttle and theombike roared
away. Tamsyn didn't look back even though she waatde She
wouldn't give him that satisfaction...



It was quite late when David dropped her at hdnefigs house, but
although she had no coat, Tamsyn was .not coldy Tlae ridden
halfway round the valley and ended up in anothikaige higher into
the hills where they stopped for a stroll. Aparnfr her sinking
depression about Hywel Benedict, she had enjoyesklieand she
thanked David warmly as she climbed off the bilar, legs slightly
wobbly as they weren't used to sitting astride.

‘When will | see you again?' he asked eagerly ihgatowards her.

Tamsyn took a step back. 'l don't know. When yomemver, |
suppose.'

'‘How about you coming over to us? I'll come and get one
evening. We could play some of Shirley's recordsl, lahave some
Of my own. There's a loft above the stables whiefrevallowed to
use to entertain our friends, | could ask a fewerghand we could
dance. How about it?'

Tamsyn considered. 'lIt sounds interesting,' sheexbed.

'‘Okay, I'll arrange it. What night would suit yoedi? Tuesday?
Wednesday?'

'‘Oh, Wednesday, | think," said Tamsyn quickly. tsthgo in. | don't
want Daddy and Joanna to worry.'

‘They'll have heard the bike. They won't worry.'
'‘Nevertheless, | must go in. Be seeing you.'

David watched her go as though he would have likdtave shown
her some physical demonstration of the way hedetiut her, but
Tamsyn was glad he had not. She wasn't interestidhi way.



Her father and Joanna showed enthusiasm when lshiaéon about
David's proposed party. 'Good idea!" exclaimed EkariGive you
something to look forward to. After all, it's bepretty dull for you
entertainmentwise since you came.'

‘Don't be silly, Daddy,’ protested Tamsyn. 'l donieed
entertainment." But she wondered as she said thrdswwhether
Hywel Benedict had, by any chance, told her fatteat she had said
on that Icing journey from the airport. She woué/é loved to have
asked whether Hywel had come in for a drink th&nawg, but to do
so was bound to raise eyebrows, so she said ncdbiogt that at all.

On Tuesday morning Joanna wasn't feeling too wssl, Lance
suggested she-spend the day in bed. 'You sleemthising,' he said,
‘and Tamsyn can go down to the store for you. Une $lywel will
bring her home again if | ask him.’

Tamsyn flushed. 'That's not necessary, really, Ratican walk
back.'

‘Well, if you like," conceded Lance, frowning. sere much you
need, Joanna?'

Joanna shook her head. 'lIt would be rather nicetqusest for a
while," she admitted. 'But | don't want Tamsyn sjweg her holiday
working for me.'

Tamsyn shook her head reproachfully. 'I've hardiped anything
since | arrived. And | don't mind, honestly. Altlghul've never had to
do much in the way of housework back home, | ewijoyg what |

can. And it will be quite a challenge haying a @nto prepare.’

‘There you are, then,' said Lance, well satisfaedt Tamsyn knew he
was glad she had spoken up as she had. Slowlyukerlysthey were



building up a relationship, and familiarity was begng to weave its
own bonds.

In the village, Tamsyn soon collected the few tkidganna wanted
from the store and explained obligingly to the gmgslittle
storekeeper's wife, Mrs. Robinson, that her steperotvas feeling a
little under the weather this morning.

"Under the weather is right!" exclaimed Mrs. Robims nodding
vigorously. 'Hot, it is! Never knew such a dry dpet years. But nice
for you, though, itis.’

Tamsyn smiled. 'Yes,' she agreed, aware of senseltifeing that
had nothing to do with the fact that when she tb& store she
intended walking past, the house next to the chapel

Several people spoke to her as she made her widne wilage street
and she realised Hywel was right when it came tonh@vements
being observed. In the event, she found it impdssdowalk past the
chapel . and turn back again without being speedlapon, so she
stopped by the wall and pretended to take an isiteire the

gravestones.

Presently the door of the house next to the chaepehed and Mrs.
Williams appeared. Tamsyn remembered belatedly thawas
Tuesday again, one of Mrs. Williams' days for clegnWhen the
rotund little woman caught sight of Tamsyn, halhcealed behind
the wall, she called out sharply : 'Are you waitfog Mr. Benedict?'

Tamsyn went scarlet, sure that half the village lneakrd that pointed
guestion. 'Er—no—no,"' she denied uncomfortably.|'iwas just
reading the tombstones, that's all.'

'‘Huh!" Mrs. Williams didn't sound at all convincebut she was
obviously leaving, for she was putting on her ceaen though the



day was quite hot. She turn”, and went back inéohbuse again,
only to reappear a few moments later with her shappasket. She
came down the steps and as she did so. Hywel , tathe door to
see her off. He saw Tamsyn at once and she widtatdhe road
would simply open up .and swallow her into its tspt/Vhat must he
be thinking? she asked herself in an agony of erabsment. What
could he be thinking but that she was deliberat@émying after him?
What other reason could she have for being themé7at

Mrs. Williams came down the path and passed orignafeet from
Tamsyn, her eyes eloquent with meaning. Tamsyn thabeuptly,
her intention to put as many yards between hermetf Hywel
Benedict as quickly as she could. But her shoppagket which she
had been resting on the churchyard wall tippedeinttaste and spilt
its contents all over the grassy verge.

'‘Damn!' she exclaimed in a frustrated voice, begdiown to gather
her belongings together. Luckily there was nothingakable and it
didn't take many minutes to thrust everything beside. She was
reaching out her hand for the final packet of spawder when she
became conscious of a man's trouser- clad legs arigw inches
away from her fingers. Her eyes lifted and trawkllep over

narrow-fitting denim trousers to a dark blue shimtd above that the
strong column of Hywel's throat and jawline. 'Oh—-oblkllo!" she

swallowed with difficulty and stood up. 'l— er—I'adfraid | was

clumsy. Luckily nothing got broken. It's just asl\tbere were no

eggs in here, isn't it? | mean, that would havenbie last straw,
wouldn't it?' She was chattering helplessly, bet [dok in his eyes
was denigrating.

‘Tamsyn!' The impatient way he spoke her name silenced h
‘Tamsyn, what are you doing here?'



She made a sketchy shrug of her shoulders. 'Likeld Mrs.
Williams—I'm reading the inscriptions on these mhbstones.’

'I'm not Mrs. Williams,' retorted Hywel shortly.él might | add that
Mrs. Williams is not as imperceptive as you seerthiiok she is !'

‘What do you mean?' Tamsyn assumed an innocent air.

'You know perfectly well what | mean,” He snappéedgging
painfully at the hair at the back of his neck. '@aaong inside. We're
attracting attention here.'

'‘And we won't if we go inside?' queried Tamsynsirag her dark
eyebrows.

The look Hywel gave her silenced any further attengp
facetiousness and she obediently preceded him dogpath and
into the house. While he closed the front doorwhied down the
passage to the room she had been in on that athasion.

‘Not there," said Hywel abruptly, passing her aadling the way into
a room at the back of the house which had the appea of a living
room. As in the other room there was a large seleaf books on
shelves that flunked a wide fireplace, empty nowgdrobably very
cosy on cold winter evenings; there was a comftetabwell-worn,
three-piece suite in a tapestry design that waeratttractive, and a
television set on which were stacked a pile of mapers and
magazines. But for all its reasonably tidy appeeeahamsyn could
see streaks of dust on the shelves, and sevenakbsiglinted in the
sunlight from the window hangings. Obviously shd baen right in
assuming that Mrs. Williams was no more proficianlooking after
a house than she was at attending to her own agp=arBut at the
moment Mrs. Williams' shortcomings were of secopdaportance
to Hywel's apparent anger at her appearance.



'‘Now,' he said, facing her grimly, ‘perhaps yotéll me what you
think you're doing!'



CHAPTER FIVE

'JOANNA'S not .very well today.' Tamsyn felt a sense ofeffedis the
involuntary words sprang to her lips. 'l—I thougjleught to call and
let you know. In—in case you wanted to go and &€ h

Hywel looked sceptical. 'So why were you hoveringam the
gravestones?'

Tamsyn coloured. 'Oh, well, | knew Mrs. Williams wod be-here,
and | didn't want to cause any—any unnecessarysmt.’

He regarded her impatiently. 'You don't honestlpest anyone to
believe that, do you?' He shook his head. 'If yeasons for coming
here were so innocent,. why didn't you simply watkthe path and
knock at the door?"'

Tamsyn squared her shoulders, resentment addirgertdailing
confidence. 'You're not very polite, are you? lasplained why |
didn't do that! What are you implying?'

'I'm not implying anything. The inference is obvsou

Tamsyn sighed. 'Well, why must | have a reason@'l&bked round
the room. 'l enjoyed your sermon on Sunday.'

'‘Did you?' He was disconcertingly abrupt.
'Yes. Is this your living room?'
‘You might call it that.'

Tamsyn moved across to the window and looked oatlong garden
where there were fruit trees and lawns and eveegatable garden.
‘Do you look after all this yourself?'



‘No.'

‘Then who does?' Tamsyn turned, her dark eyebraftiagl
'‘Not—Mrs. Williams!'

'Her old father, actually,’ replied Hywel, his eyesled by the long
thick black lashes.

lit's rather attractive, isn't it? Why don't you mkoout there
sometimes?'

'Because | have no desire to do so.'

Hywel's responses were becoming briefer. He madattemnpt to
volunteer any information about himself and Tam&ffrustrated.

'‘Aren't you going to offer me a cup of coffee om&thing?' she
exclaimed. 'As I'm here now, | can't see what hamould do.'

Hywel studied her expression with disturbing intgns'hen he said
bluntly: ‘It never occurs to you to imagine thamight not want you
here regardless of what my neighbours might truloles it?'

Tamsyn's flushed cheeks drained of all colour.aHong moment she
just stared at the ground in front of her, unablkitle the pain in her
eyes and determined that he should not see it. $hercrossed the
room towards the door, eyes averted, humiliatioa & tangible thing

inside her. But as she would have passed him, teeedta muffled

oath and put out his hand, his fingers closing lfrabout the soft

flesh of her upper arm, halting her.

'‘No," he said huskily. 'No, don't go. I'm sorrysHouldn't have said
that.;



Tamsyn looked up at him then, her eyes swimming tears. He was
so close she could see every small detail of lus, fdne deep brown
of his eyes which could appear black in some ligis strong nose,
the sensual curve of his mouth, the dark vitalityhis hair which

darkened his cheekbones. The brown column of neathrose from
the opened neck of his shirt and she could smellWtarmth of his

body. It was a disturbing moment and an achingitangtirred inside
her. --.

Hywel looked down at his hand gripping her arm dm&l thumb
moved with circulatory probing pressure againstsk@r. Then he set
her free, and thrust his hands deep into his peckethough afraid
of. what he might do were he to continue touchiag h

Tamsyn quivered, 'Are you angry with me?"

Hywel moved towards the door. 'No,' he said figrcdlhen more
quietly: 'No, I'm not angry with you. I'll make sergoffee.’

‘Let me!" Tamsyn moved after him, following himahgh the door at
the end of the hall which led into the small kitsh&here was a stale
smell of food, which wasn't surprising as Mrs. Viths had left no

windows open, and Tamsyn wrinkled her nose.

Hywel glanced round. 'Which do you prefer? Perealator instant?'

‘Instant will do,' replied Tamsyn. 'Just show meeveheverything is
and I'll do it.’

Hywel regarded her tolerantly. 'All right. You'lhtl everything you
need in that wall cupboard there. I'll be in mydstu--'

Tamsyn nodded, 'Fine.'



But after he had gone Tamsyn looked about her digtaste. The
stove was thick with grease and no one had. obli@ieempted to
clean it for months. Her fingers itched to get torkvon it, but she
dared not attempt it now. Perhaps another day..

She opened the wall cupboard. As Hywel had saidrethwas
everything she needed, but the untidy state oftpdoards appalled
her. Mrs. Williams was obviously not doing her jdbverywhere
there was evidence of neglect. Surely Hywel cowdd that for
himself. Didn't he care at all?

Before heating the milk for the coffee, Tamsyn seduhe saucepan
thoroughly. Around its rim there had been traceslreéd food and
whoever had washed it up previously had not donprsperly. A
further search produced a tin of biscuits andyg &rad she carried the
coffee through on this.

Hywel was seated at his desk as she entered dhg twrn-rimmed
spectacles on his nose.. But he rose to his fémragntrance, tugging
off the spectacles and dropping them carelesstyp tine desk.

Taking the tray from her, he said: 'We'll go intee tliving room.
There's no room in here.’

Tamsyn preceded him obediently and took her cadfed found a
seat. Hywel did not sit down. After adding sevem@donsful of sugar
to his coffee he remained standing, drinking it hwibbvious
enjoyment.

Tamsyn sought about for something to say. Sine¢ ndioment which
she dared not speculate upon when he had stoppéwimeleaving,
she had sensed the tension between them and skedviarbreak it,
to make everything the same as it had been orldhgtdrive down
from London.



Finally she said: 'If | say something, will you prize not to jump
down my throat?'

Hywel placed his empty coffee cup on the tray, tTather depends
on what you are about to say, doesnhaich?'

The gentler tone of his voice was encouraging,sir@went on: 'It's
about—Mrs. Williams."'

'‘Oh, yes?'

'Yes.' She sighed. 'She's not doing her work phppedon't know
what her duties are, | know, but there are so nithinygs she's
neglecting --' She broke off unhappily, aware & llardening of his
jawline.

‘And why should that matter to you?' he enquired| #here was a
trace of his earlier anger in his voice.

Tamsyn bent her head, staring down into her cafgeas though for
inspiration. 'l don't like to see an attractive seleing ruined --'

'‘Oh, come along!" He spoke harshly. ‘A bit of cdwester hurt anyone.'
‘Then you do notice!" she exclaimed, looking up.

'I've told you, my surroundings are not' importemime.' He moved
impatiently. "What would you have me do? Dismiss MWilliams,

perhaps? Domestic help is not so easy to find @venplace like
Trefallath.'

‘Then let me do something!" Tamsyn offered eagéidylike to help,
really --'

‘No.' His denial was final, and Tamsyn felt dejecte



"It was as though he was determined to keep hemnad' length, and
this knowledge was like a knife in her stomach.

She moved to where she had left her shopping hdsk&ing down

at its contents without interest. She knew herdiattould be furious
if he ever found out that she had come here twicmvited, but that
was nothing compared to the realisation that Hymaed not about to
welcome her into his home again.

'‘Did you have a pleasant evening on Sunday?' kedasuddenly,
and she looked up, drawing her brows together.

'On Sunday?' she echoed questioningly, and theemé@red that
she had gone with David, on his motor-bike. 'Oh—ya@s, It was all
right.’

‘David's a nice boy,' remarked Hywel, his expressalaxing. 'Like
your father, he couldn't leave the valley for long.

'He's very young,' replied Tamsyn shortly.

'He's older than you are,' Hywel pointed out dryly.

'l don't care. He's still very young.'

‘Are you seeing him again?'

Tamsyn pressed her lips together. 'Does it matter?'

'‘Not particularly. | was making conversation, thatll." Hywel was
depressingly indifferent.

Tamsyn hunched her shoulders, picking up her bagisea matter of
fact he's invited me over tomorrow evening. He &idrley are
giving a sort of party.'



‘That should be enjoyable for you." A faint smiteiched Hywel's
mouth.

Tamsyn felt angry. 'l may not go,' she retorte@mnésilly.

‘Why not? Weren't you telling me on the way dowmehihat you
couldn't understand what we could find to do inuhikey? Here's an
opportunity for you to find out.’

'l said a lot of silly things on the way here,'lregp Tamsyn, thrusting
back the curtain of her hair as it fell against tieeek. 'l suppose I'd
better go.'

Hywel made no demur, and Tamsyn walked reluctatuiyn the hall
to the front door. Hywel went to open it for h&aihing past her to do
so, so that for a brief moment his body was agdiess. A stab of
awareness ran through her and some inner needteadhoer to look
at him then, to make him fully aware of her asvinl, breathing,
female being, with a woman's needs and desiresinBspiite of the
fact that she had mixed with a lot of boys, or nelgbcause of it, she
had never been promiscuous, and she was too yauhgist the
strength of her own attraction. She could not hd#eene the
humiliation of him ignoring her, and besides, shdndl altogether
understand what it was she wanted of him. She lkamdyv that every
time she left him it became a little harder to do\s

Hywel pulled the door open, and a shaft of sunligahished the
intimacy of the moment, but whether he had beerr@awhit or not
she couldn't be certain.

'‘Goodbye,' she said jerkily, running down the steps

‘Goodbye, Tamsyn,' he replied, and closed the dodrer.



The next morning there was a letter from Tamsymwther.

Tamsyn had not been able to write to her motheshas had no
definite idea of where she might be at any one,tbaéthis letter was
addressed from Portland and Tamsyn realised thatwias the
second stop on ' their journey* --

The letter was full of the enthusiasm everyone wslagwing for
Charles's lectures, and there were little innuesddmut Tamsyn's
holiday, making it plain that her mother did noalie expect her to
enjoy herself. Tamsyn knew that Laura found itidifit to accept
that anyone could enjoy the kind of holiday that cne off from
one's work entirely, and in the , past Tamsyn haenhbinclined to
agree, enjoying the summer schools, her motherdraffom time to
time, without thought of doing anything independgnintil Gerry
Thorpe had suggested it. . But now, after almost weeks in the
valley, Tamsyn was beginning to see things diffdyett was nice
not to exercise her brain all the time, to relamptetely and put all
thoughts of the future out of her mind. And it wase to associate
with people who found satisfaction in their liveadawere not
constantly striving for greater recognition.

Tamsyn's father showed only cursory interest ifdtter, and yet she
knew that its arrival had disturbed him. Maybe heswafraid Laura
had changed her mind about allowing Tamsyn tofstatyvo months
after all. Maybe he imagined that through a letttura could reach
her daughter and resurrect the barriers which tamg familiarity
were gradually breaking down.

But strangely enough, Tamsyn felt no twinge of hsitleness. She
was happy to know that her mother was happy anmygng herself,
but she had no desire to be with her, or to pretgpthe day when she
must leave Trefallath and return to Boston. It wather more
complicated when it came to discovering why sheukhéeel this



way, and she refused to accept that her reasonsdioting to stay
were not primarily concerned with her father andniw, in spite of
their kindness.

That evening David arrived on his motor-bike toetdlamsyn over to
Llanelfed. Tamsyn was ready when he arrived, shioh @&tractive in
close-fitting damson velvet pants'and a white lag®ck. It was
cooler; this evening, and she put on a chunky goaedigan to ride
on the motor-bike.

David was obviously delighted with her appearanod &ance
Stanford looked on rather indulgently as the twang people
greeted one another.

'‘Don't bring her back too late,' he warned Davidhey all walked
outside. '‘And don't drive too fast.'

David was reassuring, and Tamsyn' felt a warm sehiselonging. It
made her realise that no matter how luxurious amfartable a
house might be, warmth was a mental thing, gengfatehe people
in the house and not by their possessions.

The loft above the stables at David's father's fagichbeen converted
into a kind of sitting room. There Were chairs aadasional tables
for drinks, and the floor had been polished for alag. Shirley's
record player had been installed and when Davidlamisyn arrived
there were already several young people gyratingdahe floor.

It was a pleasant evening. There were more gidset than boys,
however, and as David chose to partner Tamsyrvatliag it caused
a bit of dissension among Shirley's friends who piaVviously vied

with each other for his attention. David's paremasie over halfway
through the evening to make sure everything wasgiit and Nora
asked Tamsyn about her sister. As Joanna was naitdr,bramsyn



was able to reassure her on that score, and Narhameto suggest
that Tamsyn might like to come and stay at the fimna few days.

‘It would give Joanna a break,' she said, makingska feel rather as
though she was imposing on her stepmother. 'Andslime both
David and Shirley would love it.’

Tamsyn made a deprecatory gesture. 'Oh, | doniwkAshe began
awkwardly, when David interrupted her.

'‘Why not?' he demanded. .'After all, your father shy you were here
for several weeks. Surely he could spare you fdrgfahat time.'

'It's not just a question of whether her father spare her,' retorted
Nora sharply, 'Joanna only has a few weeks to faréd¢he baby's
due. She should be resting, not putting herselliabm entertain a
guest.'

