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Not that | care! she tried to tell herself

At nineteen, Hillary had been a little girl trying keep up with a
husband light years ahead of her. When the maraaded, she built
a wall around the memory of Clive Eastman.

Six years later, Hillary had grown up. She had madeame as
Brisbane's foremost interior designer, and shefbadd a man she
thought she could share her life with.

Then Clive returned. And one chance meeting wast abok to
reawaken feelings Hillary thought she'd succeedddding.



CHAPTER ONE

HILLARY MORRIS stared at her reflection in the mirror and decide
there was nothing more she could do. Her hairlveays, lay smooth
and thick from a side parting to just above herutders and was
restrained from falling across her face on the motside by an
intricately wrought silver slide. It was that softdarker fair hair that
hairdressers adored because, they said, it shopdughlights or
streaks particularly well. Not that Hillary had ee&iccumbed to this,
because one of the things she was stubborn abauherahair. She
liked it the way it was.

Her eyes were another sore point, in a sense. Asuah shade of
smoky blue, they were inherited from her fatherhso mother had
often said with a twitch of her well-bred nose. &ty had never
known her father but had come to realise quite gdbat the mention
of him caused her mother a lot of pain. And becabsed loved her
mother, she had never pursued the topic of a faivtes had,

apparently, abandoned them both. But she had soe®ivondered
if she had also inherited her darker eyebrows tnam and where her
heart-shaped face came from.

For the rest of her, her pale, almost translucémt, $er lack of
inches—she stood only five feet two in her baré-fdeer trim figure,
the awful shyness she had suffered from when skeyaianger, they
were all features she had detected in either hethenoor her
grandparents or her Aunt Beatrix, who was exadtlg feet two,
although hardly shy.

‘Hillary! Oh, there you are!" A voice disturbed Hiy's
contemplation of herself in the mirror and suddethigre were two
reflections as Beatrix Selby, who was Hillary's hests sister, came
to stand beside her. ‘My dear, you look super!" Belby said. ‘Now
that's what | call a dress! Ray will want to eaii yo that.'



Hillary looked alarmed, then grinned and sat dowrntle bed in a
swirl of smoky-blue lace over a silver taffeta slpay's not like that,’
she said as she slid on an ankle-strapped silvdakan

Bea snorted—a thing she did peculiarly effectivejet very
elegantly. In fact she was, in a word, elegantnfrthe top of her
upswept grey hair to the tips of her size four sh&he was also
shrewd, uncannily perceptive and sometimes unfalgwforthright.
And, curiously, although she claimed she had bemn the ugly
duckling— Hillary's mother Marlene had been thettygrene, she
often said—she was still a head-turner wherevevatd, although
now into her fifties. 'lt's a question of stylelied often said to
Hillary, too. 'Style is a more durable thing thaettiness. It's also a
guestion of valuing yourself— something your mothe&sn't very
good at. Otherwise she wouldn't have let one manhar bitter and
sour. For that matter,’ Bea Selby had gone>,orayot@ Hillary on
one occasion, 'l firmly believe that no woman sddag conned into
permitting herself only one man in a lifetime. Besa that's where a
lot of the trouble starts from. One should sampéa ke wine. How
can you tell a good vintage from the bad, other®iise

Since her mother had died and Hillary had coméveorext door to

her Aunt Bea, she had become well-acquainted witlatet's often
radical thinking on a variety of subjects. Radibgl her mother's
standards, certainly, and radical possibly in a eomf Bea Selby's
age. But when she had pointed this out once, het lzad replied
placidly that she'd always been way ahead of hez.tAnd if she had
practised what she preached regarding men, anchatheat least
outlived two husbands, she was a glowing advereserfor it, and

not only physically. She was always in great demalwl a lot of

travelling and had in fact, on this particular engnbeen home only
a few hours after a trip to Nepal, but was lookasgalert as ever.

'If he's not like that—quote unquote,’ she saiHiittary's bent head,
'‘what is he good for?'



Hillary sat up. 'For one thing, Aunt Bea, he doetinhk he's God's
gift to women in the physical sense. Which meamdyaser terms,
that the fact that | haven't gone to bed with hiet lyas not direly
wounded his ego, and that's something | rather @dmialso means
we're enjoying a relationship that's not cloudethyassion and our
judgment of each other is pretty honest, | think.'