'‘Well, really, | didn't realise | was a nuisancattyyone,' said Tamsyn
In embarrassment.

Nora flushed then. 'l didn't say you were.'

Malcolm Edwards looked impatiently at his wife. afls exactly what
you are sayingbach! he exclaimed. 'What a way to offer someon
your hospitality!

Tamsyn shrugged. 'That's all right, Mr. Edwards. rdalise
what—what your wife is trying to say.'

‘Well, you're welcome, here if you want to comaidsMalcolm
gruffly. 'But if Lance wants you with him, then ystay.'

Nora sniffed. 'Men!" she said, giving her husbanglayful push.
‘They're all the same.’



The unpleasant moment was over, but it remainddamsyn's mind
and troubled her. If her staying at Llanelfed woblel easier for
Joanna, then she should offer to go. But Llanelfed so far from
Trefallath...

David drove her home soon after ten. The Edwaréses earlier

nights through the week than they did at weekerdsise they had
to be up so early for milking. But Tamsyn was giatie going home.
After the Edwardses had left, she had managedrtince to enjoyy

herself, but the remembrance of what Nora Edwaadsshid was still

there.

When David left her at the front door he tried sskher, but Tamsyn
turned her face away, and as she did s® she sauwstacadvered
station wagon parked before the house. She reajiisit once. It
was Hywel's car.

'‘When will | see you again?' David was asking, &athsyn dragged
her thoughts back to him with difficulty. ,

‘What? Oh, | don't know." Tamsyn shook her hearbb#&bly at
church on Sunday, hmm?’

David looked disappointed. 'What about Saturdaynewmg®' he
suggested. 'l finish early on Saturdays. We coulie rinto
Llandrindod Wells, have a meal, and then go tqpibtures.

Tamsyn was impatient to get indoors. 'l don't kn@ayvid," she
replied, staking her head. 'l mean—well, my fath@ght have
something planned-'

David pulled a face. 'That's not very likely, i® iNot with Aunt
Joanna in her condition. What's wrong? Has whatnmyher said
upset you?'



'‘No—that is—honestly, David, | can't make arrangeisevithout
discussing them with Daddy first.'

David shrugged then and climbed astride the mdterbOkay,' he
said, and his voice was noticeably cooler. Tamsyimesl. She didn't
want to offend him. , 'Thank you for a lovely evami she said,
hugging her chunky cardigan closer about her.

David gave her a wry look. 'l don't understand ybamsyn,' he said
heavily. 'l thought—I- thought we liked one another

'‘We do—I do like you, David.'

‘Then why are you hesitating about making a datk me? Is there
someone else? Someone back home in Boston?"

‘Not really, no."! Tamsyn knew that since comingMales she had
scarcely thought about Gerry Thorpe, even thoughhsidl promised
to write. But Boston no longer seemed the reabiyjshow.

'‘Well, it can't be anyone here, because you dowwkanyone else!’
stated David emphatically.

Tamsyn was glad of the shadowy darkness to hideshédenly
flushed cheeks. 'I've told you, it's nothing liket;' she denied. 'Look,
| must go in. Let's leave it to the weekend anddest happens, shall
we?'

David sighed. 'If you like." He started the heavgchine. 'G'bye,
Tamsyn.'

'‘Bye!"

Tamsyn watched him disappear round a bend in tiet&ad then she
turned to go into the house. Contrarily, now thathad gone she



wished she had made a definite date with him. Adterthere was
nothing to be gained from refusing his attentiotemwby doing so
she was merely depriving herself of companionshipyas useless
pretending that Hywel Benedict cared one way ormther what she
did.

She entered the hall of the house and heard voa®sg from the
sitting room. But when she entered the room sheddbat her father
was not present. Only Joanna was seated comfortabtize couch
with her feet up, while Hywel was standing befdne fireplace, a
glass of what appeared to be lager in his hand.

Their eyes met for a brief moment as she hesitat¢lde doorway,
and in that instant she was conscious of evenylddiaut him. In a
casual navy knitted shirt and cream suede pantediked big and
powerfully jjaasculine, and it was difficult to coentrate on what her
stepmother said when she spoke to her.

‘Hello, Tamsyn,' Joanna smiled. 'You're back, awg?yDid you have
a good time?'

Tamsyn took off the chunky cardigan and drapedet the back of a
chair, conscious, that Hywel was finishing his laggthough he was
about to leave. Surely he wouldn't leave the misbiegot in. Had he
come this evening because he had known that shielWwewut?

‘It was all right,' she responded to Joanna's aguresiow. Then she
squared, her shoulders. 'Hello, Mr. Benedict.'

Hywel inclined his head, in her direction and Jaasaid : 'Hywel
tells me you called yesterday morning to tell hirattl wasn't well.'

Tamsyn managed to remain calm. 'Yes. Yes, | did.'



‘That was thoughtful of you,' Joanna went onh#de been alone this
evening if Hywel hadn't come along. Your father laadunexpected
confinement over the valley and | don't expectl Hedl back for
several hours yet.'

'Oh, | see.' Tamsyn stroked, her finger down tlaarsef her trouser
leg.

‘And | must be going,' said Hywel, placing his eyngtass on the
mantelpiece. 'Now that Tamsyn's home you no longesed a
baby-sitter.'

Joanna laughed. 'How appropriate!' she chuckled.

Tamsyn sought about wildly for something to sakeep him there.
‘Won't you stay to supper?' she asked, quicklyyayrey towards her
stepmother for confirmation.

‘Yes, do stay,' seconded Joanna, struggling irdittiag position. 'l
should have suggested that myself.'

Hywel shook his head politely. ‘I'm sorry, | havam® work to do
when | get home. | must be going. Give my regaodsaince. I'll no
doubt see him later in the week.’

'Yes, of course.' Joanna was about to get to le¢ridet Hywel made
a quelling motion of his hand.

'Stay where you are. | can see myself out.’
'l see you out,' said Tamsyn abruptly.

'‘Oh, would you, Tamsyn?' Joanna nodded. 'I'll pbbpb&ee you
Sunday, Hywel.'



'Fine.' He nodded kindly and Tamsyn led the wayimtat the hall.

‘Do you have a coat?' she enquired tersely, bughbek his head,
regarding her petulant young face rather intently.

‘Now what's wrong?' he asked, opening the outer dod indicating
that she Should precede him.

Tamsyn walked outside and when he joined her sbieetb at him
resentfully. "You know what's wrong!" she declar&@u came here
this evening purposely because you knew I'd bé out!

‘No, | did not. As | recall it, you said you mighmot, go out, after all.’

‘But you knew | would," muttered Tamsyn, tuggingadidy at the
hem of her smock.

‘And you enjoyed yourself.'

‘As | told Joanna, it was all right. I'm not paudii@rly enamoured of
pop music.'

'‘Well, it was better than sitting in the housefmagked Hywel
reasonably.

'If I'd known you were coming, | shouldn't have ggistated Tamsyn,
scuffing the toe of her shoe against a stone.

‘Then perhaps it's just as well you didn't knoaid $Hywel wryly.

'‘Why?' Tamsyn swung round on him. 'Why are you the? Don't
you really like me at all”? Am | such a nuisancefeém to be a
nuisance to everybody!



Her eyes were abnormally bright and Hywel's eyesomaed. '"Why
do you say that?' he demanded.

Tamsyn shook her head silently, unable to speak.

'Has somebody ,said something to you?' Hywel saliralegry.
‘Tamsyn, | want to know.'

Tamsyn shrugged unhappily. 'It was nothing," simeettk the break in
her voice contradicting her.

‘Tamsyn!" His tone was harsh and commanding.

'‘Oh, well, it was Mrs. Edwards, if you must knovineS—she said that
Joanna needed to rest more and that | was creatingt of
unnecessary work for her.'

'‘Did she indeed?' Hywel sounded impatient.
‘You—you won't say anything to her, will you? | eam, I'm sure it
wasn't meant unkindly. She's concerned for heersighat's all.

Actually—actually she suggested | might like to gnd stay at
Llanelfed for a few days.'

‘And do you want to go?'
'No. Not particularly.’

‘That's just as well. Because | doubt your fatheould let you go.
Besides, from what Joanna's been telling me | gatba've been
quite useful around the house.'

Tamsyn felt the ice inside her melt a little; 'Bide say that?'



'Of course.' Hywel studied her uncertain young faitk a disturbing
intensity. 'And now | must go.'

‘Must you?' Tamsyn could not help the appealinge nibiat had
entered her voice.

‘Yes, | must,' stated Hywel, rather sharply, swaggdpen the door of
the station wagon. 'l shall probably see you inrchwn Sunday.’

'l shall be in the village on Friday," said Tamsyunckly. ‘If—if |
called, could you lend me one of your books to fead

'l shall be away on Friday,' replied Hywel, withpdessing finality. 'l
have promised to attend a confer-ence in Aberystwyt

Tamsyn hesitated. Then she said eagerly: 'Takeitheyau!'
Hywel stared at her. 'l couldn't do that.’

‘Why not? I'd like to visit Aberystwyth. | want see something of
the country before—before | have to go back toStates.'

'I'm sorry.' Hywel shook his head.

'‘Oh, you're all the same!" declared Tamsyn undigalis quiet
refusal proving to be the last straw so far asrgeconcerned. 'None
of you like me, or care what happens to me! I'nb guguisance, an
encumbrance, someone who happens to have intruygma your
lives for several weeks, to be tolerated untikepsbut again!

‘That's not true." Hywel straightened from his Igung position
beside the car. "You don't know what you're saying.



'l do, too. Well, you've made your position plaimoagh: | shan't
bother you again. I've had enough of being madedblike some
kind of idiot child who won't do as she's told.’

‘Tamsyn, listen to me!' Hywel caught her forearrflas turned to go,
securing it in a painful grip. 'You don't understan

Tamsyn tried impotently to free herself. 'l undenst well enough,
Mr. Benedict,'she exclaimed fiercely, her hair swinging loosel
about her cheeks, brushing his jaw as it did so.

With a muffled exclamation, Hywel pulled her viotgrtowards him,
against the hard muscled strength of his .bodyrisaping her there,
stilling her struggles. Her face was pressed agaisschest and his
breath was warm upon her neck. Tamsyn felt a sofgultation
course through her veins as the disturbing malenesa of him made
her legs feel weak, her, flesh melt against hinhwimost wanton
languor. For the moment it was sufficient justémain there, within
the circle of his arms, hearing the heavy beatifighis heart,
conscious of a sense of belonging.

But her reactions were having a different effectHymvel. He put his
hands on her shoulders to push her roughly away fnam, but
Tamsyn protested strongly, clinging to him like lald, pressing
herself against him.

'Please,' she whispered huskily, 'just let me &g a little longer.
That's all | want.’

Hywel thrust her from him then, his face strainethie pale light cast
by the opened door behind them. 'But it's not allaht, you crazy
little fool!" he muttered savagely, and without trey word he flung
himself into the car, slamming the door and drivavgay without a
backward glance.



After he had gone, Tamsyn stood in the pool oftliginivering,
hugging her trembling body closely. But she wasig aware of
the cold. Her flesh cried out for a satisfactiohat not received, and
an aching longing in her bones solidified into attpain. She had
never felt like this before; she had not known sdepth of feeling, of
passion, could exist within her, and she thougkh wontempt of the
way she had ridiculed other girls for confessingbt unable to
control their emotions. The memory of the way saé tlung to him
brought waves of hot colour to her cheeks, and wbadered
unhappily what he must have thought of her wantehaliour.
Everything that had gone before was as nothing emetpto this, -
and she dreaded the moment when she must go in- ,

doors and confront Joanna.

But in the event, it was Joanna who came to find her bulky
shadow causing Tamsyn to turn and stare at hezrrbthnkly.

Joanna frowned. 'Tamsyn! What's Wrong? What aredamung out
here all alone? | heard Hywel's car leave sevemut®s ago. Are
you feeling all right?’

'Oh, yes—yes, of course, I'm fine, Joanna.'" Tanmylied herself
together with difficulty. 'I—I was just enjoying ehperfumes of the
flowers, that's all. It's such a—such a beautifght’

‘Yes, itis, isn't it?' Joanna relaxed, acceptiagdxplanation without
qguestion. And why not? Tamsyn asked herself misgréowould
never occur to Joanna to imagine that her stepdexigelationship
with her cousin was anything more than mildly fdgn Apart from
the gap in their ages, Hywel was not the sort afl leeencourage an
infatuated teenager, and that was what her fathdrstepmother
would think of her emotions if ever she tried topksn them.
Besides, Hywel was a married man. She ought tedleny ashamed,
not dissatisfied because he had not demonstratedirdoubted



sexual expertise on her, because he had not crirgrdabneath the
force of his passion and taken possession of heithmas she had
sensed he had wanted to do. Oh, yes, she hademtistaken about
that, but what man would not have responded to latarit an
invitation?

She took a trembling breath and followed Joanratim¢ house. She
hoped she would be able to escape to her room Sthendidn't want
to talk, she wanted to think, to feel, to reliveasgthose moments
when Hywel had held her closely against him andrdgsd once and
for all the child she had been.



CHAPTER SIX

THE next morning Tamsyn chose to go out with her fatire his
rounds so that she could talk to him about Nomgtation. The
subject had to be broached or Nora would think frehsyn was
withholding it on purpose in case her father agréexit was, Lance
looked rather irritated, and said:

‘Do you want to go? | suppose David and Shirleynapee your age
group, and I'm sure they'd love to have you. Raeity David.'

Tamsyn sighed. They were driving along by the rizied although
the sky was slightly overcast with the portent obraak in the
weather later, it was very warm. Tamsyn's windovs waund down
and she had been staring out at the placid scegheawintensity that
forcibly banished all thoughts of Hywel from hermai But now she
turned to look at her father.

‘Do you want me to go?' she asked simply. 'And tdanswer
immediately. Give yourself time to think. Do youpgwse Joanna
would like a break? | have been here two weekadiré

Lance brought the car to a standstill overlookingaticularly
attractive widening of the river that had the appree of a lake.
Reeds grew at the water's edge, and a willow digpdmianches into
the current. It was all very beautiful, and veresi, only the sounds
of the birds to disturb the stillness.

'‘Oh, Tamsyn,' he said at last, 'l don't know howarnswer you. | only
know that having you here, living in my house,hse thing | have

wanted most for years! And now you're asking methére after only

two week?, | can bear to let you go away againrdseed his chin on
his hands where they lay, oh the steering whesbrilt ever want you
to go away again.' He sighed. 'Oh, | realise tishiall have to. | have
no intention of trying to keep you here againstrywill, or of trying



to turn you against your mother. But to ask me waet want you to
go to Nora's in spite of Joanna's condition is 4bing | can't answer.
It wouldn't be fair. My answer would be biased. Youst decide this
for yourself, Tamsyn.'

Tamsyn felt a curious tightening of her throat nhesclt was the.
first time, she felt, that her father had put imtards his own feelings
about her, and it was a disturbing experience. iffais, this kind and
gentle man, loved and wanted her. He was her fathat was
beginning to mean something at last. He was nodoagstranger to
her; they were not intimates, and yet there wasesamg between
them, some point of contact that had to do witeHland blood and
genealogy, that no length of separation could evase.

She bent her head. 'l don't want to go,' she smedtly. 'But --'

'‘No buts!" her father interrupted her swiftly, ligge revealing his
relief. 'Don't analyse your reasons. Just so l@agoa're happy here,
that's all that matters to me.'

Tamsyn looked at him out of the corners of her eYf¢®u make me
feel very selfish,’ she admitted, a sense of gilier own duplicity

gripping her.

'‘Nonsense!" Lance set the car in motion again. Ne®/ll say no
more about it. I'll have a word with Nora myselfevhl see her.'

Tamsyn sighed and returned her attention to theesgeBut she had
known all along that Hywel had been right in asswgrihat Lance
would never allow her to go. Only his methods hadrbdifferent
from what she had expected, that was all.

* k% *



On Sunday evening, they all went to chapel, aslugamsyn, who
had not seen Hywel since he left her on Wednesdexieg, was a
mass of nerves, and spent several minutes decwdiag she could
wear. Finally she chose a dress of cream jersdayntioailded her
rounded figure but which had to be concealed bénaatloak of
purple wet-cloth because it began to rain as teftye house.

By the time they seated themselves in their pew syanfelt as

though everyone must be aware of her tension, &ppity no one

seemed to notice. And when Hywel appeared andetivece began a
little of the anxiety dispersed. After all, whatddshe expect to
happen? Probably nothing. She was the one whoreagated last
Wednesday's incident and rid doubt he had forgatent it by now.

Unless he remembered it with impatience, of couilse, everything

else she had done...

When the service was over and they went outsidee tas no

lingering departure to look forward to. The raisgBrsed everyone
efficiently, and Lance hurried his wife and daugltsvards their car,

shouting goodbye to their friends as they went. elylwmself was

not around and Tamsyn felt an awful sense of defmeslescending
upon her. She might have stayed at home for alintezest he had
taken in her; he had not even looked at her througtie service.

The following week passed slowly. The cooler weatiuted Joanna
better, but because of the constant threat ofTfamsyn was tied to
the house and a feeling of frustration at the exg@inactivity began
to chafe at her.

One afternoon towards the end of the week, Dilyse@wthe
schoolmaster's wife, arrived to have tea with Jaarand even
Tamsyn was glad to see the gossipy little womareyTall sat
together in the sitting room and Dilys brought fieend up to date on
all the village news.



'Did you know Alice Williams has sprained her arklghe asked, and
Tamsyn, who had been listening Only desultorilycked up her
ears.

Joanna shook her head. 'No, | didn't know that. élymll miss her,
then, won't he?'

'l expect he will. Although she only went in a ctupf times a week,
didn't she?'

‘Yes. But she used' to take his washing home, domahna sighed,
shifting uncomfortably in her chair. 'If | wasntt this state I'd go
along myself and give him a hand.'

'‘Now don't you go taking on more work I' exclaimé&ilys.
impatiently. '‘Nora was only saying to me at thetitnee meeting
yesterday that you should rest more.' Her gazkefted to Tamsyn.
‘Now that Tamsyn's here, surely she can help you.'

Joanna's eyes slipped to her stepdaughter's, am@ thas an
understanding gleam of gentleness in them. 'Tardsgs help me,’
she replied. 'I've not washed a dish or made ddyenver a week.'

Dilys raised her eyebrows delicately. '‘Really?' sbmarked, and
Tamsyn could tell Joanna's defence of her stepdaudiad been
unexpected. She wondered what else Nora Edwardsdiehd

After Dilys had gone, Tamsyn wandered restlesshyualthe room,
fidgeting with the ornaments on the mantelshelkipig up a
photograph here, a cigarette box there, anythindjstvact her, and
finally Joanna said: 'For goodness' sake, Tamsyidosn! You're
pacing about like a caged lion. What's the matt#h wou? You
didn't let what Dilys said upset you?'



'‘No." Tamsyn halted and turned, resting againsettge of a table,
her hands gripping its rim. 'No, Joanna, | waskimg, that's all.’

'What about?'

‘About Mrs. Williams, actually. That was who Mrswén was
talking about, wasn't it? Hywel's housekeeper.’

‘Yes, that's right.' Joanna levered herself imuwag relaxed position.
'‘Why? What were you thinking about her for?"

'‘Well, what you said, actually. About helping hir-I've got nothing
much to do here during the afternoons. |—I coullgp loeit.’

Joanna pulled a face. 'Oh, really, Tamsyn! Cansgriyour father
allowing you to become Hywel's unpaid domestic?'

Tamsyn shrugged. 'He needn't know.'

Joanna's eyes widened. 'Are you suggesting we cliaaceive your
father?'

Tamsyn coloured. Put like that it sounded awfulelMWshe began, 'J
didn't mean that. But he wouldn't be interestedyjld/tne?’

‘Wouldn't he?' Joanna shook her head. '"You mugtkoeg!'

'‘But I'd enjoy it," exclaimed Tamsyn exasperatethyd | wouldn't
be hurting anyone, because Mrs. Williams can't dmyway.'

'‘Wait a minute, wait a minute!" Joanna put out acheowards her
stepdaughter. 'Aren't you forgetting one importpotnt? Hywel
would never let you do his housework.'



Tamsyn pressed her lips together mutinously. 'Heildvaf you
suggested it.'

'l doubt that very much.' Joanna was sceptical.
‘Well, couldn't you ask anyway?'

'l shan't be seeing Hywel, Tamsyn. Besides, Mrdlidis has only
sprained her ankle. She hasn't broken it. She'idmk at work in a
few days. A week at the most.’

Tamsyn sighed, staring down moodily at her toed,Jmranna bit her
lip thoughtfully.

'‘Are you so bored, Tamsyn?' she asked gently.

Tamsyn's head jerked up. 'Bored?. No—no, that id%—Joanna, |
just wanted to do something, that's all. You dibrtk I'm ungrateful,
do you?'

‘Ungrateful; is it?' Joanna was puzzled. 'For wanto help Hywel? |
don't understand.’

'‘No, not that. For—for being restless like thiss Just that—well, |
can't explain

'l know. You've been confined to the house for smlvdays. | just
wish your father's work were not so tying and thercould take you
out and about, show you something of the counthe doastline is
quite beautiful in places.’

Tamsyn smiled. 'Oh, that's all right, Joanna. I'dareed that kind of
entertainment.’



"Maybe not." Joanna frowned. 'But then again..r ace trailed
away and she thought for a few moments. 'Maybe ¢.aoald have a
talk with Hywel tonight. He'll probably see him—'

'‘But | thought you just said that Daddy wouldn'pegve!

‘Not about you becoming Hywel's housekeeper,' @xeld Joanna,
chuckling now. 'No, nothing like that. But to asknhwhether he
couldn't find the time to take you across to Abewysh one day, or
Cardiff even. And Hereford's not far.’

Tamsyn's lips parked in horror. 'Oh, no, reallge $egan, her palms
moistening clammily. She could guess what Hywelactions to that
suggestion would be. And he would be certain tokthihat she had
suggested it all. 'Oh, no, Joanna, | couldn't inepe's

'‘Nonsense!" Joanna- was looking pleased with -Hiellsa surprised
your father hasn't thought of this before. It'sittesal solution and I'm
sure Hywel wouldn't mind;'

Tamsyn was aghast. There was nothing she couldhsagpmment
she could make which would convince Joanna thapraests were
anything more than perfunctory. But what would Hi/sey?

Tamsyn made sure she was in bed before her fatinvechhome that
evening. She could hear the sound of his and J&awoiaes as they
talked together and she wondered in an agony ofagmadsment
whether Lance had seen Hywel. And if so, what hehlsaid?

She could have stayed downstairs to hear for Helselas she felt
sure Hywel would find some excuse to refuse shesfed could not
have borne Joanna's indignation, however well mganight have
been.



The next morning Lance introduced the subject abkfiast and
Tamsyn steeled herself to remain unmoved whateysald.

'You know what Joanna suggested yesterday, dom thamsyn?' he
asked. 'About Hywel showing you something of thentoy?'

Tamsyn forced herself to butter a slice of toagheuit colouring.
'Yes?' There was just the right amount of casual@st in her voice.

'‘Well, | saw him last night and asked him whatln@ught.'
'‘Oh, yes?'

Joanna reached for the coffee pot. 'He's left ittapyou,’ she
remarked, pouring coffee into her cup. 'He saidhmeight perhaps
you would rather have a younger escort. | expeavde thinking of
David, although we haven't seen him since you west there last
Wednesday.' --- .

Tamsyn concentrated on the task in hand. He had lgf to her, and
what did he expect her to say? What dicMaather to say? She could
guess that easily enough.

'So it's up to you, Tamsyn," said her father, wgpnis mouth on his
table napkin. 'What do you think about it? Like Hyhw should have,
thought you'd have preferred someone younger. hmgau hardly
know Hywel, do you? And he's, hardly a companiarafgoung girl

like yourself.'

‘Well, | don't agree,' exclaimed Joanna. 'Tamsygatslooking for a
boy-friend, Lance. She's not wanting to become g&mally involved
with anyone. All she needs is a guide really, aryavél is ideal in
those circumstances. Heavens, he knows the histdingse marches
inside out. He's steeped in ancient folklore. Asafal can see, there's
no one more suited to going about with her.'



Lance frowned thoughtfully. "You may be right,'denceded slowly.
'l know I am.'

‘Well, let's see what Tamsyn herself thinks, shai?' Lance looked
at his daughter. 'What do you think of the idea?'

Tamsyn hesitated only a moment. '|—Il—I don't mitfe—if Mr.
Benedict's willing...'

'Oh, call him Hywel," exclaimed Joanna, reachingafaother slice of
toast. 'He's not that old!'

Lance rose from the table. 'Well, if that's settl8ichave, a word with
him some time and arrange something."

'‘We'll see him at chapel on Sunday,’ said Joannd#artably, and
Tamsyn's heart sank when she contemplated thatuld\be another
two days before any plans could be discussed.

However, the change in the weather brought, anatbeplication.
Tamsyn was unable to attend chapel on Sunday becheshad a
streaming cold. She remained at home, huddled rthen@ire which
Joanna had lit for her benefit, feeling very sdaryherself. --

When she heard the car on their return she scaloaked up, but
when her stepmother entered the room she put hak éside and
managed a faint smile. Then her smile froze. It ma@her father who
followed Joanna into the room, but Hywel Benedict®

Tamsyn looked down in dismay at her appearancenFawded
slacks, a chunky cream polo-necked sweater of a#ref's for
warmth, her hair in a tangle about her shouldehgtwnust he think
of her? Her nose was sore from frequent use afdsgsand her eyes
swam with watery weakness.



'Hello, Tamsyn," he said gravely. 'l hear you'relifey rather under
the weather.'

Tamsyn nodded, smoothing her hair behind her 8gsgust a cold,’
she replied nasally. Then she looked at Joannaelf@$Daddy?’

'He was called away to see the Meredith child. Thapk it's
appendicitis, so Hywel offered to run me home.’

'l see.' Tamsyn linked her fingers round her kn&gas—was there a
large congregation?' It was difficult to think dfings to say with
Hywel standing on the hearth before her, big andigpful, and
disturbingly familiar.

‘Just the usual,’ replied Joanna, as Hywel helpedffiwith her coat.
"'l go and make a pot of tea.'

"'l do that." Tamsyn sprang to her feet, but Jmamade a calming
gesture.

'‘No, you won't,' she said. "You stay by the fire &k to Hywel. He
wants to have a word with you anyway.' --'

Tamsyn subsided again and Joanna went out, cldsengpor behind
her. 'Won't you sit down?' she suggested politatygl to her surprise
Hywel lowered his bulk on to the couch beside her..

‘Thank you. And how are you feeling?'

'I'm all right." Tamsyn rested her elbows on hezdsiand rested her
chin in her hands, bending her head so that her hair fell tabeu
cheeks in a concealing curtain. 'And before youasgyhing | should
tell you that this idea of you taking me about wiasmne!'

'Did | say it was?'



'‘No, but you're about to.'

‘No, I'm not.' He sounded impatient. 'How long hgoea been like
this?'

'Since yesterday,' replied Tamsyn, in a mufflectgoi

Hywel sighed and leaning towards her he lifteddingain of hair and
secured it behind her ear. His fingers seemeadgetiagainst the skin
of her neck and then his hand was withdrawn agaia¢ch to
Tamsyn's regret. She liked the feel of those harttlk against her.
‘That's better,' he remarked dryly. 'Now | can\gae'

'Do you want to?'. Tamsyn looked at him then, hgjdiis dark gaze
with hers.

Hywel's eyes narrowed. 'Don't be provocative,'dwased chillingly.
‘It doesn't suit you.'

‘Then what does?' Tamsyn's mouth grew tremulousiynous.

‘Just be yourself," he replied, unbuttoning th&gaof his dark lounge
suit and relaxing back against the soft upholstétpe couch.

Tamsyn turned so that she could see him. She eatritngest desire
to touch him, to slide his jacket from his shousdand wind her arms
about his neck; to kiss him, to press against hich lat him take
possession of her with mindless abandon.

As though something of what she was feeling shoindaer eyes,
Hywel reached out a hand and turned her face aveay him with
rough insistence. 'Stop it!"" he commanded harshlgnow you're
feeling pretty low, but you've got to stop feelsqyry for yourself.'



"You don't kno”v how | feel,' she retorted bittedupping her chinin
her hands again, her shoulders hunched.

'‘Oh yes, | do, Tamsyn,' he replied grimly. 'l knexactly how you
feel!’

Tamsyn looked at him out of the corners of her eggswhat are you
going to do about it?" --.

'‘Me?' He shook his head. 'Nothing."'

Tamsyn compressed her lips. 'l think | hate youwelyBenedict! '
she said distinctly.

‘Do you?' He raised his dark eyebrows. 'I'm relieteehear it.'

Tamsyn heaved a sigh and returned her gaze tedpa flames in
the hearth. 'What did you want to speak to me abaslie asked in a
small voice.

'l thought we might discuss where you would likegm first," he
remarked.

'‘Are you sure you want to take me anywhere?' askaghsyn
moodily.

Hywel uttered an imprecation. 'Stop reducing eveng to the
personal! he directed coldly.

'‘Well, what am | supposed to say?' she asked, igigrat his set
features. 'I'm sure it must be annoying for youimgo put yourself
out for a—a schoolgirl! That is how you regard nmsn't it? An
irritating, insensitive schoolgirl!



Hywel leant forward then, grasping a handful of hair and forcing
her round to face him, making her wince at hisdrdisregard for her
scalp. 'Stop talking like that!" he demanded fibrce

‘You're hurting me,' she protested.

‘Not half as much as | could, believe .me!" he sred. 'What is it
with you, Tamsyn? Do you want me to mention whabpesmed
between us the other evening, is that what it ie&u want me to
apologise? Or would you rather | repeated the pedace?' His lips
twisted. "Tamsyn, you haven't the faintest ideawdfat you're
endeavouring to provoke, but if you want me tottneau like that
then you've got to be prepared to take the consegsé

Tamsyn was trembling violently. 'What consequencesi?e
whispered, tugging her hair from his grasp witmpaiinsistence.

Hywel looked into her eyes and for a moment shieafekthough she
was drowning, her breathing was constricted anaching weakness
invaded her lower limbs. "The usual ones,"' he e€pioughly, and
then the door opened and Joanna came in carryenigeti of tea.

Hywel sprang up at once and took the tray from imelicating that
she should take his seat upon the couch. But Joprafarred an
upright chair and after placing one for her Hywsk the armchair
beside her. He didn't look at Tamsyn again andvémldeeling of

despair gripped her. No matter what she said ohdidvas always
capable of cutting her down to size. He had sakhieev how she felt.
If that were so it should convince her once andatbthat she was
merely a source of annoyance to him, and anythisg) was purely
wishful thinking on her part.

'‘Have you discussed where you're going to go?'nkbaras asking
now, and Hywel shook "is head.



‘Not really. Although for my part | would suggestewisited
Machynlleth aiid Montgomery before making for theast. Do you
remember Machynlleth, Joanna? We used to go fistiiage when
we were children.’

Joanna smiled reminiscently. 'Heavens, yes! ThemRbovey. Oh,
yes, you must go there, Tamsyn.'

Tamsyn sniffed and blfew her nose. 'l don't thitskworth discussing
anything definite,' she said. 'Until | know how rhdonger this cold's
going to last.";

'‘Nonsense,' exclaimed Joanna at once. /Your qolath better today
than it was yesterday. Some fresh air will do yoody'

Tamsyn coloured hotly. 'Mr. Benedict may not wantisk getting it
himself," she pointed out tightly.

Joanna looked at Hywel, who was drinking his tea.
'I'm sure Hywel's not so concerned about his heatthyou,, Hywel?"

Hywel rose to his feet. 'Perhaps your visitor waalther not go with
me,"' he remarked.

‘That's not true!" Tamsyn couldn't prevent the otgb Then: 'I'll go
whenever it's convenient.’

Hywel walked towards the door and Joanna stoodS@when is
convenient, Hywel?'

He hesitated in the doorway, looking at Tamsyn tladthough her
face was averted. 'How about Tuesday?' he suggelstedild pick
her up about ten o'clock?'



‘That sounds fine, doesn't it, Tamsyn?' Joannab@asming a little
impatient with her stepdaughter's indifference now.

Tamsyn looked up. 'If you like," she agreed.

Joanna pursed her lips and with a casual gestuseHyent out into
the hall followed by his cousin. Tamsyn heard thgime start up and
the car move away, and then Joanna came backmtodm looking
rather put out.

"You were not very polite, Tamsyn,' she exclaimeargly. 'After all,
Hywel didn't suggest taking you out, he only agreed

'l didn't suggest it either!" Tamsyn pointed outugitly, and then
seeing her stepmother's crestfallen face she dalirice. 'I'm sorry,
Joanna. | guess it's this cold. It's making meifeghble.’

Joanna's face cleared. 'Is that all it is? | sh@tldke you to feel that
you have to go out with Hywel just because | areshids | know your
father wasn't very-keen in the first place.’

Tamsyn shook her head. 'Take no notice of me-,nkakctually I'm
quite—looking forward to it.

To—to seeing something of the country. Is—is ittteMachynlleth?’

‘Not really. Just about forty or forty-five mile§hat may not seem
much to you, used to the roads in the States,dretthey're so twisty
it. can take anything up to two hours." .

'l see.' Tamsyn nodded. 'And what is important abtachynlleth?'

'Oh, don't ask me!' exclaimed Joanna, making depoeg gestures.
‘Hywel will no doubt tell you all about it. I'm nastorian, I'm afraid.’



Lance Stanford returned soon afterwards and thesteation moved
to more general subjects after he had been adwugethmsyn's
forthcoming outing. Tamsyn was relieved. She didhait to discuss
Hywel Benedict. She didn't even want to think aldonot.

But of course she did later, when she was tuckedianmly in her
bed, her throat burning from the vapour rub Jodradhinsisted she
rubbed upon it. It was impossible not to recallrgwetail of their
conversation and to speculate upon what it all mehirseemed
obvious that he had only agreed to take her outilss Joanna had
asked him to and he must be dreading the days atwdothually
fencing with a precocious teenager. It was up totthenake things
easier by not constantly endeavouring to make hiuara of her as
anything more than an interested pupil in the harider instructor.



CHAPTER SEVEN
THE vISIT to Machynlleth was accomplished without incident.

Tamsyn's cold was almost entirely better by Tuesdayning and
she was ready and waiting when Hywel drove up.[ttechosen to
wear the green slack suit in soft suede which sldedorn to travel in
from Boston as it was a cook August day with jusird of rain still in
the air. Hywel, in narrow navy trousers, a beigét&d shirt, and a
waist-length navy jerkin, looked dark and distugpifut Tamsyn
determined not to think of him in that way.

On the journey Hywel relieved the tension betwdemt by giving
her a detailed account of the life of Owen Glendowe last Welsh
prince, who endeavoured to drive the English frdva horthern
marches. He explained that Owen had set up hisapant at
Machynlleth at the beginning of the fifteenth cemtiand that
accounted for much of its importance.

Later in the day he showed her the institute wiiatl been named
after him, which with its library and museum migirice have been
Parliament House.

Tamsyn was fascinated. Next to English, history \k&s most
interesting subject, and she absorbed all the nmition Hywel
offered so casually, storing it up for when shematd to the States. It
was obvious that he was an expert in these mattedsshe was
tempted to question him about his own educatioaek@yround. But
her earlier determination to remain impersonal gtbon and she
kept her curiosity to herself.

Hywel returned her to her father's house soon éfter and with a
casual word of farewell drove away. Tamsyn, who é&gokcted him
to come in and see Joanna, scarcely had the opggrto thank him
for taking her and for buying her lunch before heswgone, and. she.



stood and watched the station wagon until it disapgd from view.
As no mention had been made of a second outingwakdherefore
surprised when her father came home the follomirepag and said
that Hywel would take her to Aberystwyth on Thunrgda

But again, the trip went off quite successfully. IBng as Tamsyn
behaved herself and didn't ask too. many questimisrelationship
could proceed along quite regular lines and shedderself getting
to know an entirely different side of him.

During the course of their conversations on Welsstohy, he
revealed that much of his work was concerned & fieid, and she
discovered that one of his novels was now used t@xthook for
certain examination”. She would have liked to hasteed him a lot
more about his own research, but again she schbelself to avoid
confrontation.

Aberystwyth on that warm August day was throngedhwi
holidaymakers and Tamsyn did not think it had timecsphere of the
past that was present in Machynlleth. But maybwas because
Hywel ran into some friends of his, a middle-agearned couple
who he explained later were distant cousins ofiig's, and as they
joined them for lunch their discussions were irey curtailed. In
addition to which during the course of the meal $amwas mostly
excluded from their conversation because of theadis/ in their
ages and of the fact that Hywel's friends cleaglyarded her as an
adolescent, In consequence, Tamsyn paid no attetdiovhat was
being said at all, but withdrew into a world of hewn where she
could indulge any fantasies she cared to create wW#s aware that
from time to time Hywel made an effort to includer in some topic
they were discussing, but as her response was atnoo®syllabic he
eventually gave it up.



After lunch, when Hywel's guests had departeda ime to return
to Trefallath, and he apologised in rather stifigs for curtailing
their exploration. Tamsyn made some suitably s@fbinder and it
was left there. On the journey home he spoke ldthel Tamsyn
wondered uneasily whether some mention had been ofdds wife.
The thought that Maureen Benedict might be considateturning
home caused a stab of pure jealousy to tear intcstoenach. On
Friday evening Tamsyn had a visitor. She was gittinth Joanna
watching television while her father wrote up heparts in his study
when they heard the sound of a motor-bike. Lookipg Joanna
exclaimed: 'Good heavens, it's David! | wonder wietvants.'

Tamsyn got reluctantly to her feet. Even allowingthe fact that she
didn't particularly feel like talking to him she wWld not in all
conscience allow Joanna to shift herself from héwviausly
comfortable position on the couch, and she weangwer the door.

David stood hesitantly on the doorstep, his goambking face
diffident. 'Hello, Tamsyn," he said jerkily. ‘Lotigne, no see!’

'‘No." Tamsyn smiled faintly. 'Won't you come in?’'

‘Thanks." David stepped inside and closed the doaf,then before
Tamsyn could move into the sitting room, he went 'Sctually, |
came to see you, Tamsyn. |—er—I wondered if yowthe to a
dance with me tomorrow night.’

It all came out with a rush and Tamsyn halted, iogkat him
uncertainly. 'l don't know, David --' she was begng, when Joanna
called:

‘Come along in, you two! | won't bite you:'

Sighing, Tamsyn preceded David into the sittingma@nd he nodded
warmly to his aunt. 'How are you, Aunt Joannaasieed politely.



Joanna wrinkled her nose. 'As well as can be egpeets they say.
What are you doing here, David? Or is that a lepdmestion?' She
looked teasingly towards Tamsyn.

Tamsyn subsided back into her armchair and Daunggbhis aunt by
the couch. 'Actually, —er—I cant® ask Tamsyn t@o to a dance
with me—tomorrow.’

‘A dance?.' Joanna raised her eyebrows. 'Wherg th

'It's in Llandrindod Wells. A young farmers' dancthought perhaps
Tamsyn might enjoy it.'

Joanna looked speculatively at her stepdaughtethamg getting no
response, she went on: 'Isn't it a. bit late t@a&leng Tamsyn?' She
frowned. 'Couldn't you have given her more warrihan this?'

David moved uncomfortably. "Yes, well—well, | wasstire whether
to ask her—whether she'd agree."

Tamsyn looked up. It was obvious to her at leaat thavid had
delayed this long because he was still angry wathfar refusing to
make a date with him two weeks ago, and he wasapiglonly
asking her now because, his mother had insistetichso.

'‘What David means is he can't find anyone else&' dmarked
mockingly.

Joanna clicked her tongue and David flushed hb&ihyat's not true!
I've not asked anyone else. I—I wasn't even swa&slgoing myself.'

'‘Well, Tamsyn?' Joanna looked at her stepdaughtersame
annoyance. 'What do you think?'



Tamsyn shrugged. Her outburst had placed her iravakward
position. To refuse now would scandalise Joanna thbaght she
had been rude. 'l don't know," she said. 'l damihgnuch for formal
affairs. Besides, I've got nothing to wear.'