‘Sounds awful,' Bea said gloomily.

‘What's awful about him?' Hillary asked calmly. Siteod up and
reached for her evening bag. 'He's good-looking..."'

‘Some of the best lovers can be quite ugly,’ Bezied.

‘All right," Hillary conceded with a slight smilél'm sure you're
speaking from experience and you're right, gooétddwave nothing
to do with it, but there are other things | likeoab him very
much..."Not the least his seemingly very trangaiture—which, if
you ask me, is another way of saying he's as dulitah water—no,
don't look hurt, dear, two can play at being pasiog.'

'l wasn't being patronising..."

‘Yes, you were. And smug! Anyone would think yourevéfty-two
instead of twenty-five, to hear you talk sometimBga said tartly,
then relented with a grimace. 'Sorry, but | jush'ti¢hink he's the
right one for you. Are you going to marry him? I'ed this
premonition.'

Hillary said after a moment, 'Yes; But not for aiwhWe've decided
to look for an old house with a big garden andtdgifirst.'

'‘What about the business?' Bea gestured, becallag/dihome was
her place of business as well.

'Oh, I'll keep it going, naturally. Ray thinks it&yrific.'



'‘Who wouldn't?" her aunt replied. 'You're also guattrendy figure
now. A feather in the cap of any man.'

‘Aunt Bea!" Hillary protested laughingly. "You maitesound as if |
have to fend prospective husbands off! | can asguud don't.’

‘That's because you don't try,’ said Bea, but detarge on this. In
fact she took a different tack. 'What other thingsyou like about
him? Tell me?"'

Hillary sighed, then said with a twinkle in her e@&ho's marrying
him? You or me? But if you must know, we like to @dot of the
same things, he's patient. ..’

"Then live with him for a while.'
'No.'

'Hillary, do yourself a favour. Don't marry anyolecause he's
patient. That's not a good enough reason!'

‘Aunt Bea,' Hillary said with a suddenly impatidobk in her eyes

which wasn't often there, 'l love you and | know yaue about me a
great deal, for which I'm very grateful. But notipiypou can say will

convince me that it's not as good a reason astamy,a not better, to
marry someone you like and respect ... Oh,' she sa&i a hooter
sounded outside, 'there's Ray now. See you!

And she planted a fond little kiss on her aunteegétand left the room
in a cloud of Shalimar.

'l was afraid of this,” Bea Selby said to hersaltid sighed. She
switched off the bedroom light and wandered throtagie shop that
formed the front part of the little old colonial us®e she'd bought
years ago before the inner Brisbane suburb of Rgtizh, perched on
the foothills of Mount Coot-tha, had begun to ergotyendy revival.



Now it was becoming an 'in' place to live and mahthe lovely old
cottages were being restored and were much sodtgtas prime
examples of Queensland colonial architecture. herowords, they
were wooden buildings with verandas all round aigh4dzeilinged,
dim rooms that suited the muggy heat of Brisbank we

It was also a suburb that now boasted a variegxolusive shops. If
you were looking fot individual clothes objets d'artor fine foods,

nowadays you came to Paddington. And this was eason why
Hillary had been so successful—as someone hadagedsand as
her aunt had been forced to concur, at the sangevtiomdering why
she hadn't thought of the idea herself.

But she had suggested the project to Hillary faaarg ago, after her
mother had died. 'Come and live next door to ntee'dssaid, 'and
open up a shop that sells all the kind of things hke.'

Her niece had looked at her out of those smoky- biies as if she
had suggested taking a trip to the moon, but feaeddea Selby had
been patient. 'Ever since you were a little gili'ye been interested
in pottery and china and knick- knacks—things likat. You also
used to love digging around in antique shops widld 0. Anyway,
what else did you have in mind? Going back to hetak?'

And that was what had done it, Bea often musedt diba ...

Hillary had started in a small way, selling maichyttage crafts and
antigues. Somehow, Bea had never been quite sureHithary had
established a steady source of homemade rugs,wiatchuilts,
beautifully hand-embroidered and crocheted tablenlinunusual
pottery, wall hangings, basketware, enamelwardlantike. And she
had frequented sales—from garage sales to deceestle
sales—for copper and silverware and small piecésvefy old cedar
furniture, and old jewellery, for all of which, iad turned out, there
was a brisk demand.