'‘Oh, Tamsyn," exclaimed Joanna reprovingly, 'thattstrue. You've
got some very pretty Indian dresses. And that's whia need for an
affair like this.'

Tamsyn traced the pattern of the chair cover wih fmger and
looked up broodingly to meet David's slightly embased stare.
'‘How do we get there?' she asked.

David glanced down at his shoes. 'My father saysaveborrow the
Land-Rover,' he replied. 'l know it's not very gtaous, but it's better
than the bike.'

Joanna struggled to her feet. 'l think I'll just gaod see what your
father's doing, Tamsyn,' she said, with pointeectff'Perhaps he'd
like some coffee. Would you like some coffee, D&Vid

'Fine.' David nodded agreeably and Joanna smilddedinithe room.

After she had gone there was an awkward silenca few moments
and then looking up at him Tamsyn said: 'Why dgutt sit down? As
you're staying.'

David did not comply but wandered restlessly abiet room. 'l
shouldn't have come,' he muttered with convictibshouldn't have
asked you. | knew you'd refuse.’

Tamsyn rose gracefully to her feet. Even in jeantsaacotton sweater
she looked almost elegant, he thought.



'l haven't refused,’ she remarked smoothly. 'l plgect to being
made use of.’

'‘What do you mean?' He turned to look at her inaingiy.

‘Just what | say. You didn't really want to asktmego to this dance.
If you had, you'd have done so before this, andkaw it. I've no
doubt it's your mother who suggested it.’

David flushed scarlet. 'That's not true!" he exukd. 'Oh, all right,
she suggested | came here tonight. But only bec#usebeen
brooding about asking you for days—weeks evenbeétd his head
and suddenly she felt immeasurably older than e wa

'l see,' she said, comprehension bringing a fanse of guilt. 'But
why did you hesitate from asking me?'

‘Surely it's obvious! You made your position pretyar the last time
| asked you out.’

‘What do you mean?'

' mean those excuses about having to coriSaltdy first I' he
reminded her bitterly.

‘They were not excuses!" denied Tamsyn, her eyaglsgg angrily.
'I—well, the whole point of my visit here is to sgkesome time with
him.'

'‘Oh, yes? What about these day trips you've béamgtavith Hywel
Benedict? Was Daddy along for the ride on thosefPlashded David
furiously. *

Tamsyn was aghast. 'How do you know about them?'



'‘Be your age, Tamsyn! You can't keep things lile secret in a place
like Trefallath.’

Tamsyn sighed. 'l didn't say | wanted to keepdatete | just think it's
a pity if people here have nothing better to dmthassip!'

David shrugged. 'As you're a stranger here, it'g oatural that your
activities should be speculated upon.'

'‘And what was the result of your speculations?' §jamasked, her
nostrils flaring impatiently.

David sighed. 'Calm down, Tamsyn. No one's accusiog of
anything. Heavens, Hywel is old enough to be yatindr.'

‘And that precludes any relationship, of course&n3yn spoke
carelessly, uncaring for the moment what she wgisga

David's brows drew together. '"Well? Doesn't it?'

Tamsyn coloured then, bending her head and tuaway. 'Oh, yes,
yes, of course." The very last thing she wanted wasrouse his
suspicions in that direction. She could just imagiywel's reaction
to any foolish statements from her. 'All | meantswawell, people

shouldn't make judgements like that. And as forrd@son I've been
going out with Hywel, it's innocent enough. He'&mhe@iving me a

guided tour of Machynlleth and Aberystwyth, thatls

David regarded her moodily. 'l could have done.that

Tamsyn sighed. 'Hywel knows the history of these@s. After all,,
he writes about it, doesn't he?'

David shrugged. 'Oh, well, if you say so. Persgnéitl have thought
you'd find his company pretty heavy going.' ---



Tamsyn controlled the impulse to contradict thataek and merely
smiled. 'What about this dance?' she asked, neglibiat it was the
only way to distract David's attention. 'Do youlstiant me to go
with you?'

David's eyes widened. "You mean you will?'
'If you want me to.'

David moved his head helplessly. 'Don't be silfycaurse | want you
to.'

‘Then that's settled!" Tamsyn smiled. 'Now, come sih down and
talk to me.’

By the time Joanna returned with their coffee Davas completely
diverted from thoughts of herself and Hywel, and s&pmother
regarded them indulgently. She obviously saw tlaitier antipathy
as the hangover from some disagreement they hadamadwas
relieved to see that everything appeared to beghil again now.

But Tamsyn cried herself to sleep that night, amcd nothing to do
with the fact that she had agreed to go to the gdarmers' dance
with David.

The following evening was warm and sultry and Tamsgre a long

Indian cotton dress patterned in shades of flancdecsiange. David
obviously thought she looked wonderful, and . eévetooked sleeker
than usual in a blue suit and white shirt, only hes striking a

discordant note.

There was a licensed bar in the hall where theaaras being held,
but David, Tamsyn was relieved to see, drank Jitiafining himself



to lagers. Tamsyn refused anything but lemonadeoadgh she was
aware that younger girls than herself were accgaioohol.

She was introduced to several of David's friendsl dheir
girl-friends, and in other circumstances she wagoldbably have
found the whole affair most enjoyable. As it wasyid seemed dull
company after Hywel, and she missed Hywel's expeeieand
confidence.

But David seemed not to notice her sometimes disidaexpression,
and she put a great deal of effort into appearatgxed and happy.
They drove back to Trefallath in the early hourssahday morning
and Tamsyn hoped she had successfully crushed @agulation
about herself and Hywel after this.

David kissed her before allowing her to get ouhefLand-Rover, his
lips soft and moist. His hands were moist, toothey clung to her
bare arms, and she had the strongest desire tchvherself away.
She didn't want his hands to touch her, she didaitt his lips
violating hers, but to draw back too abruptly wouidlo all the effort
she had made this evening. So instead she perrittetb kiss her
several times before sliding out of the Land-Row&avid got out,
too, his face flushed and confident, but she awbidis. seeking
hands and gained the comparative safety of thenporc

'‘David, please!" she insisted, her tone lightlyrogpg. 'l must go in.
Thank you for a lovely evening.'

David sighed. 'Thank you for coming. I'll see yaiter today at
chapel, shan't I?'

'‘Oh! Oh, yes,' Tamsyn nodded. 'l expect so.'

‘Goodnight then, Tamsyn.'



‘Goodnight.’

David gave her another fleeting kiss and then atidchback into, the
Land-Rover and swung it about with reckless extmbism. Tamsyn
waited until he held reached the road and therethand went into
the house.

On Sunday evening however, Tamsyn did not go tpeh&eeling a
mixture of guilt and resentment, she excused Heoselhe grounds
of a headache, and remained at home. She coulthavet faced
another evening with David—not yet, at any rate, $he resented
having to miss this opportunity of seeing HyweleStnjoyed the
little service usually and as she had missed iitbek previously she
felt annoyed. But to go would be to invite Davidhink that she was
eager to see him again, and she was not.

So she stayed in the house, wandering around aiy|egondering

with a sense of desperation what she would do viernime came
for her to return to the States. She had beenfbaraveeks already.
The remainder of her holiday would soon be oyertaerd she might
never see Hywel again. She could think that shehtmigturn the

following year, but would her mother ever let hersb? She sighed.
She would be eighteen in October, old enough tasdshe liked, but
what was the point of thinking like that? Hywel \wdsnterested in

her, and he was married! She was a fool to letelfetsecome

involved with him, however one-sided that involvernmight be.

However, when her father and Joanna returned hogmeHvas with
them. Tamsyn was startled and inexpressibly glatsine had chosen
to wear her amber-coloured caftan for a changendisow lines
accentuated the tall, slender length of her bodg, @mbined with
her tan it was very effective.



Lance Stanford followed his visitor into the roohs eyes going
straight to his daughter. 'How are you feelingyiad?' he asked
concernedly. 'Did those tablets | gave you do andg"

Tamsyn, conscious of the tablets burning a holeeimsuede handbag
lying carelessly on the occasional table, coloutddel much better,'
she answered. At least that was true now that Hywasl here.

Hywel himself, after an initial greeting, had gdonestand before the
empty fireplace, and Joanna suggested tea. 'l tlkething
stronger would suit Hywel and myself better,’ Larreenarked,
glancing at the other man. 'Beer all right, Hywel?'

'Fine,' Hywel nodded, folding his arms acrosspowerful chest.

After her husband had gone to get the beer, Jesgatad herself and
said: 'David was asking me where you were, Tambig.doesn't

always attend the service, but he was there thesieg, wasn't he,
Hywel?'

Hywel nodded. 'No doubt he expected to meet yoepdstughter.
What a pity you couldn't make it, Tamsyn.'

Tamsyn only held that faintly cynical gaze for amamt before
averting her eyes. 'Perhaps it's as well | didste¢ remarked. 'l
should hate him to get the wrong impression. Ooae\else for that
matter.'

Joanna looked at her stepdaughter curiously. 'Vilbayou mean,
bacl? | thought you liked David.' She frowned, and tlomked up at
Hywel. 'They went to the young farmers' dance enldrindod Wells
yesterday evening, you know.'

‘No, I didn't know." Hywel sounded disinterest&ld'you enjoy it?'
He was speaking to Tamsyn now and she had pettioioek up.



‘Very much,' she replied, briefly. 'I'm surprisdx tgrapevine didn't
provide you with the information.'

'‘My particular branch doesn't appear on Sundagsganded Hywel,
with infuriating complacency. 'No doubt I'll hedrough the normal
channels.'

Tamsyn clenched her fists. 'No doubt," she saitliytau

Her father returned then with beer for Hywel anohs$elf and iced
orange for Tamsyn and Joanna. Conversation becamera and
Tamsyn, who had been wondering how Hywel was tdgek to the
village, learnt that he and her father were prégeairtving over to
Penmawr on the other side of the valley to seellaatimn of old
books which were to be put up; for auction at Liamdbd Wells, the
following week.

'If you hadn't been unwell, | was going to sugdleat you might like:
to come with us, Tamsyn,"' observed Hywel, raisirggdhass to his
lips.

Tamsyn took a deep breath. 'My headache's almost'®he asserted
determinedly.

'‘Oh, but looking at books wouldn't be a good tHirexclaimed
Joanna, shaking her head. 'Fusty old things! BatierTamsyn.’

Tamsyn refrained from protesting further. She Imaddistinct feeling
that it would be to no avail, whatever she saidabit she was almost
convinced that Hywel had just suggested it to exip her.

After the men had left Tamsyn felt a real headdgggnning to throb
in her temples, but she could hardly mention itdanna. She merely
took the opportunity to extract the tablets hehdathad given her
from her handbag and making some excuse abouhgettdrink of



water she went out into the kitchen. The tabletslgehoked her, her
throat was so constricted with an awful sense wsdtfation, and she
stared at her reflection moodily in the mirror tlmaing above the
draining board. This would not do, she told heraaljrily. It simply
would notdo!

To her relief David did not appear on Monday evgraa she had half
expected him to do, and life settled down agains.MyYilliams had
resumed her duties with Hywel, this she learnethfh@r father who
had been called in to attend to the woman's arddieee on, and on
Tuesday and Wednesday Hywel went to LlandrindodisMel the
b6ok auction. Tamsyn noticed with some resentniettlie had not
suggested she attend the auction with him, whiclvioged her that
his suggestion the other evening had only been naadenoy her.

On Thursday morning therefore she was surprisednwisfway
through the morning Hywel himself appeared, walkimgnnounced
into the kitchen where Tamsyn was preparing theetadges for
lunch. Joanna was seated at the table, enjoyingp attcoffee, and
she raised her eyebrows at his somewhat grim esipres

'Hywel!" she exclaimed. 'This is a surprise. Whia#ippened?'

Hywel glanced at Tamsyn, who had averted her heaan as she,
too, encountered that hostile gaze. 'I'm going tnigomery this
afternoon,' he remarked shortly. 'l have to dels@me books to a
dealer friend of mine, and | thought perhaps Tamsyght like to
come Along for the ride.’

Tamsyn's lips parted in astonishment. From hisuatti the very last
thing she would have expected from him was anateib, and it was
with difficulty that she prevented herself from geg audibly.

'l see,' Joanna was saying now. ‘That was thougiftftou, wasn't it,
Tamsyn?'



Tamsyn had, perforce, to look up then. 'Oh—oh, gbg responded.
‘Th-thank you.'

Hywel turned towards her, his manner aggressiveu'tY like to
come, then?'

'‘Why, yes." Tamsyn managed not to appear intimidatgvhat
time—uwill you pick me up?'

Hywel glanced at the broad face of his wrist watch.
‘Say about one-thirty," he answered abruptly. "Wgit suit you?'

Joanna struggled to her feet. -Of course. YouVllehsome coffee,
Hywel?'

‘Thank you, no.' His expression softened somewsidtrasted on the
swelling mound of Joanna's figure. 'lI've got—sonoekio do before
lunch.' His gaze moved to Tamsyn. 'See you laten.t

'Yes,' Tamsyn nodded, wiping her wet hands on pema

'‘Don't bother to see me out.' Hywel walked to tbberdand with a
casual nod he was gone.

Joanna subsided back into her chair. 'Brief, buth® point,' she
remarked dryly. 'He didn't look in a very good humodid he? |
wonder what Mrs. Williams has done now.'

'‘What do you mean?' Tamsyn rested her back aghmsink.

Joanna smiled. 'Oh, from time to time she upsetsesaf his papers,
or loses some book he's left in a strategic positehe sighed. 'Have
you seen Hywel's study? Oh, no, | suppose you Hawell, it's an



absolute Aladdin's cave of books. But there's nade©Oror
system—ijust chaos!

‘Yes.' Tamsyn turned back to her task so that Joahould not see
her face. 'l'd better hurry with these. | don't wanhave to keep him
waiting if he's in a bad humour.’

But she was ready when he arrived, slim and atveagt periwinkle
blue cotton pants and a lace blouse. She carrgtiaky cardigan
with her in case it was cooler when they returnechd and waved
goodbye to her father who had come to the doosddisem off as the
station wagon pulled away.

They drove up the valley, past fields of waving rcavhere the
Edwardses had their farm, following the line of theer for a while
and then branching off to enter a thickly forestg@a where the trees
shaded the road in places with an eerie arch engess.

'l always think of greenness as depicting the pvatheeginnings of
time," remarked Tamsyn conversationally, breakihg uneasy
silence which had fallen between them since leaviag father's
house. 'lIt can be rather weird, can't it? Espegciaten there's still
water close by.' She shook her head. 'l wonder'why.

Hywel's fingers tightened on the steering wheel domoment.
'Imagination has a lot to answer for," he remaiiiedkly.

Tamsyn digested this doubtfully, trying to decidénether his
comment was solely concerned with what she had gast, or
whether perhaps there was some other hidden medeinigd it.
Deciding she was being ridiculously sensitive, sbdded and went
on: 'l Suppose it's all a matter of relationshlpgist so happens that
green and watery glades send shivers of apprelrengwn my
spine.’



Hywel made no reply to this and Tamsyn sighed, eegply trying
to think of something else to say. Then she inwactided herself.
Here she was endeavouring to coax him into a bfgtiere of mind
when in fact after the way he had behaved on Suskdayvas the one
who should be feeling put out.

She stared unseeingly out of the window. The vallag spread out
below them now, shimmering in a haze of heat. Desphat her
mother had said she had found the weather remarigabld.

Her attention was captured a few moments later bglaof brown
ahead of them in the middle of the road. Hywel g€dvabruptly
cheeking in his mirror to make sure the road wasirgland then
circled the unexpected obstruction. Tamsyn peeredndat it
curiously as they passed and she saw it was alvopienedgehog.

'‘Poor thing!-' she exclaimed, looking back atSbrhe car will come
along and squash it." But she saw with some ragfit was already
scrambling for the verge.

Hywel made no response and suddenly Tamsyn's teempeted
'‘Whatever is the matter?' she demanded. '"Why didiryate me to
come with you if my company is so obviously objenaible?’

Hywel glanced along at her, his eyes hard. 'As #&emaf fact |
wanted to talk to you," he replied coldly. '‘Butdswvaiting for a more
opportune moment.'

Tamsyn's dark brows drew together. 'Well, why ‘theg mystery?
Surely whatever you have to say can't be that itapt?'

Hywel considered her for a moment and then slowedtar, turning
in off the road and on to the grass verge, in ttegs of a clump of
elms. The slatted rays of the sun flecked the boohéhe station
wagon, while the smell of gorse and mown hay dtifferough the



opened windows. The silence was almost audible Bachsyn
heaved a sigh. She should have felt relaxed, at woitle her
surroundings. But she . didn't. She felt nervy tamde, and tie man at
her 'side was to-blame.

‘Tell me,' he said harshly, staring straight ahaWhere the trees
gave way to open countryside, 'why did you makeesoficulous
allusion, to David Edwards that our association wasany way
emotional?'

His words fell into the silence like stones intpand, the ripples of
their passing spreading and multiplying in thd siil. Tamsyn was
astounded. It was the very last thing she had éggddo be accused
of.

'I—I didn't,’ she denied, protestations springing her lips
indignantly. 'l wouldn't. How—how could you suggssth a thing?'

'l didn't,’ he replied chillingly. 'Someone elsd.di
Tamsyn swallowed convulsively. 'Well, it wasn't me.

Hywel turned to her then, his dark features morbiflaling than she
had ever seen them. 'Then what did you say?' heiredqgwith icy
accusation.

Tamsyn trembled. 'I—I don't know. | can't rememéeerything I've
ever said!' She made a helpless gesture. "Whatywaveeard?'

Hywel's dark eyes flickered over her with appadistike. 'l prefer
not to repeat gossip.'

‘Just to believe it, is that it?' she asked, gathea little of her
scattered composure. 'You don't question its acglira



'I'm prepared to reserve judgement. When you tellwhat you've
been saying | shall be in a better position to deeevhether or not |
have been misled.’

‘How magnanimous of you!" Tamsyn was furious. 'V€hpuld | be
blamed for someone else's misconceptions?'

'‘Was that what they were?' He sounded weary, lognigwer in his
seat, broodingly examining the signet ring on mgér.

Tamsyn watched him with some distress, her sertggagin spite
of herself. What was there about this man thaaettd her so? she
asked herself desperately. He wasn't handsomeuatthshe found
-his strong features far more disturbing, he wasslii at least not in
the manner she had been used to, he wasn't evéiculzaly
interested in his appearance. And yet just lookingm sitting there,
one foot raised to rest on the parcel shelf, thened neck of his
collarless-sweat shirt revealing the smooth brolin sf his throat
rising from the broad, muscular chest, the musatdss thighs firm
against the taut cream canvas material of his pasite felt the
familiar warm weakness flooding her system, andit®re to arouse
some similar response in him became almost irfelgsHis tanned
forearm was only inches from her hand and an ingouisde her
touch his skin with her fingers, moving their tipgainst his hair-
roughened flesh.

‘Hywel,' she murmured appealingly. 'Please! Doa'like this.’

Hywel looked down at her hand against his arm &ed te looked
into her eyes. "Tamsyn, | warn you --' he muttdnadkily. 'Don't
play games with me!'

'I'm not playing games,' she insisted fiercely.,'"®hy can't you treat
me as an equal? | know you're not completely ied#int to me, | just
knowit !"



Hywel moved then, so swiftly that Tamsyn was shdcketo
immobility. His fingers curved round the pulsatihgllow of her
throat, imprisoning her against the back of thd,sedesperate kind
of torment in his expression that gave way almostantly to
passionate urgency. His eyes, narrowed and enigrbatiind the
long heavy lashes, dropped to her mouth and thémetpalpitating
rise and fall of her breasts. The lace blouse Ipathed a little way to
reveal her throat and he bent his head and puipkiso the creamy
hollow that was just visible. His mouth against-Het skin was cool
and yet disturbingly intense, conveying his tortuneed of her more
powerfully than words could say.

When he raised his head and looked down at heeyes were
frankly sensual. ‘Do | frighten you?' he demandhéckty. "Your heart
Is fluttering like a terrified pigeon.’

Tamsyn moved her head slowly from side to sidehagtessure on
her throat eased and became caressingly probihgdywel was not
convinced. Taking one of her hands, he draggedri lgainst his
chest saying: 'Feel that—I'm trembling!" His eyaskéned. ‘Do you
know what that means, you crazy little fool?'

Tamsyn slid her fingers across his chest and delibly unfastened
his shirt so that she could touch his skin, leantowgards him and
kissing him compulsively where the bones of hip#ithardened the
flesh. She had never entered into this kind omaty with any male
before, but some inner femininity gave her the kieolge she

needed. She loved Hywel, she had loved him sinedigt saw him

watching her across the airport lounge, and becaludes there was
nothing she would deny him.

Hywel's breathing increased in tenor and with agroee slid his hand
into her silky hair, grasping a handful and forcingr head back.
Then he lowered his mouth to hers, impelling heskbagainst the



seat with an insistence that sent the blood thumglehrough her
ears. But she was young and inexperienced andugithshe clung to
him, her hands grip- ping-the thick hair on theaap his neck, she
sensed he was not getting satisfaction from herliliag lips.

He drew back a couple of inches, smoothing thefh@amn her damp
forehead, kissing the curve of her eyebrows, teary rise of her
cheekbones, the hollows beneath her small ears. T&@nsyn," he
whispered, desperately, 'you're so young. | shdutolnch you! Don't
make-me despise myself any more than | do already.’

Tamsyn's eyes flickered. 'Show me,' she breatfietl fhe what you
want me to do.' -

Hywel studied her for a long disturbing, moment ahén his
expression became bitter. 'No,' he muttered grifblgn't ask me:'

Tamsyn's eyes widened. 'Hywel,' she pleaded, frgqnmis face
between her two hands, 'don't stop now.'

Hywel's hands slid down her back to her waist amdhaugh that
arching warmth of her body was some kind of igmitio his senses
she felt his whole body shudder. 'Dear God, Tam$gnsaid against
her nape, 'l want you!" His thumbs tipped her dyack. 'Open your
mouth," he told her urgently, and as her lips phlie mouth covered
hers.

And now she knew why those earlier caresses hadh Ilzee
unfulfilling. The hungry demand of Hywel's mouth svan aching
vortex into which she wanted to submerge herskedf, dompelling
pressure of his warm body translated itself intnadonging inside
her that she had not been aware existed. Thereamasndless
lethargy in her bones that only complete surrendauld assuage,
and when decency compelled him to draw back shendiber arms
more closely round his neck, her lips clinging s h



But Hywel knew so much better than she what thisd kbf
lovemaking was- leading to. He had aroused her amavit was she
who was no longer in control of her emotions. Hatgd her so much
it was agony, but a stab of remorse tore, throughamd wrenching
her arms from his neck he propelled her roughlyvatwam him.
Then he thrust open his door and climbed out, aWwagn the
destructive intimacy that urged him to take whag sb innocently
offered.

He took long deep breaths of air while Tamsyn tdrher hot face

into the cool leather of her seat, feeling her dadysenses slowly
beginning to reassert themselves. A terrible awesgnof the

seriousness of what had happened assailed her. Ndbdathe been
thinking of? How could she have thrown herselfiat Bo blatantly,

showing complete and utter disregard for the fédett the was

married? Her breath came in little gulps; if Hyvald not chosen to
extricate himself at that moment, her recklessmesgd have driven

him beyond the edge of reason...

With trembling fingers she fastened her blouse, smdothed the
glorious tangle of her hair. She wished she smokexgarette would
have been very welcome . just then. It would hawerg her
something to do.

As it was she could only look at Hywel's broad heaatkthe rough
vitality of the hair that grew low on his neck, e masculine
strength of him which she had perhaps denied Hdosetver.

Knowing she could not sit there indefinitely-wagifor him to say
something, she climbed out of the vehicle and aggred him.
Spreading out her hands in front of her, she said:

'I'm sorry, I'm sorry. |I—I don't know what came owvee. I'm sorry,
Hywel.'



He turned to her then, his face controlled, hisresgion remote.
'‘Don't apologise,’ he replied harshly. 'It's | véiimuld be apologising
to you.'

Tamsyn's eyes widened, her mouth soft and sensiiven now
showing by its tender vulnerability that only rettgrit had been
passionately possessed. 'Why should you apologise?' she asked
innocently. 'l was to blame. |—l—made—you --'

‘You made medo nothing!" Hywel contradicted her fiercely. 'Dea
God, Tamsyn, surely you've realised | love you leved you since

that day you stood in the airport lounge and askedlervously to see
my credentials!'

Tamsyn glowed. There was no other word to des¢hbdight that
seemed to envelop her. 'Oh, Hywel!" she breatheHilyu'Then --'

‘Wait!" As she would have moved closer to him hHedk a step
backward. 'Don't say anything more, Tamsyn!" hetenet abruptly.
‘Having told you that, having excused myself orsthgrounds, what
| have to say now becomes easier.' He tried toregtioe troubled
doubt that was replacing the gleam of light in &ges and pressed
on: 'No matter what my feelings are for. you, thssociation—our
relationship— can never go any further!

Tamsyn stared at him. '‘Because—because of youPwsfee asked,
dully.

Hywel tugged at the hair at the back of his nddk, hot just because
of that. Tamsyn, even if | were free, | would neask you to marry
me, do you understand?'



CHAPTER EIGHT

TAmMSYN swallowed with obvious difficulty. '‘But—but why®he
stammered. "You—you just said——

‘That | love you? | do.’
‘And | love you, so --'
You thinkyou do," Hywel amended heavily.

'l don't think. Tknow' Tamsyn's cry was agonised. Hywel heaved
sigh. 'Tamsyn, stop it! You're not old enough t@kna thing like
that. Good lord, I've no doubt that before you cam¥&Vales there
was some young man back in Boston who meant jusiuas to you
then as you think | do now!

'No. That's not true!"

‘You're telling me you didn't have any boy-friendsywel was
sceptical.

Tamsyn coloured. 'No, I'm not saying that. I— nallyr | had
boy-friends."'

‘There you are, then.'

'‘But they were not like this,' she cried fierceRhey were youths- --
‘Suitable escorts for a girl of your admachH' remarked Hywel dryly.

'‘No. No, they were not!" Tamsyn sought about fonsavay to make
him believe her. 'Until | came here, | didn't caregreat deal for
anyone. They were friends! My mother didn't encgeranything
else.’



‘And rightly so.’

'Hywel, I've never felt this way about anyone beféNo one has
ever—kissed me—Ilike that --'

Hywel's lips twisted. 'Oh, | believe you," he reted savagely, a
feeling of self-loathing making him want to lasht ati her for being
the cause of that feeling. 'However, much as | tatisillusion you,

| have kissed a woman like that before, and witst jas much
enjoyment! '-

Tamsyn gasped. 'How—how can you say you love melsrdsay a
thing like that to me?' She felt the burning hefatears behind her
eyes. 'Why are you being like this? Why are youngryo hurt me—to
make me hate you?'

Hywel caught her by the shoulders then, shakingahgttle. 'For
God's sake, Tamsyn, it's because | love- you thatdlling you!" he
snarled. 'How do you thinkMummy—Would react to a man of her
own age marrying her daughter?'

‘You—you're not as old as Mummy.'

‘Pretty damn near!" he retorted harshly. '‘Oh, Tamdpn't make it
any more difficult than it already is!" He thrustrhabruptly away
from him. 'And as you pointed out, there is stilf mife.'

Tamsyn was pale. "You—you could get a divorce, v@mtured.

‘To marry you? | think not. | somehow don't thinduy father would
appreciate me as a son-in-law.’

‘Daddy likes you, you know he does.’

‘As a friend, yes. As his daughter's husband, no.’



'‘Hywel, please --' Tamsyn was appealing.

But Hywel had had enough. Without another word Umaed and
walked back to the station wagon. Climbing' inside,commanded
her to get in, too. 'l still have these books étiver to the dealer in
Montgomery,' he said, and Tamsyn was forced to ¢gmap aching
head adding to her mental miseries.

Montgomery, she found, was a far cry from her idehsvhat a

county town might be. Small, and not easily act#ssit nestled at
the foot of the mountains, a charming little plagth architecture of
several periods mingling in comfortable confusidamsyn would

have liked the opportunity to explore its narrowests, but Hywel

was in no mood to linger. He left her in the cailehe entered the
bookshop owned by his colleague, and when he emmemuee fifteen

minutes later, he got back into the car and draveediately out of
town again.

They had not spoken since entering the vehicle, daohsyn's

feelings were taut and raw. She couldn't believevélycould be so

blind as to imagine her feelings for him were lik&b change. She
had never been a girl to give her love carelessign her own father
had not aroused affection in her until recentlyd &er mother had
never encouraged that kind of relationship. Lauaa & cold woman
in many ways, and Tamsyn felt sure all these thamgtributed to the
break-up of her parents' marriage. And until rdgeshe had thought
herself like her mother in this respect. Only noaswhe suffering the
consequences of this disillusionment.

It was late afternoon when they came down the yadigain and
approached her father's house. Tamsyn knew Joamugd vbe
surprised to see them back so soon. She would atigtexpect
Hywel to give Tamsyn a glided tour of Montgomerydye returning
home in the evening.



Hywel stopped at the gate as usual for Tamsyn toogg but
something made her say: 'Won't you come in fonrgk@r in a rather
subdued voice.

Hywel looked as though he was about to refuse dmmh the
capitulated. 'All right," he agreed expressionkesahd a surge of
hope washed over her.

She got out carefully, collecting her chunky caatigvhich had not
been worn from the back seat, and then precededipithe path to
the house. She glanced round once at him, encougtes brooding
gaze, and a thrill of excitement sped along hensteHe loved her.
Whatever else happened, she must remember that.

The porch door was not open as it usually wasistibur of the day,
but Tamsyn saw nothing strange about this. Maynda was
having a bath and didn't want any callers. Butdber gave to the
turning of the handle and they entered the hall.

Tamsyn frowned. The house was unusually quiet.nll@a she
called. 'Joanna, we're back!

No sound but the echo of her own voice came badietoand she
turned anxiously to Hywel. "You—you don't think #imyg's wrong,
do you?' she breathed.

Hywel hesitated a moment and then went past Tantsypen the
door of the living room. It was empty, and with ekebined

thoroughness he opened the doors of all the roamth® ground
floor, with the same result. Tamsyn watched hirhaad pressed to
her mouth, and with a shrug he went to the staidsraounted them
two at a time calling Joanna's name.

Tamsyn stood nervously in the hall. What could Haagpened? Was
something wrong? On rather unsteady legs she entbeeliving



room to await Hywel's return, but as she approadhedempty
fireplace she saw a note propped beside the clomgvHywel had
not noticed earlier.

She read it swiftly and then ran to the door. 'HYweshe called.
‘Hywel, it's all right. I've found a note from Dadd

Hywel came down the stairs slowly. 'What doesy®sa

'It says that Joanna's started the baby and ke's keer to the hospital
in Penmawron.'

Hywel frowned. 'l understood Joanna was to havéé#i at home.'

Tamsyn stared at him. 'Oh—oh, yes! I—I didn't thiblo you—do
you think she's going to be all right? Do you thitllere are
complications?' Her eyes were anxious.

Hywel sighed, glancing round. 'Now don't go getting wrong idea.
There might be some perfectly simple explanatioly wwur father

should have considered it necessary to take hdrospital.' He
frowned. 'Would you like me to run you into Penmam?’

Tamsyn made a helpless gesture. 'Would you?'

'Of course.' Hywel was polite.

Tamsyn hesitated. 'It's late. Perhaps we shouggheine first.'
'If you like." He was indifferent.

Hywel went into the living room while Tamsyn rargethospital. She
was lucky enough to be able to speak to her fahdrhe sounded
reassuring, if a little weary. - --¢



'Yes,' he said, rather tiredly, 'everything is gowell now. The baby
should be born within the next hour.'

'Oh, that's marvellous!" Tamsyn guessed how rafiete must be.
‘But | thought Joanna was to have the baby at Home.

'‘She was.' Her father sighed heavily. 'Fortunatelyas there this
afternoon when.—certain complications necessithsrdemoval to
hospital.’

Tamsyn wondered what these complications mighbberefrained
from questioning him right now. 'Well, I'm .gladeything seems to
be okay now,' she said.

'Oh, yes. As | say, everything's fine.' Her fateeunded confident.
‘But, Tamsyn, I'm glad you've rung, because | wénte speak to
you.'

‘Do you want me to come over?'

'‘Er—no. Not right now.' He hesitated. 'I'll ringlwyas soon as | have
definite news.'

‘All right." ---

‘But—well, is Hywel still with you?'
'Yes.'

‘Then could | have a word with him?'

'Of course.' Tamsyn bit her lip. 'Just a momelMitget him.' She put
down the phone and went to the living room dooywel, Daddy
wants to speak to you.'



Hywel turned from his contemplation of the gardémough the
window. ‘Very well.’

He passed her and she entered the room, waitingtiemply to find
out why her father wanted to speak to Hywel. SHeengpected her
father to call her back to the phone, but he diddywel rang off
before coming back to her.

‘Well?' she said. 'What did Daddy want?'
Hywel regarded her tolerantly. 'How do you knowvésn't private?"
Tamsyn sighed. 'Well, was it?"

‘Actually, no." Hywel thrust his hands deep inte hip pockets. 'He
just wanted me to agree to run you up to Nora'sifemight.’

Tamsyn gasped. 'Joanna’s sister's?"
‘That's right.'
‘But why should | want to go up there?'

'‘Because your father won't be home until morningj you can't stay
here alone.’

'‘Why can't I? I'm not a child!'

‘Lance knew you'd say this. That's why- he wantedartell you, so
that there'd be no argument."

‘Well, there will be an argument!' stated Tamsyat&dly. 'l have no
intention of leaving here to go up to the Edwarts’s. I'm perfectly
capable of looking after myself.'

‘Nevertheless, you are going.'



'‘Are you going to make me?' Tamsyn regarded himkmgty.
‘How? By brute force? You'll have to, you know.'

Hywel's expression became impatient. 'Tamsyn figiene! Joanna

haemorrhaged this afternoon. That was why youlefatiad to rush

her into hospital like that!" Ignoring Tamsyn'sgaheeks, he went on
ruthlessly: '‘Don't you think after all he's beerotigh, he deserves a
bit of consideration?’

Tamsyn hesitated. 'l don't see why my staying herejot should
concern him unduly. So far as he's concerned, galischarged your
duty. He'll be none the wiser whatever | decidddo

Hywel breathed deeply. 'Tamsyn, I'm asking youasdd

‘No!" Tamsyn turned away. The very last thing slaated was to be
thrust into close proximity with David after thifernoon's events.

Hywel looked as though he would have liked to hpi&ed her up
and carried her out to the station wagon, but sievkhe would not
do that. He could not be sure how she would rdatiesother end of
their journey.

‘Very well," he said, through clenched teeth. 'Amow do you
suppose your father will feel if he rings the Edegas to tell .you that
Joanna has had the baby? And you're not there!" --'

Tamsyn's brows drew together. 'Well, he said s it soon now.
He's sure to ring here if I'm not at Nora's an#idlissimply explain
that | haven't left yet. That will be the truthany case.’

Hywel looked at her for a long moment, bringing term colour to
her cheeks, and then abruptly he. turned away.€Hayour own
way!" he snapped grimly, and turning on his heelbted out of the
house.



Tamsyn heard his station wagon drive away with samsgivings.
Not that she regretted refusing going to the Edw/ardbut it had been
such a strange afternoon and she felt entirelyridistated. She
wished she had been able to suggest that he siashare a meal with
her, but she knew if she had done so he would hafused in the
present circumstances. So instead she went intkititteen and put
on the kettle and made herself a pot of tea, hamiga sandwich in
lieu of a meal. She wasn't particularly hungry, tnat hollow feeling
inside her was making her feel sick and the sarfuwemrved its
purpose.

Afterwards, she wandered restlessly round the howshing her
father would hurry up and phone. If he waited tatelit Would
become obvious to him that she had no intentiole@fing for the
Edwards's.

The sultry afternoon had given way to a cloudy awgand from the
blue-blackness of the clouds that were rolling ianf the hills
Tamsyn guessed they were going to have some rairthdugh to
prove her supposition, a low rumble of thunder echoound the
valley and a few drops of rain splattered the wimslo

She glanced at her watch. It was after seven. W her father
going to phone?

The sudden shrill pealing of the telephone balttitd her and she
rushed out into the hall eagerly. Her father atdtieer end seemed
less concerned with her whereabouts than with gongehe news

that Joanna had had a son. Tamsyn was delightddhfioastonished
at the almost stammering excitement her fatheraysgd. The child

had been born about half an hour ago, he saidhatidt and Joanna
were doing well.

'I'm so glad,' said Tamsyn again, feeling an unetqueprick of tears
at her father's obvious pride.



Eventually Lance calmed down, a little, sufficignflo to question
why she had not been at the Edwards's when hetmangfirst.

'l—er—I thought I'd have a meal first,’ she temped carefully.
‘Don't worry, Daddy. Everything's under controldnér

'‘Good, good!" Lance was still too exhilarated to kenaany
protestations at her alteration of his plans, dmdfelt satisfied when
he rang off that the last person he would worryulveas her.

Even so, when the call was over and the remainfdeeevening and
the night stretched ahead of her to oblivion, Tamigjt the first

twinges of uncertainty. .Maybe if the weather hagh@ined calm and
unruffled she would have felt less edgy, but tlhenstwas threatening
In earnest now and for all it was not yet eightex’k, it was dark
enough to require lights.

Sighing, she drew the curtains. If there was ttdigning she didn't
want to see it. She wasn't unnecessarily scaredtarins, but
similarly she did not revel in them.

Taking a book from the shelf, she seated hersethencouch and
endeavoured to apply herself to the story. Butrt@my things had
happened for her to relax completely, and althotnghbook was.
interesting she could not lose herself in it.

The storm broke violently, the sound of the thundehoing and
re-echoing round the hills, the rain lashing agathe panes with
concerted violence. At nine o'clock Tamsyn wentnibthe house
checking that all the doors were locked and thatwindows were
firmly closed against the wet. The lightning whibhd not been
visible behind the curtains in the living room ihinated the hall and
staircase and she was glad to regain the comparsgiourity of her
chair. She had not attempted to use the televisioaid of causing a
power blackout, and by ten o'clock she decideatmdped. Once she



was asleep, the morning would soon come round, \aitid it,
daylight.

She was climbing into bed when she heard the soutside. At first

she thought she was mistaken, that sh” had imagesctrunching of
gravel under a heavy footstep, but a repetitiotnefmnoise convinced
her that someone was out there. "

Immediately, her heart palpitated wildly, and aiferd feeling of

being cut off from human contact overwhelmed hene Shad

definitely not heard a car, -so 'whoever was oatdthad come on
foot. A tramp perhaps, she thought uneasily, lopkor shelter from

the storm.

Turning out her bedroom light so that whoever iswauld not see
her silhouette when she opened her bedroom doewrept silently
down the stairs to the hall. The telephone stoastetrand she
regarded it doubtfully. Should she ring Hywel aetl him that she
thought there was an intruder outside, or woulthkeeely ridicule her
anxiety? Who else could she ring?

An ominous silence had descended upon the hougerbanly by
the sound of the rain which seemed to be slowiraglgally. She
breathed deeply.. Perhaps she had been mistalegrathftPerhaps it
had been a cat or some other wild creature vermgfuwiose to the
house, driven by the wildness of the weather. Sighéd. She was a
fool, standing here, imagining the worst.

A sudden crash of thunder almost overhead madgihngr and as it
was followed almost immediately by a vivid flashlgfhtning and
another heavy rumble the hall and the area imm&gtiautside the
front door were illuminated for a shocked momenhdAin that
moment, through the frosted glass of the hall wimgloTamsyn
distinguished the unmistakable outline of a man.



Her heart pounded so loudly she felt certain it \@adible. With
trembling fingers she reached for the phone, fftine receiver and
putting it to her ear. But it was dead! Absolutahd utterly dead! She
rattled it frantically, but to no avail; for oneason or another the
telephone was no longer working.

And then, as she shrank back against the stagsg.tivas a heavy
hammering on the front door.

For a few moments Tamsyn remained motionless, eodfieéd to

make an effort to escape upstairs and lock hargelher room, even
supposing she had had a key. She blamed herstfiyifor not

taking Hywel's advice and going up to the Edwardss how was
she to know that tonight of all nights they'd haverowler?