And she had painted the front shop windows a cirmmabrown with
a large, clear, gold-rimmed oval hole in each s, tith the aid of
some subtle lighting inside, from the outside om# @ntalising
glimpses of a jewel-bright rug perhaps, or a lovaty copper kettle
or some silver jewellery cascading down a viviccpief yellow silk.

Hillary had named the shop Pandora's Box.

Then she had branched out in another directioredpyitaccident. A
wealthy customer, who adored the kind of shop Parsl®ox was,
had asked Hillary's advice about redecorating imeng room. And

she had found her suggestions so helpful they baé gn to re-do
the whole house, for which Hillary, despite hertpstations, had
received a large fee. But not only that, she haddderself more and
more in demand as an interior decorator as worcgbadround.

Yet with an acumen her aunt hadn't realised shegssed, Hillary
had been extremely choosy of her clients and tlyetsdcame
exclusive. But what had really set the seal of Bsee on her work,
and made it so sought after, had been the facstienever pushed
any particular style. Instead, she beguiled herentd into
remembering the kind of rooms they had admired beén
comfortable in, and even if this was an impossrthigture of styles
she had the knack of making it come right somel#vd she always
rescued their favourite knick-knacks and paintieygn if they were
only of sentimental value and most other decorateosild have
consigned them to the Brisbane River, and foundlzerfor them.

With the result that no two 'Hillary' rooms lookatlke, yet their
owners were immensely proud of them. And @=urier Mail had
done a feature spread on her after she had dedahattinterior of a
beautiful old house which had been restored and/exted to a
restaurant and had been named simply Hillary'sy &ftr.



And she had become drawn, accordingly, more ancenmio the

kind of social circles Ray Saunders moved in—timel kaf circles that
Bea Selby had laughed delightedly to hear onceritbest as the
Sloane Ranger set of Brisbane, forgetting perhiapgsshe too had
long held a kind of court in the same circles. 'Beg never denied,'
she'd said, still laughing when Hillary had pointied out to her, ‘that
it's the epitome of the private school, old sch@knobbery kind of
thing. | mean, you only have to listen to them hdhihe stand at
Ballymore on a Sunday afternoon to realise that!

Ballymore was the centre of rugby union in Queensldt was, too,
apparently, the heart of Brisbane high society. éNaf your

essentially Aussie ockers frequented the stand3afiymore. And

the one question that was invariably asked of nevess, of Hillary's

age and younger anyway, was, what school had yendsd? In fact
Hillary had been to the right school but she'd eussut on the
immediate post-school era of Ballymore ...

Mind you, she's handled it well, Bea Selby musetdrself'... And
came out of her reverie to see, out of the shomglewin her niece
being helped into a small, navy-blue Alfa Romeot thbways
sounded to her as if it was driven by a sewing nmach.

Bea hitched one shoulder irritably, thinking tHastwas just another
facet of Ray Saunders that irritated her so—a grovam who still
delighted in supremely uncomfortable little spoctrs. And she
turned away with another sigh and let herself duditbary's house
and into her own next door.

Curiously, Hillary was thinking something similarbeaut cars
anyway as she tried to arrange her dress so thabuldn't be
impossibly crushed. And thinking about men who ss@is0 grown
up most of the time, until it came to cars. Buttcary to the spirit of



irritation it engendered in her aunt, she mostlynid it rather
endearing. Yet tonight, possibly because she wakimgprather hard
on the endearing aspect of it and trying not taualise herself
arriving at one of the premier balls of the seastorall that it was a
party do—all wrinkled, she was quieter than normal.

Which prompted Ray Saunders to drop his arm ardwnghoulders
and say, 'Anything wrong?'

‘No. Why?"

'l don't know.' He had to take his arm away to ggagear. 'Looking
forward to tonight?’'

‘Mmm.'

'It's always a great night. Last year we danced datvn and then
went to the Breakfast Creek for bacon and eggfamil..' His voice
changed andhe turned her head to look at him. 'Will you let dte
something tonight? Will you let me announce ouragggnent?'