The hammering came again and with it Hywel's vabeuting

impatiently: "Tamsyn! Open up! | know you're noteap! | saw your
light as | came up the drive. Come on! I'm getsiogked to the skin
out here! --

Tamsyn went weak at the knedswvas Hywel'He had come back!

She stumbled to the door and wrenched back thelt-she had
secured earlier, and as she did so a feeling cdramglled up inside
her, replacing her relief. How dared he come hetleistime of night
just to frighten her like this?

She turned the key reluctantly now, but before @hdd stop him
Hywel took hold of the handle and thrust open tberdentering
quickly and slamming it behind him. He unfastensel thigh-length
overcoat he was wearing and shook the drops ofrvirata his thick
hair. Then after one look at her tremulously indigihface, belied by
the paleness of her cheeks and the anxious ba#iah her eyes, he
uttered a muffled oath and pulled her into his atmgging her close
against his warm body.



Tamsyn wanted to resist, but his nearness, the oed@ smell of
him, was too much for her, and she wrapped her svored his waist,
pressing herself against him.

Desire stirred unwillingly inside him, and with detnination he put
her away from him again, summoning his anger. I t@u you

shouldn't have stayed here alone. Go and get drasskl'll take you
up to Nora's.'

Tamsyn stared at him, swaying a little. ‘I haventention of going
up to Nora's,' she stated unsteadily.'Just—jusalm you come
creeping up here, terrifying the life out of meedn't mean that |
have to do as you say!

Hywel's expression hardened. 'l did not carneepingup here!' he
denied coldly.

'‘But you didn't come in the car, did you?' Tamsyasvangry too,
Now.

'‘No. | walked,' he agreed bleakly.

'‘Why? Why walk in the pouring rain unless you wante frighten
me?'

Hywel raked a hand through his wet hair. 'Becaysag, ridiculous
child, I wanted to protect your reputation!'

'My reputation!'Tamsyn was sceptical. 'l don't understand.’

Hywel made an impatient gesture. 'lIf anyone wasde my car
parked outside here at this time of night with ytather and Joanna
away there would be plenty to talk about, woulthetre?’



Tamsyn hesitated. 'l didn't ask you to come,’ sittat last with some
resentment. 'Why did you?'

'Have you tried to use the telephone?’

'Y-yes. Just now, actually. When—when | thought yware a
prowler.’

'And?"
‘It's dead.

'‘Precisely. The wires are down over the valley. $toem of course,
Is responsible.’

'l see." Tamsyn moved her head up and down slolyd you
thought that — that --'

‘That you might try to use the phone and be frigtewhen you got
no reply,' finished Hywel grimly. '‘Obviously | wagong.'

Tamsyn felt terrible, and for the first time she®ae aware of her
state ofdishabille. Until then she had not considered that she w
wearing only the cream silk wrapper she had waymfthe bathroom

to her bedroom.

'I—I'm sorry, Hywel,' she apologised awkwardly. T didn't think." .

'‘No." He sounded remote. 'Now | suggest you do askland get
dressed. The Edwardses won't be in bed with tarsnsgjoing on.'

Tamsyn sighed, and turning away she entered thimgsitoom
switching on the light. 'I'm not leaving,' she shrdly. 'l don't want
to go there. Can't you just accept that?"



Hywel came to the doorway, his hands in the poc&ktss opened
coat, disturbingly male and to her wonderfully fami 'l can't leave
you here alone without even telephone communicatidhe outside
world,' he insisted grimly. 'I'd never forgive mifse' He broke off
abruptly. "'Tamsyn, won't you just be reasonable?"

Tamsyn regarded him regretfully. 'I'm hot leavirghe said again.
'‘But you can stay here, if you want to.'

Hywel's eyes hardened. 'You can't be serious!
'‘Why not? There's plenty of room.’

Hywel turned away, resting his head against ther gamb, his
forehead against his hand. 'Tamsyn, you know k céay here.'

Tamsyn grew impatient. Impatient with herself fdowaing him to
disturb her so, and impatient with him for not sgdihe helplessness
of her position.

'‘Why not?' she demanded, half tauntingly. 'Are wbtaid to trust
yourself?'

Hywel looked at her then and there was a tormeatgzhy in his
eyes, but his voice was bitter and cold. 'No, Tams$e said.,.'I'm not
an animal! | can control my instincts | It was yagain that | was
thinking of.’

Tamsyn felt the familiar sense of inadequacy agsail '‘Obviously
I'm not good enough for you,' she said tremulously.emotions are
not so clinically controlled." She squared her $thexs. 'If you'll

excuse me, | think I'll go to bed. I'm rather tired

Hywel heaved a sigh. 'All right,' he said slowll. stay .-Where shall
| sleep? Down here?'



Tamsyn shook her head jerkily. "'The couch wouldag be big
enough,' she said, crossing the room on shakirsg égu can use my
bed. I'll sleep in my father's."

Hywel stepped aside and she passed him with eystedv Upstairs,
it was a tantalisingly disturbing experience shauMmm where her
room was. But Hywel deliberately avoided lookindhat arid with a
brief 'Goodnight’ she left him and went into thestea bedroom.

All the same, there was something-reassuring dbmwing he was
within calling distance, and although she had mpieeted to sleep
for hours, she didn't know another thing until tidliant sunlight
was probing her eyelids.

She got up lazily, peering out of her window orthe rain-washed
fields. Everything smelt fresh and clean this megnand a sense of
well-being enveloped her.

She dressed quickly in jeans and a cotton sweaderhbing her hair
and leaving it loose. Then she went downstairspartan the kettle.
There was no sign of Hywel and she went to theobotif the stairs
and looked up thoughtfully.

When the tea was made she put the teapot and fpgoocua tray and
carried them upstairs, going to her room in eageicipation. But

when she opened the door she found to her suthasé was empty.
Hywel had gone, and had it not been for the cruthptate of the bed
she might have been inclined to believe she hadnaréhe whole
thing....



CHAPTER NINE

LANCE STANFORD arrived home soon after nine and seemed surpris
to find Tamsyn there.

'l thought you'd still be up at Llanelfed,' he exoied.

Tamsyn coloured. 'l didn't go to Llanelfed, Daddshe explained
carefully. 'l wouldn't go. | wanted to stay here.'

'You mean you stayed here alone—in all that stofdmaP’ce was
horrified.

Tamsyn flushed more deeply. 'l—yes—why not?'
Her father shook his head. 'l told Hywel --'

‘Yes, | know what you told Hywel, but | wouldn't .gbon't fuss,
Daddy. I'm all right, really | am. Now, how's JoarfmAnd the baby?'

For the next half hour her father was diverted thd her all about
his new son. They were going to call him Glyn, afileanna'’s father
who had died some few years ago.

'‘Glyn Stanford,' said Tamsyn experimentally. 'Yidike it.'

During the next few days Tamsyn saw little of lrethér. He spent his
days between his patients and the hospital, onigirep home to
sleep, and Tamsyn used the time to get the housdifutly clean for
Joanna's return.

But the day before Joanna was due to come homeyhamseived a
telegram, and after she had read it she criedlfioost an hour. Not
that it was bad news exactly? But when her fatbad it, he saw what
it meant.



'‘She expects you to return to Boston at once,alte She noticed he
did not say 'return home'.

'Yes.' Tamsyn felt almost physically sick.

'It says your mother has broken her ankle. Whyt eanyone, else take
care of her until your holiday is over?' -- .

Tamsyn sighed. 'Rebecca, Mummy's maid and housekds@way
in New Orleans, staying with her sister. | expastCharles has had
to continue with the lecture tour, she's feelingtfyr lonely on her
own.'

Lance heaved a sigh. 'And what about me?' he dezdand

Tamsyn looked at him gently. '‘Oh, Daddy, | don'ttma go. But you
have at least got Joanna—and your son!'

'I want my daughter, too,' he muttered grimly. "Bgm if | let you
go, will you come back again?"

Tamsyn swallowed hard. 'l—I shall try.'

Lance nodded. 'Oh, well, there's nothing more Issan Have—have
you rung the airport? Made any arrangements yet?'

'‘No."Tamsyn shook her head.

Lance sighed. 'And Joanna is coming home tomortdmow she
was hoping you'd be here to help out with things.'

‘And | wanted to be,' exclaimed Tamsyn passionateiyt what can |
do? She is my mother, and she expects me to go.'



'l know." Lance rubbed the back of his neck weariBll right,
Tamsyn. I'll have a word with Hywel. If you can getflight for
tomorrow evening, maybe he would take you Up todam’

Tamsyn nodded eagerly, her heart lifting a lithtaybe on that long
journey to town she would be able to persuade loirsee things
differently. Convince him that she would come bé#dke asked her
to.

But in the event, it was not Hywel who took herliondon, but

David. When her father returned that afternoonas\o tell her with

some surprise that Hywel had gone away a few dggsaad Mrs.

Williams didn't know where. This news was almost tauch for

Tamsyn to bear. That she should be leaving wagbadgh. That she
should be leaving without seeing Hywel was agougisin

On Thursday evening she went with her father tohtbspital to see
Joanna and the new baby and to say goodbye. Joamapset that
she was leaving, too, and it was all Tamsyn couldta prevent
herself crying right there in the maternity warieShad been able to
get a reservation on a flight from Heathrow leavatgeven o'clock
the following evening, and this was to be her laight with her
father. They sat up until the early hours talkiagd by the time
Tamsyn went to bed her father had assured hinsaifshe would
return just as soon as she possibly could.

David himself was rather remote on the journey tmdon. He
sensed that Tamsyn's tearful departure from hleefatas not all that
was troubling her, hut he did not question her altptor which she
was thankful. She could not have borne an argumghthim.

He didn't stay for the take-off making some exalseut being a long
way back to Trefallath. Tamsyn didn't really mibdit she felt very
much alone as she walked the catwalk to the powBdeing.



Tamsyn dropped ice into the bucket with the tomgbthen thrust the
container back into the freezer.

Wiping her hands, she listened to the steady huwoicks from the
lounge. The party was going well and her mother &asying being
the centre of attraction again, elegantly relaxedhe chaise-longue.
Every one was commiserating with her for havingkbroher ankle,
and having to .leave her husband after only a feeks of marriage
to return home alone. But, they went on, she wakyluo have
Tamsyn around to help her. What a wonderful dauggite must be
to come home early from her own holiday to takeecaf her
mother. ---

Tamsyn's lips twisted. In the last week since barrn she had heard
it all, all the old cliches about loyalty and dategty duty. What
would they think, she wondered, if she were to tieim how she
really felt? What would be their reaction to henanncement that
she had only come home because Laura had pragticsisted that
she should do so? That she had not wanted to caoketd Boston at
all? That she continually fought the feeling of emsnent that
engulfed her when, she considered the curtailménhes own
arrangements? How could they be expected to urahelrshow
despairing was the frustration she managed outwsvduppress?

Since returning to Boston she had written to h#vefig but she had
had no reply as yet, and she ached for news of Hysvee would
have liked to have written to him, too, but unkiesknew that he had
returned to Trefallath she would not risk the letédling into Mrs.
Williams's hands.

During the long nights that she had lain awakeesimer return she
had come to a decision. When her mother was seffiilgi recovered
to listen she was going to suggest that once Cheetarned from his



lecture tour she might return to Wales. She dkdriwv quite how she
was going to phrase such a request; her motherdweilsure to
question ~the advisability of neglecting her stad@part from
anything else; but somehow it had to be made dlegtr Tamsyn
considered herself old enough to make such desismmerself.

And after all, _ now that her mother was marriediagTamsyn's
position in the -household became much less imporédready her
mother had taken to discussing her work with Clsailemuch the
same way as she had once discussed it with Tarasgnbesides, it
was what Tamsyn herself wanted to do.

Even so, the prospect was daunting to say the Eagialthough they
had spoken about Lance and Joanna, and the new balnge
Tamsyn's return, never at any time had it beennasduhat Tamsyn
had spent anything more than a rather obligatojguso with her
father. Laura seemed to regard the fact of Lari@/ng a child as
somewhat distasteful, and Tamsyn realised, witklfaracriminatory
flash of remembrance, that that was exactly howhsgttereacted in
the beginning.

But it was different for her. Her ties with hertat were as strong as
they ever were, while Laura had cut the silver dordyood. Tamsyn
wondered if she never regretted giving up the loiva man like her
father for the rnuch less attractive demands oareer. Although
Tamsyn herself had always imagined that that waet whe wanted,
too, during recent weeks she had come to know lessemuch
better. Hywel had been right when he had told hat her weeks in
the valley would teach -her a lot. Only he had theh been aware
that he was to play an integral part in that edanat

The following week there was a letter from her é&tilamsyn picked
it up from the doormat when she went downstairs moening to
prepare Laura's breakfast tray. Laura had takbaviong breakfast in



bed, and usually Tamsyn appreciated these few gsralone before
she had to respond to her mother's somewhat dentppdrsonality.

Carrying the letter into the kitchen, a streamlinsdace-age type
kitchen, that bore no resemblance to Joanna'sisedutieanliness or
Hywel's untidy cooking area, she perched on a stbtlle breakfast
bar and slit open the envelope.

AScanning the pages that emerged, she felt hetselporarily
transported back to the valley, to her father'sskom its fold of
moorland. First of all he thanked her for her lettelling her how
delighted he had been to receive it and to knowdhee out of sight
he was not out of Tamsyn's mind. Then he went @utaboanna's
return from hospital and how much weight Glyn wasnang. The
baby was to be christened in six weeks' time andsuggested
tentatively that she might come back for the event.

Tamsyn read on urgently, a warmth developing inbigleas Lance
went on to describe how much they all missed heanda said the
house was empty without her.

He touched briefly on what they had discussed tgktrbefore she
came away, and urged her to consider making Tatfeler second
home.

Tamsyn came to the end with misgivings. It had b&enderful to
hear from her father, to know that he was thinkabgut her, but there
had been no mention of Hywel. Why? Was he stilly@#v@r did her
father not consider it important to mention him2dAmhy should he,
after all? So far as he was concerned, Hywel meanmhore to her
than David Edwards, and he hadn't mentioned hiheeit

Folding the letter back into its envelope, TamdyhaT the stool and
went to plug in the percolator. She might as wedleppt the fact that
so far as Hywel was concerned her return to théeStavas the



inevitable end of a rather untidy episode. He adergd the affair
closed, and so should she. Apart from all the oibsuwes, he was
married, and obviously had no intention of chandhmag situation.

The days that followed the arrival of her fath&stter seemed harder
to bear somehow than those earlier days. She wad&iween the

desire to tell her mother that she wanted to retorwales, and the
crushing humiliation she would feel if Hywel agagfused to regard

their relationship seriously.

Gerry Thorpe returned to Boston a couple of dater.|8ecause of
Tamsyn's break-up of their holiday plans, he hambapanied his
parents to Miami Beach for a prolonged vacationd &we was
delighted to find that Tamsyn was already home.

He came round the night he returned and at hereristiuggestion
he took Tamsyn for a drive in his father's cartrith Tamsyn was

aware that her mother “was becoming increasinghcemed about
her, realising as the days went by that althoughlilaeghter appeared
to be exactly the same as before she went awagabiethe surface
she had changed. Laura y£as unable to put herforgany specific

thing or she would have brought it up with her, bevertheless she
welcomed the return of Gerry Thorpe as another gie@rds the

kind of situation that had existed before Tamsyntvaavay.

Gerry was reassuringly unchanged. They drove otlteesound arid
sat in the car, talking and exchanging experiences.

'So how was Wales?' he asked, lighting a cigarétel your father?
Was it as bad as you expected?’

‘It wasn't bad at all,’ replied Tamsyn shorthhhdd a marvellous time!'

'l bet."



'l did, too. Daddy was very kind, and Joanna waan'all like |
expected her to be.’

Gerry sighed. 'Then how come you came back so Part
‘Mummy broke her ankle.’

'So?'

'So she needed me. Charles continued with ther&etdur, you see.’

'So what? Surely your mother could have gottendtieashurse! You
needn't have come hating back here to play thetdédaughter.'

Tamsyn hunched her shoulders. 'Oh, you know Mun8hg. wanted
me. So | came.'

Gerry nodded. 'Yeah, | know Mummy," he said dryly.
Tamsyn sighed. 'So what did you do? Was Miami Bdac'

'Oh, yes, it was great 1 The only time | wore atsias in the
evenings.'

Tamsyn smiled. 'You are tanned.’
'So are you. | guess this climate in England wasntiad after all.'

"Wales," corrected Tamsyn, playing with the tersdioff hair that
brushed her cheek. 'And no, the weather was pyetiy.'

‘What did you do?'

'‘Do?' Tamsyn shrugged. 'Oh, well, | sunbathed,ldreped Joanna
about the house --'



‘Some holiday!

'l didn't mind. She—she was expecting a baby wharrived. She
had it a week before | came away.'

‘A baby!" Gerry raised his eyebrows. 'Gosh, | thaugwell, |
mean—didn't you mind?'

Tamsyn considered. 'l did at first. But then | ig&d how silly it
was—minding something like that. | mean, they lave another,
and it's the most natural thing in the world, akr

'l guess so.' Gerry regarded her intently. 'Geeska, | missed you.'
'‘Did you?' Tamsyn couldn't meet his eyes. 'Thats.h

'l gather from that rather insipid little commehat you didn't miss
me!' he remarked, rubbing his ear.

Tamsyn made a helpless gesture. 'l—I didn't say-tha

‘You didn't have to. It's obvious. It's okay, Tamsive known all
along | was nothing special so far as you're covext

'‘Oh, Gerry!

'It's my own fault. | knew it wasn't as importaatyou as it is to me
when you refused to go against your mother and awiag with me.'

'l like you, Gerry.'

Gerry nodded. 'Fine.' Determinedly, he changedtingect. 'They're
having a sort of tennis tournament over at. the Me$ps' on Tuesday
afternoon. How about coming on over with me?'



Tamsyn hesitated, and then she relaxed. 'Why sb&'agreed. ‘It
might be fun.’

By the time Charles returned, full of confidenaanfrhis lecture tour,
and Tamsyn had summoned up enough courage to apphea
mother about returning to Wales, Laura had conwroerself that
she had been mistaken in thinking her daughter dimhged. In
recent weeks, she had been out almost every dayGetry Thorpe,
or with one or other of the young group they mixeith, and it
seemed that her trip to Europe and the visit wahfather were past
and forgotten.

So it was with shocked surprise that Laura, nevagrated from her
plaster, listened to Tamsyn asking whether she insghak to her
privately one evening.

With a twinge of alarm feathering along her veibaura frowned
impatiently. 'We are private, darling. Whatever yw@ave to say you
can say in front of Charles.’

Charles was seated comfortably in his armchair aitener, reading
a newspaper, a glass of brandy beside him. Therausemester was
about to begin and both he and her mother werengakie most of
these last few days before their work commandeiedtime.

Tamsyn hesitated and then gave a resigned sighy iv@l. | want
you to allow me to return to Trefallath.’

Laura could not have looked more stunned, and &remles folded
his newspaper and stared at her.

'You mean—you mean—go back to your father?' asleenld faintly.

'Yes. For a time.'



"What do you mean-—for a time?"

'I—I thought perhaps six months --'

'Six months!Laura was horrified. 'But what about your studies?
Tamsyn expelled her breath jerkily. 'They couldtwai

Charles got up from his chair. 'Don't you think yeubehaving rather
foolishly?' he asked. 'Is this your father's sugga8"

'‘No. It's mine.' Tamsyn resented having to answ@ftarles like this.
He was not related to her. She felt more affinitthwoanna than with
him, for all she had known him so much longer.

'‘But | don't Understand.' Laura fanned herself vagin handkerchief.
‘Whatever are you going to do at Trefallath forrsianths?'

Tamsyn shrugged. 'Exactly the same as | shouldeds hsuppose.'
'‘But you wouldn't be able to continue your studiesgheated Laura.

'l know. Strange as it may seem, Mummy, people gainalong
without that sort of thing.'

'Oh, this is all your father's doing!" exclaimeduka, losing patience.
'l knew | shouldn't have let you go.'

‘That's not true!" Tamsyn was indignant. 'He hasietl to persuade
me, one way or the other. It's my. own decisiomaht to go back.’

'l don't understand, | simply don't understanduriaarose from her
seat on the chaise-longue and limped across tohmogelf a glass of
sherry. 'l always thought you were happy here.’



'l was—I am!' Tamsyn made a frustrated gesture. 'Mummy, peoj
can be happy in different ways.'

'‘But you've never wanted to do anything like the$doe.' --.
'l didn't know my father before!' retorted Tamsyn:

'‘Precisely,’ said Charles heavily. 'It's obvioubatever protestations
you might make, that this all hinges on him!'

'It doesn't!" declared Tamsyn passionately. 'Hely part of it.'

Laura's brows drew together. 'And what is that sgpd to mean?'
she demanded icily.

Tamsyn pressed her palms together. 'Well—well,eleesomeone
else.’

'‘Someone else?' Laura stared at her. 'What do pan?h
'l mean there's someone else | want to see again.'

Laura raised her eyes heavenward. 'Oh, God! Noesamequited
teenage crush!'

'It's nothing like that!" cried Tamsyn, her chebksning.

‘Then what is it like? Good heavens, Tamsyn, atéette enough
young men here for you to take your pick? Did yauéhto go and get
involved with some pimply-faced youth fresh frone ttoal-face!

‘That's—that's unforgivable!" Tamsyn was horrified.

Charles raised a hand calmingly. 'Now don't ledtshysterical about
this,' he advised carefully. 'Allowing this discigssto deteriorate



into a slanging match is not going to help anydiseiggest we allow
Tamsyn to tell us what she means quietly and calmly

Laura pressed her handkerchief to her lips. 'lItdeaht to hear. It's
ludicrous!'

Charles gave her a hard look and she subsided dhet@ouch,
blowing her nose vigorously. Then he turned to T\ams

‘Now,' he said, 'what is this all about?"

Tamsyn moved her shoulders a trifle nervouslys diite simple
really. I've fallen in love.'

'Oh, spare me that, at least,' moaned Laura Iytterl

'It's true!" cried Tamsyn urgently. 'l can't helplididn't want it to
happen—I didn't expect k to happen, but it did.'

‘And who is this young man?' asked Charles, igmphrs wife's
distress for the moment. 'Where does he live? \tlbes he do?"'

Tamsyn swallowed with difficulty. 'He—he's not auymg man,
exactly,' she said carefully.

Laura pricked up her ears. 'What do you mean? \Whe?'

'He—nhe's a friend of Daddy's,' said Tamsyn quicldywriter. And
he lives in the village.'

‘A writer!" snapped Laura disbelievingly. 'What ddee write?"
'‘Give her time," said Charles impatiently.

'He writes novels,' went on Tamsyn reluctantlys'Hame is Hywel
Benedict.'



'Hywel Benedict!Laura was flabbergasted. 'Hywel Benedict! Goc
God, Tamsyn, you're not involved with him!"

'l didn't say | was involved with him," Tamsyn exiched quickly.
‘Mummy, it's not like that.’

‘What is all this?' Charles was confused now. 'Dw know this man,
Laura?'

'Know him? Know him? Of course | know him. Joansis cousin.
Why, he even attended our wedding, Lance's and.mine

Charles looked perplexed. 'And this is the manrgoun love with,
Tamsyn?"

'‘Yes.' Tamsyn ignored Laura's gasp of derision.
'‘And he's in love with you?'

Tamsyn bent her head. 'No, | didn't say that,' refpdied quietly.
'‘He—he regards me as a child.'

'l should think he does!" Laura was somewhat mediby Tamsyn's
answer. 'Heavens, Charles, the idea's ridiculdiastisyn looked up
then. 'Why is it ridiculous?’

Laura gave her an .exasperated stare. 'Becauseatiie too old for
you, of course. And in any case, he's unsuitable.'

‘To whom?' persisted Tamsyn relentlessly.

‘To you—to me—to everyone! Tamsyn, I've been vayemt with
you, but | don't want to hear any more about it.'



'‘Laura!" That was Charles's voice holding a faimirming. 'Laura,
don't be top hasty.’

'‘Why? Why shouldn't | be hasty?'

Charles frowned. 'Well, because Tamsyn is not @ cbf course, no
matter how she may appear to you. She'll be eightert month. Old
enough to make decisions for herself.'

Laura opened her mouth to protest again, and thesea it. She
always listened to Charles's advice, weighing &luwg it. She
understood what he was trying to get across taheiis quiet words
prevented her from spilling out the bitterness askentment that
trembled on her tongue.,

Controlling herself, she said, with obvious reluct ‘Well,
Charles? What is your opinion?"

Charles tugged thoughtfully at his chin. 'l think whould seriously
consider letting her go, if that's what she wamtsdd,' he said,
shocking his wife into silence. 'But not yet.'

Tamsyn, who had thought she had found an unexpatifedurned
to him uncertainly. 'Not yet?' she .echoed. 'What you

mean?'Charles ran his tongue over his soft lipgll;Wsuggest we
leave it for the present, but if you feel the saahé€hristmas we'll
discuss it again—how about that?'

Tamsyn stared at him. Christmas was almost fourtihsoaway. And
yet...

'And if | do?' she asked.

‘Then we'd have to let you go, of course.' He tdrte his wife.
‘Wouldn't we, Laura?'



Laura moved restlessly, almost shredding her hantlef between
her nervous fingers. 'If--if you say so, Charlestie agreed
reluctantly.

Charles folded his hands behind' his back. 'l thit&kthe fairest
assessment of the situation,' he stated pedawticahd after all,
Tamsyn, you mean everything to your mother, youwkitioat. You
wouldn't really want to do something against wistle was wholly
opposed, would you?'

'‘Well—no.' Tamsyn felt slightly discomfited.

'‘Good. It's settled then.' Charles managed a famle. 'And now |
suggest we forget all about it. Is Gerry comingrdies evening?'

Tamsyn felt frustration knotting inside her. No meatwhat Charles
said, she didn't altogether trust him. How couldfeee to her going
to Wales one moment, and the next ask whether alseabout to go
out with Gerry Thorpe? The two things were incornipat Hadn't he
listened to what she had said' about Hywel? Didertprotestations
mean anything to him? --,

She turned to her mother. Laura was sipping sheeakly, casting
reproachful glances in Tamsyn's direction, expegdtier to apologise
for the scene that had just taken place.

Tamsyn was tempted to rail at them, at both of th8me Was
tempted to tell them that she intended to do .&xastshe liked; that
she would go to Wales and marry Hywel, or just hvigh him if he
Would have her! That no matter what they said avéheer long they
made her wait, sooner or later she would go back.



CHAPTER TEN

TAaMSYN wrote and told her father that she would not He &breturn
to Trefallath in time for Glyn's christening. Shatéd disappointing
him like this, but she eagerly went on to tell limat she had spoken
to her mother about spending some time in Walesshrdhoped to
see them all again soon after Christmas. It washer unsatisfactory
promise, and she hoped her father would understdrad she was
trying to convey.

Writing to Hywel was much more difficult. To begiith, she

couldn't be sure he was back home again, and nemhatv she tried
she could not get the words to sound right. Whenpslured out her
true feelings on to paper they looked wildly ronm@nthe foolish

garblings of a love-struck adolescent, which waes l&#st thing she
wanted him to think. But when she tried to contiioeése same
feelings and merely write the kind of letter onewdosend to a friend
it looked cold and stilted, filled with the detait$ her activities,

reflecting the superficial kind of life she wasdesg.

Eventually she had to give it up, and she waitespderately to see
whether he might Write to her. In the letter shd sent to her father
she had asked about Hywel, how he was, whetheabdack, and so
on, and she prayed he might hear of this and de¢cideite himself.

But the days and weeks went by without further wiooth either of

them, and Tamsyn, immersed in the academic litee€ollege, tried
to concentrate all her energies in other directidhsvas useless
looking forward to Christmas. The festival was duieus goal at
best and the aching knowledge that Hywel had |letdave without

making any small attempt to get in touch with heaged at her like a
disease. To consider going back there to facendi§féerence was a
gruelling prospect. And yet she knew that no mditey ignominious

might be her defeat she must try again.



There were times when she asked herself why shédsfeel so sure
about her feelings. What was there about Hywel &ttaacted her?
Among her friends here in Boston there were youeg,tall, broad,
handsome young men, who were quite prepared to imakérget

the past had she allowed them to do so. And yefedhro response
towards them. Why? If what she felt for Hywel wa®rely a

physical, sexual urgency, why couldn't some othem fill the aching

void?

It was at times like these that she felt almospdeste. Shdoved
Hywel, that was the difference. He was the only stamwanted. And
if she couldn't have him she would have no onesAdl asked was the
chance to live near him, to see him now and thesr. lBve was
enough.

Her mother and Charles, she knew, were hopingtkigaprolonged
separation would achieve what all their argumerdgsld/not. Once
Tamsyn overheard them speaking together and alkhebg knew
she ought not to listen the mention of her and Hpanemes was
sufficient to rivet her to the spot. It confirmeertearlier suspicions of
Charles at any rate. His apparent falling-in wign plans had merely
been a ploy to give them time to persuade herhialife was here in
Boston, with them.

And they might have succeeded, Tamsyn admitted drself
honestly, had her feelings for Hywel been the dlysemotions they
imagined them to be. After all, materially she leadrything any girl
could wish for. On her eighteenth birthday in OeigbLaura
presented her with a small sports car, and althdiaghsyn accepted
that this was part of their plan for keeping her#) she couldn't fail
to find it exciting having her own transport.

Gerry taught her to drive and by the time the fitlgskes of snow
began to fall she was as proficient as he. Sheeagted Gerry's



companionship during those weeks. Aware that hé helespecial

place in her thoughts, he proved himself a goahtfj and although
Tamsyn knew her mother would have chosen someonee It
aggressively masculine for her Tamsyn preferred ry&er
uncomplicated company.

Christmas was getting nearer and suddenly Tamsgano& feel
excited. The weeks and months between had gradlighed by and
soon she would have to hold her mother and Chirléegeir promise.
She had told Gerry she was going back to Wales @fteastmas and
he had been amazed.

'What on earth do you want to do that for?' he éslced. Then with
narrowed eyes, 'Are you sure there's not somelgeng tyou haven't
told me about?'

Tamsyn had made some evasive reply, but she seéhaederry
didn't altogether believe her. Not that she mindeadly. Sooner or
later he would get to know, one way or the other.

Christmas Day was quite pleasant. The Penmansajpaety in the
evening and several of Tamsyn's friends were id\ateng with their
parents. There Were games and kisses under thietogsand the
giving and receiving of presents, and Tamsyn fotveself not to
speculate on Hywel's Christmas, possibly aloneisrhbuse beside
the chapel, eating some terrible fare that Mrslisviis had prepared
for him.

The day after Christmas, Boxing Day, Laura devalopevirus
infection.

At first Tamsyn was very sympathetic. Laura wasfio@d to her
bedroom and did look terribly frail after her freou attacks of
vomiting. Tamsyn helped Rebecca as much as shel,caulning



Charles's approval, and generally creating a cdalite atmosphere.
But as the days went by and Laura improved thilngsged.

It became obvious that Laura's prolonged sojourbad was not
wholly designed to improve her health. So long las emained
upstairs, apart from the rest of the household,skancould not very
well trouble her with her affairs, and the New Yeame in without
anything further being said about Tamsyn leavingtBuo.

One afternoon Tamsyn did try to bring up the subyath Charles,
but his reaction was to shake his head and tethia¢ishe would have
to wait until her mother was well again.

Frustration set in and Tamsyn paced her room ligaged lion. She
had done what they asked.® She had waited untis@mss. Why
couldn't they let her go as they had promised?

Eventually she came to a decision. She would gonatdell them.
She had sufficient money to cover her fare, hespas was valid,;
what more did she need? She would send her mothablagram
from the airport explaining where she had gone,landa could send
her clothes on to her. So long as she had a fewshwith her—she
wouldn't need a lot.

She considered cabling her father that she wasngpntiut then
changed her mind. He might urge her to tell her@otvhat she was
planning to do and she could not risk that, nahacircumstances.

It was incredibly easy making her arrangementsitdpkrer own car
meant she did not have to make excuses as to whereas going,
and so long as she appeared to, be having a goedhith Charles
and her mother made no demur.

Smuggling her case out of the house seemed thesgtatting to
achieve, particularly as Rebecca always seemegpieaa in the hall



at the most inopportune moments. But Tamsyn tooltithe evening
before she left under cover of darkness and lodkiedthe trunk of
her car without anyone observing her activities.

Her flight was scheduled to leave at noon Bostore tand although
Laura was still pretending to be confined to helrbem, Tamsyn felt
obliged to spend part of the morning with her.

However, Laura was not at all enthusiastic aboahdmg so much
time with her daughter. No doubt she was afraidetimight be an
opportunity to discuss what was uppermost in bdirtminds,
thought Tamsyn cynically, as Laura assumed a wegvyession and
politely suggested that Tamsyn should leave herealo rest.

Tamsyn left without misgivings. The cord that haoubd her to
Laura was severed and nothing either of them cdalevould alter
that.

She arrived at the airport much too early, checkimgand then
spending several impatient minutes kicking her si@elthe lounge.
She was eager to get away before someone recogheedrhe
airport was a busy meeting place and at this tifmide year, with
people returning from visits to relatives and slikd for the festive
season-, there was every possibility of someoneksk& running
into her.

When her name was paged over the loudspeaker sysiemm few
minutes later, she felt her heart skip a beat, iomed that somehow
or other Laura had discovered her plans. A desimain, to escape
from what seemed to be the inevitable overwhelmed but then
common sense took over again and she walked dmhards the
desk.

The receptionist smiled politely. 'Miss Stanforgl?e questioned, and
at Tamsyn's nod went on: Tm afraid your flight le@en delayed,



Miss Stanford. There's some problem with the foalstimption, and
it might be several hours before take-off.'

Tamsyn's spirits, which had risen at her first vgprglummeted.
‘Damn!' she exclaimed. 'ls there nothing you cé&?i do

The qirl hesitated. 'There's a flight leaving foewd York in a few
minutes, Miss Stanford. | can book you on to that] you'd pick up a
definite connection from there soon after—let ne-séhree o'clock?
That's the best | can suggest, I'm afraid.’

'Oh, that's fine!" Tamsyn was eager. In New Yorkame would
recognise her. 'What do | do?'

While the receptionist dealt with the details, Tgmdshurriedly
approached the telegraph office and wrote out laaecto her
mother. Then it was time to board the flight to N¥ark, and she
took her seat rather apprehensively, her nervespijgnwith
excitement. She could hardly believe she was dgtaalher way at
last.

It was dark by the time the trundling country beaahed Trefallath.
Tamsyn had not known there was a bus service shld ase until
now; but she was grateful for any means of trarisfgoreach her
destination. Altogether it had been a rather tirjpgrney from
London and her bones ached from constantly beimjired to a
sitting position.

The massive jumbo jet which had carried her fromwNérk to
London had landed in the early hours of the mornargl Tamsyn
had managed to get a taxi into London and book ia laotel. Her
warm smile and attractive appearance opened maorg flar her and
for once she was glad that she was young and dooking.



This morning she had checked out of the hotel agater
consultation with the receptionist, who had advised to go to
Paddington station and make further enquiries thbut reaching
Trefallath.

The station staff had been helpful, but she hadn&ke several
changes before reaching Llandrindod Wells, whicls wee nearest
station to the valley.

It had been late afternoon by the time she reatlzirindod Wells,
but after making enquiries about buses and learthiag one was
leaving in fifteen minuses she had not stoppecetaagything to eat
but had boarded it immediately, realising from ttate of the
weather that there most probably would not be arathat night.
Ever since leaving London, there had been incrgasindence of
previous falls of snow, and although it was notveing at the
moment, the wind was like a knife, and it was freghard.

The bus dropped her just outside the village abayptarter of a mile
from her father's house. Tamsyn felt the icy wiedrtdown the
valley, as the bus rolled away, thrusting its pngbiingers into the
warmth of her sheepskin coat. Beneath the warnmil@ggth jacket
she was wearing a navy blue trouser suit that naaskfully thick and
close-fitting, but in spite of that she was unutseithe chilling blast of
a wind in open country.

Thrusting down the hollow feeling of emptiness thade her feel
slightly nauseated, she began to walk briskly up mbad to her
father's house. What did it matter what the weatlaey like? She was
here at last, and maybe tomorrow she would see Hygan.

But when she reached her father's house she fowasiin darkness,
and her heart sank. She trailed round the baclarneaching a little
from carrying her case so far, but there was no sfdife.



Stamping her feet in an effort to keep them waime, [Isoked about
her uncertainly. The very last thing she had exgkutas for them to
be out. But perhaps, they were not just out, alsmate suggested.
Perhaps they were away for a few days. Surely monsuld take .a
baby out at this time of night unless they intend&ying overnight
somewhere.

A nagging anxiety that this might be so tuggedeat Bhe ought to
have telegraphed her father, after all. He oughthéwe been
forewarned of her coming. No one in their right dsnwould just
pack up and leave to visit someone more than tin@esand miles
away without first warning them that they were cogiiShe was a
fool! And what was she going to do now?

Sighing, she looked down at her toes. There wasae thing to do.
She would have to go and throw herself on Hywedisegosity. And
what if he refused to take her in? What then?

She refused to admit to the feeling of panic tisatded her, and with
quickening steps she hastened off down the roadrtisithe village
again. A few flakes of snow began to fall, blowintp her f*tce and
resting on her long lashes. She brushed them anpatiently. It was
so cold! If only it were not so bitterly cold!

The village was deserted except for the sound@ivaroices coming
from the open door of the pub. Her heart roseti.liPerhaps she
could get lodging there if Hywel refused her hispitality. Maybe
she should go there first—but her. confidence elatveldis -thought.
To picture herself entering the bar of the Bull amgluesting a bed for
the night didn't bear thinking about. She couldgma the kind of
gossip that would arouse.

Hywel's house was unlighted, too, and the awfuirigeof panic she
had crushed earlier came back to taunt her. Whatsia going to do
now? It looked as though it would have to be thie, @adter all.



On impulse, she opened Hywel's gate and walkedhepath to his

door. Summoning her courage, she knocked loudihemanels and
waited expectantly. But nothing happened. Therengasound from

inside, and her spirits sank. Pressing her lipsttogy, she took hold
of the door handle and rattled impatiently, andeosurprise the door
opened inwards.

She gasped and stood back looking into the dark afethe hall.
'‘H—nhello?' she called faintly, and then more vigmly: 'Hello! Is
anybody there? Hywel?'

There was no reply and she looked round apprehagsivalf afraid
that her calls had attracted attention to herbeif there was no one
around to hear her, and taking a deep breath spped inside.

With the front door closed, the hall was very ddmkt she dared not
put on the light there in case anyone saw it anddeoed who was
trespassing inside. So she felt her way along te&sage to the
living-room door and Switched on the light.

Everywhere looked much the same as usual, excappethere was
a more generous film of dust, over everything. ©bsly Mrs.
Williams had given herself a holiday over Christraasl New Year
and it didn't look as though she'd returned to watk

But for ail that the room was beautifully warm. Bef going out,
wherever he was, Hywel had built up the fire, alidoaigh now it
was reduced to a mass of glowing embers, thergleasy of coal in
the hood beside the hearth to build it up again.

Tamsyn set to work and did just this, and whenrei$ Wwlazing merrily
she went out into the kitchen. She was ravenoubkibyime, and she
hoped he wouldn't mind if she made herself a cupoffiee and a
sandwich. As she munched her way through a wedgbedse and
some reasonably new bread, which seemed to prateHijwel



couldn't be far away, she decided he must be giubeA glance at
her watch told her that it would be closing timersoand her nerves
jerked uneasily. All of a sudden she was no lorgergry, and she
thrust the remains of her sandwich into the wasteabd carried her
coffee through to the living room.

But closing time came and went without Hywel's aypace, and
Tamsyn, curled on the couch in front of the warma,fbegan to feel
drowsy. Where were they all? she asked herselfikyebiywel, and
her father, Joanna and the baby...

She must have slept, but she came awake with tatattre certain
knowledge that someone was in the house. A priockismease crept
along her nerves. She had not locked the front,@mal anyone could
have entered, just as she did.

The sounds came from upstairs, however, and shieolirapidly,
trying to distinguish the hands on the face ofwatch. It was after
one o'clock. It had to be Hywel! Had he alreadynbeenere and seen
her? Did he think to leave her to sleep there &s agpeared so
comfortable?

But she was not so comfortable as she had beenfiréhiead died
down again, and the room was beginning to feeiriy chilly.

She got off the couch and went to the living-roomord The landing

light revealed that whoever was upstairs was na@ticato be seen.
She walked to the foot of the stairs and hesitdfdue didn't know

she was here it was going to. be a shock for hemgeher suddenly
like this. Perhaps she should wait until he camerchbairs again.

But perhaps he would not come down, an inner vaigaed. What if
he had come home and was going straight to bedfAd#et thumped
heavily. What ought she to do? All of a suddenwhs not sure of
herself anymore. She had not changed, but whatt &bowvel? Five



months was a long time. Oh, if only her father hadn at home! She
could have gone there and her first meeting witiwélywould have
been a natural one, not this unexpected and und/aotgrontation.

Slowly, she ascended the stairs, expecting evergenbto be halted
by his angry observation of her presence. But siteed the landing
without incident and looked about her nervouslyerEhwas a light
coming from one of the bedrooms and on uncertahdiee walked to
the half-opened doorway.

Hywel was getting undressed. He had taken offshist and his back
was bare to her. She could not let him go any &urth

'Hywel!" she murmured tentatively. 'Hywel, I've bewaiting for
you!'

The violent way he turned to her, the look of censation on his

face, should have warned her that there was mohastagonised

expression than mere surprise at her unexpectezheqme. But she
was too shocked by his appearance to pay muchtiatien those

first few seconds to his reactions. The flesh ladiéri off him and his

muscular body Was much thinner than she. remembBredhis face

was the most revealing. His eyes, which had alvisen deep-set,
were sunken into his head and there was a haggaredssion in their

depths.

‘Tamsyn!"he muttered disbelievingly, shaking his head. ‘Gbd
having hallucinations now! Can't you leave me albne

The tormented vehemence of his rejection of handivpresence
made Tamsyn stare at him in desperation. 'You're having
hallucinations, Hywel,' she said quietly. 'lIt's Iigane! I've come
back. Only it's obvious I'm not wanted.’



She turned stumblingly, conscious of only one. néeat of putting
sufficient distance between herself and Hywel suage the grinding
pain of his rejection.

But he moved more swiftly than she and before sh#dcreach the
stairs he had caught her, his hands heavy on hars$loulders,
dragging her relentlessly back against him. Hisdisaslid over her
possessively, assuring himself of her reality, gires her closer as
though to penetrate the flesh and blood woman sk When he
groaned and buried his face in the thickness oh#ueat the nape of
her neck. "Tamsyn, Tamsyn, Tamsyn,' he breathezklyhi'Oh,
Tamsyn, | can't believe it, | just can't believe it

Tamsyn's whole being was suffused with warmth flesrhard body.
She closed her eyes, letting emotion engulf het,wanting him to
go on holding her like thidpving her ... But when she would have
turned and sought his mouth, he drew back, shdkmbead a trifle
dazedly.

‘Dear God, Tamsyn," he muttered. 'If | touch yoy mmore | won't be
able to stop, and I've got to.’

'‘Why? Why must you always be so sane and sendillr? you want
me?' She allowed the tips of her fingers to movairej the
hair-roughened skin of his chest.

Hywel caught her disturbingly sensuous fingersisthands, holding
her grimly at arm's length. "'Tamsyn !' he said higrs'You don't
understand --'

‘That's right, | don't." Tamsyn stared at him ajfipghy. 'Aren't you
pleased to see me?'

Hywel moved his head slowly from side to side.aB8kd?' he echoed
weakly. 'God, you don't know what seeing you meamse!'



‘Then why --'

'‘Wait!" Hywel looked down at his half naked bodyook, | must put
some clothes on! Go downstairs and wait for me.’

'‘Can't | wait here?"

Hywel released her fingers and turned away. 'If hioei' he agreed
huskily.

Tamsyn watched him go back into his bedroom, ule & the
moment to think of anything but her love for himotNing had
changed; Hywel still wanted her. And that was efmeufpr now.

Hywel returned, wearing a thick cream sweater adatated that she
should precede him downstairs. In the dining roatmen she would
have gone into his arms again, he said: 'Tamsyrsebsible for a
minute ! Don't you realise | thought you wetead!'

'‘Dead?' Tamsyn drew her brows together. '‘But—buwt s¥tould you
think that?"

Hywel pressed her firmly down on to the couch agaird then he
took up a position on the hearth, feet slightlyrgdacing her. 'Now,'
he said quietly, ‘how did you get here?'

Tamsyn shrugged perplexedly. 'What do you mearm? & dpus from
Llandrindod --'

Hywel sighed impatiently. 'l don't mean that, Tamsymean—how
did you get from Boston, to London?’

‘Why—~by plane, of course.’



Hywel clenched his fists, obviously under some kioid strain.
‘Tamsyn, the plane you were scheduled to traverashed on to the
runway seconds after takeoff!'

Tamsyn stared at him for a long moment and thenctbleur slowly
drained out of her cheeks. '‘Oh, God!" she breathadihe nodded.

‘Now do you understand why | was so stunned toyse® I've just
come back from London Airport with your father. i@ a terrible
state, but no worse than your mother, believe mdieinVshe
telephoned the news yesterday evening --' He otilabruptly. 'We
all thought you were dead! We've been trying to enakquiries, but
there's been so much confusion at both ends——

'‘Were—were there any survivors?' whispered Tamssakiy.

'‘About half a dozen, | think. As | say, everythgigeen chaotic. All
that's emerged today is that you definitely wereame of them.' He
took a long shaking breath. 'l must let your fatkreow. He's been out
of his mind with worry!

‘Yes! Yes, of course.' Tamsyn got to her feet, graghis strong arm
with both hands, shock and awareness sweepinglmrein equal
amounts. 'Hywel, hold me—hold me a minute! | feek’s

Hywel gathered her closely against him and theralasys when
their bodies touched, desire stirred between thmrarcoming all
other emotions. With a muffled exclamation, Hyweipped her
throat in his hands, turning her face up to higwhits thumbs, his
mouth seeking the parted urgency of hers.



Tamsyn trembled. There was a hungry need in his tiat only
complete surrender would satisfy, and the way he ka@ding her
against him sent her senses spinning with the keubyd of that need.

'l love you, | love you," he muttered in a tortusamce. 'l want you!
You don't know what it's been like—these last fawils have been
hell --'

'l do know,' she protested huskily. 'Hywel, why gl go away like
that? Why didn't you write to me? I've missed you-5

Hywel's mouth moved against hers, exploring, degedruggingly
creating that wonderful lethargy inside her. 'Hoould | write?' he
demanded violently. 'l went away to think and wheame back you
were gone! Tamsyn, I've got nothing to offer a lijeé you—'

'Only yourself,' she breathed, sliding her handseb#é his sweater,
next to his warm skin. 'l don't want anything disg you!'

'If | could believe that --' he groaned, and thettan immense effort
he dragged himself away from her. 'Tamsyn, this'tai | must put
your father out of his misery ! And he'll want todk a call to Boston
as well. For your mother's sake.’

'Oh, yes, Mummy!" Tamsyn bent her head. 'She'llfraetic 1 But
how was | to know—to guess that that plane --' I8lo&e off. "When
| got to the airport | was told they were havingneotrouble with my
flight, so—so | flew to New York and picked up anoection from
there.'

‘Thank God you did!" Hywel's face was pale. 'Withthe telegram
you sent your mother, none of us would have knoWe shook his
head. 'She said you'd run away.'



Tamsyn sighed. 'Hardly that,” she murmured wryllyvas merely
showing her and Charles that they could no longker my life for
me."' She looked up, her lips tremulous. 'Hywekrafbu've made this
call—after you've told Daddy—what then?'

Hywel shook his head, making a supreme effort tatrob his

Instincts which were all sensuous at the momentddn't—know,’

he ground out helplessly. He raked a hand throug)indar. 'Just let
me make the call!

The next few minutes were very emotional ones fam3yn. Her
father was so relieved to hear her voice againtarkchow that she
was alive and well that he broke down completelywel himself
had to take the phone from Tamsyn's trembling fingad promise
that he would drive Tamsyn up to her father's hooseediately. It
was the only thing to. do.

Tamsyn waited until he had replaced the receivdrthan she said:
'I'd better get my things, hadn't I?'

Hywel nodded without looking at her, reaching fa toat.

With reluctant steps Tamsyn went back into thenivroom and
pulled on her sheepskin jacket. Her hair was iardisr, but she didn't
particularly care. She dreaded leaving this howsedme back
tomorrow to Hywel's enforced indifference.

When she emerged into the hall with her suitcasedn buttoning
his coat, and she stood the case down uncertaodiing at him

appealingly.

'‘Hywel," she whispered weakly. 'What—what you sgict
now—about—about having nothing to offer me—did—ylidi mean
it?'



Hywel looked at her then, and she thought again leaw he was to
what he had been. 'Yes, | meant it!" he repliediaiy, unable in this
moment of- truth to lie to her.

Tamsyn's heart lifted. 'Then—then you're hot mdreey more?'

Hywel thrust his hands deep into his coat pockétsvas never
married,' he replied harshly. 'When Maureen marmey] she was
already married to some- chap she met in Londorsysfore. It was
only when he came looking for her that | found dblte left with
him.'

Tamsyn's lips parted. 'Oh, Hywel, why didn't yollirtee this before?
Why did you let me go on thinking you were married?

Hywel turned away. 'Because it was easier that 'way muttered
roughly. ‘'Tamsyn, I'm too old for you! It was eadmelding you off
when you thought | was a married man.' .

Tamsyn quivered. '‘And now?'

‘Now—I don't know."' He shrugged. 'An hour ago,dught, because
you were dead, that my life was over. But knowiog'ye safe ... To
take what you're offering—to ruin your life ---'

Tamsyn went round to face him angrily. 'How can gay that?' she
demanded. 'Are you sure it's not just an excusausec Maureen
ruined yours?'

Hywel shook his head. '‘Maureen didn't ruin my li@ur marriage

was convenient, for both of us. There was never qugstion

of—well, falling in love. She was older than | wasd | needed a
housekeeper.’



""You still do,' put in Tamsyn humourlessly. 'Ohwél, can't you see
you're destroying me by refusing to see what'santfof your eyes? |
came back—for you; only for you!'

Hywel brushed past her then, wrenching open the tiothe street.
‘We've got to go,' he insisted grimly. "Your fateavaiting.'

‘Do you think he'll disapprove, is that what it'isfze cried, following
him down the path.

Hywel turned to her then, his expression, in thedshvy light from a
street lamp, ironic. 'l should think Lance has blefinin little doubt
as to my feelings for you after today," he remartealvily.

Tamsyn stared at him. 'What do you mean?'

'l think you know what | mean very well," statedw&l roughly. Then
with a faint sigh of resignation he put his armuar@ her shoulders
and pulled her close into its circle. 'All right] aght,’ he breathed
into her hair. 'l can't fight you any more. | wau too much to let
you go again, may God forgive me.'

Tamsyn's face glowed. Wrapping her arms round hddle, she
hugged herself against him. 'You mean it,' she, suith relief. 'Oh,
Hywel, you won't regret it.'

Hywel opened the passenger door of the station wagao put her
firmly inside before walking round to slide in ba@siher. 'No, | don't
think 1 will," he agreed softly. 'But don't thinks going to be easy
convincing your parents that it's the best thingyfou.'

Tamsyn curled up close against him. 'So long aswant me, they
can say what they like,' she replied, resting leadhon his shoulder.



An hour later Tamsyn was seated comfortably onctinech in her
father's living room, sipping a glass of brandynt@a was seated
beside her, while Hywel was standing before thamthe hearth;

Lance's face was beginning to lose the greynessidubbeen evident
when they first arrived, but he Was obviously fimglit hard to act
naturally. He had explained that Joanna and thg Wwabe staying up
at Nora's, as he had not expected to get homaittat

But although all the explanations had been madkaasall had been
booked to Laura's house in Boston, Tamsyn sensg¢ti¢h father had
something else on his mind.

Finally Hywel said: '"What is it you want to ask ni@ance? Are you
afraid that now your daughter's here, I'm goingake her away
again?'

Tamsyn caught her breath, but her father merelgbgd out the
cigarette he had been smoking with jerky movemeantd, nodded
vigorously.

'Yes. Yes, you might as well know, Hywel. That's«eky what I've
been thinking." --.

Hywel tugged at the hair at the nape of his nédeé.

Tamsyn looked up at him swiftly and then back atfhéer's iace.
'You know—about Hywel and me.' It was a statement.

Lance nodded again. 'Yes, | know. At least, | kribes state Hywel
was in when he thought you were dead.’

Tamsyn's eyes softened. ‘Do you mind?'



Lance heaved a sigh. 'Of course | mind," he mudtgramly. 'I'd be a
fool to say otherwise. But that would apply whoeyeu were—well,
in love with.'

‘But you think I'm too old for her, don't you?'é&iywel dryly.

Lance studied his daughter's agonised expressianfiav moments
and then he shrugged. 'l don't know," he answéfed.are a lot older
than she is, but...' He shook his head. 'l dom@tkmamsyn, how can
you be sure about a thing like this?'

Tamsyn spread her hands helplessly. 'l just knshg' said. 'I've
never felt this way about anyone before.'

‘But you've scarcely had time --'
'Daddy, we've had five months! How much time doneed?'

'‘Even so.' Lance reached for another cigaretteasya, when | spoke
to your mother On the telephone last night, she: ta¢ that you had
mentioned this to her, and | had to accept thainthan reason you
came back here was for Hywel's sake.'

Tamsyn's eyes widened. 'She told you?'

'Of course.' Lance moved his shoulders impatientlgmsyn, last
night we thought you were dead! We had to accegitvie'd failed as
parents and. that Hywel meant more to you thareedhus!

‘Lance!'Hywel's ejaculation was compassionate.

‘Well, it's true, isn't it?' Lance sighed. "Tamskm, not blaming you.
That's the way it should be between a man and Ifies tywel's a
good man. There's no one I'd prefer in this rdls.juist that—well,
selfish as it may seem, I'd like you to myselfjtcat a little bit longer.’



Tamsyn's brows drew together. '‘But if | marry Hywethall be
here—in the valley—for good!

'l know that. At least, | know Hywel will always ke his home here.
But he travels sometimes, Tamsyn, and you wouldigohim. It can
never be the same, after you're married, not really

Tamsyn cast a despairing look at Hywel, and hiss ay@rrowed.
‘What would you like us to do, Lance?' he askeettjui

Lance hesitated. 'l don't have the right! --'
'l think you do.' Hywel was insistent.

‘Very well then. Wait until Easter before you gearmed. Let
Tamsyn stay here with us until then,’

Tamsyn twisted her hands together in her lap. Sm@wvkwhat
Hywel's answer would be.

‘Tamsyn?' he said, looking down at her. 'Will yautidat?'

Tamsyn hesitated, looking first at Hywel, theneat father, then back
to Hywel again. 'Oh, all right,' she nodded, pregsier lips together
to stop them from trembling. 'Having waited five mis, | suppose |
can wait, another three.’

She saw Hywel's expression relax. She knew he bad prepared
for her to protest, to demand that he set asidédltieer's wishes and
allow them to marry straight away.

But to demand those things would be to admit thate was some
doubt attached to waiting, that in three montinsétshe might not be
as sure of her feelings, whereas, in fact, shéokad prepared to wait
for ever if necessary.



Lance took a shaking breath. 'That's settled, thensaid, and the
telephone rang.

Laura was distraught, as was to be expected, &muligh no mention
was made of Tamsyn returning to Boston, she irtsistestating that
both she and Charles were flying over as soon &g ¢buld make
arrangements to see her.

Tamsyn took it all very calmly in the circumstancBsit now that
everything was settled, now that her father haccedjyrto their
marriage and would lend his support when her modineved, she
felt an enveloping feeling of warmth and happin&e looked up at
Hywel and met his understanding gaze, and a famiedifted the

corners of her mouth.

Six months later, Hywel and Tamsyn paid their fuisit to Boston

since their marriage. Laura had invited them féeva days' stopover
on their way to New Zealand. Hywel was presentlgesgching
Maori history, and had been invited by an Aucklamiversity to

consult their libraries.

Three months of marriage had added a warm matiritfamsyn's
natural good looks, and it was obvious from the slag looked at her
husband that their relationship was satisfyingvierg way.

Hywel himself had put on weight and looked yearsinger, and
Laura found it all a little hard to take, Tamsyalreed. Her mother
had never experienced the kind of love she and Hyhkeared,
although she thought Charles genuinely cared for he

Tamsyn herself was ecstatically happy. She hadythieg she had
ever wished for, and she still found it hard tadoed that only a year



ago she had suffered the agonies of parting withoype of
reconciliation.

Laura had given them the room that had been Tamsynil she left
and Tamsyn smiled at her reflection in the dres&atde mirror as
she sat brushing her hair before bed. It was s#rasige thought,
remembering the room and its associations, andinghatr with

Hywel.

Laura had given a dinner party this evening, onsewkral she had
arranged since their arrival, but Tamsyn was ggtéirittle tired of
having to share her husband with so many attractovaen.

Glancing round now, she saw he was seated on tHeirbdis
bathrobe, his hair damp from his shower, flickihgopugh the pages
of her photograph alboum. There were pictures of Sjanfrom the
age of a few months up until the present, pictmfeker receiving
prizes at high school, playing tennis, in bathiaiss even pictures of
the pets she had kept from time to time.

Rising from the stool, her hair a golden curtainsdk-about her
shoulders, she approached the bed and slid herratmd Hywel's
neck from behind.

‘Whatever are you looking at those old things faf?e asked
teasingly, her hair brushing his face.

Hywel shook his head. 'l know your body and youndn he
murmured huskily. 'But that's not enough. | warknow everything
about you. Even what you were like as a baby.’

Tamsyn chuckled, resting her chin on the top ofHaad. 'Well, |
weighed eight pounds at birth, and | .used to kitkny covers, and |
never would keep shoes on my feet --'



Hywel caught her wrist, drawing her round on tolbled beside him.
‘All right, all right,' he said, throwing the albuaside. 'Point taken.’
He slid his hands up her arms inside the wide sleefthe white lace
negligee she was wearing. 'You're looking partidylaeautiful this
evening.'

Tamsyn smiled. 'I'm glad | please you.'

Hywel's expression became more disturbing. 'These days in
Boston have been enjoyable for you, haven't they?'

Tamsyn nodded. 'Reasonably so. Why? Haven't yowyedj
yourself?'

Hywel released her abruptly and rose to his felate 'been
wondering," he said slowly, '‘whether you'd prefesty on here for a
couple of weeks while 1 go on to Auckland. | meashall only be
poking about in a lot of old relics --'

'‘Hywel!" Tamsyn stared at him in horror. '‘Are yoaming to get rid
of me?'

Hywel gave a muffled oath. 'Don't talk rubbish!'rhattered harshly.
Tamsyn rose unsteadily to her feet. "Then whatalorngean?'

Hywel turned to her, his clenched fists thrust itite pockets of his
bathrobe. 'Tamsyn, I'm trying to be fair. You kngaur mother loves
having you here --'

'‘Hywel, stop it! | won't listen to any more!" Tanmsgovered her ears
with the palms of her hands. 'ldon't want to stagehl hate it here!
Why, when | was brushing my hair | was wishing veeild leave
tomorrow!



Hywel took a step forward. 'Do you mean that? Yeoot just saying
it --'

'‘Oh, Hywel, don't you know me better than that yw®R' she
demanded tremulously, moving towards him.

Hywel hesitated only a moment longer and then hmeectorward,
sweeping her up into his arms and depositing heherbed before
sliding on it beside her.

‘Tamsyn,' he groaned urgently, burying his fackanscented neck,
sliding the lace negligee from her shoulders. dradyou! And you

don't know what agony it cost me to offer you tharce to stay on
here.’

Tamsyn slid her bare arms round his neck, glorymghe -hard
strength of his body pressing hers down into thigness of the
mattress. This was where she belonged, with Hyamd, she had
known that a lot longer than he...