She took a breath and stared into his blue eyemiluenough, she
sometimes thought, they had very similar colouringVouldn't do
for us to have any dark-eyed children, she'd thotagher frivolously
once. It would be a dead give-away, wouldn't it, M

She said, 'Ray, | thought we'd agreed to do kel quietly.'

He hesitated, as if searching for the right wordsu wanted to do it
that way and | agreed. But now I'm finding it ddithard not to shout
it from the roof tops. And | can't think of any feaason why we
shouldn't at least let everyone know we're engalgedould change
nothing else, Hillary," he said levelly.

She was silent, knowing what he meant, that he avoukry to
pressure her to sleep with him until they were redrrAnd all of a



sudden she found herself feeling unreasonabld,sieiwas asking
too much of him, taking unfair advantage of him...

‘All right," she said. 'Yes, let's.’

He put his arm around her again. 'Thanks,' he salitle huskily.
‘Mum and Dad agree with me, by the way. They'regtedd at the
prospect of having you as a daughter-in-law and wvtartell the
world, too.'

But instead of being delighted in return at Mum &adi's sentiments,
Hillary, as always when she thought of the seniaurfslers, was
conscious of an element of nervousness. For thase ssmething
curiously intimidating about Ray's parents. In faometimes she
couldn't help wishing he had none: well, not suchnpnent ones

anyway.

Charles Saunders was a millionaire industrialisii afso a state
president of the political party whose annual fuaging ball they
were attending tonight. And Ray, who had a senamitfpn in the
family business which, his father was fond of sgyime'd thoroughly
earned, was proposing to go into politics, tooha@lgh in a more
direct manner than his father. He was planningtémds for State
Parliament.

Hillary didn't object to thigper se But she did sometimes find hersel
guestioning the way it was being done. It was &a¥'s father vetted
everything he did with an eye to whether it woutddeneficial to his
future career. And she couldn't help wondering Wwhieshe'dbeen
thoroughly vetted, with a column for ticks and duoon for crosses
against her, to see if she would make a suitable or a
politician—perhaps a future premier of the state?

But the ticks must have outweighed ttresses, she'd told herself
once, and fallen to wondering if she wanted to e wife of a



premier and if she could ever hope to emulate thke ®f Ray's
mother Irene, who was the epitome of charm andéeaely capable
of organising things—tonight's ball being just a@ample.

Two other things troubled her slightly. One wasreent whisper of
an up-coming by-election iaparty blue ribbon seat for which, with
his party background, Ray would be assured of pesen and,
because of the nature of the electorate, assureahafng it. It just
seems too easy, Hillary had thought, and then edfa pang of guilt.
The other thing was that she couldn't help wondesometimes if
anyone had stoppéd think that Ray might just not be cut out to be
future premier. Because all the qualities she loaledut him—his
kindness, his gentleness and patience—were notteedhings his
dynamic father was especially known for, althougtytiooked quite
a lot alike, both being tall and broad- shouldemed impressive of
presence .,.

She spoke suddenly as the Alfa ducked into a pgudqace. 'When? |
mean before dinner, after dinner—when will you t#0 i

‘About half-way through, | should think. Don't bervieus,' he said
softly, and kissed her with both his arms around he

She closed her eyes and rested against him arsbfsétfe, somehow,
she took a breath and vowed to be everything hkel gmssibly want
her to be tonight.

Dinner came and went and the thousand or so paotite ballroom
began to dance as the bandstruck up, and to decatzay from their
long, white-dressed dinner tables each with itsligladecoration,
and to form splinter groups.

Hillary danced with Ray and then his father, whanptmented her
on how she looked but made no mention of the engage And she



sat for a time with his mother, who said nothingathit either but
insisted for the first time that Hillary called Heene.

And she and Ray made the rounds of the peoplekhey, which
were many, and almost without exception they todéd her how
lovely she looked and how they were dying to geirthouses or
units redecorated |a Hillary.

It began to get quite hot in the ballroom as petgusened up and the
band became a bit more daring. And it was wherakyilvas dancing

with a courteous old gentleman who, it turned wais the Speaker of
the House that her steps faltered as she statied @dtreating back of
a woman in a scarlet dress. But it wasn't the dskesvas staring at,
nor the sinuous back it partly enclosed, it washathand that lay

lightly on the woman's waist, a tanned, long-fingenand ...

Then the couple were swallowed up in the coloutfwbng and
Hillary's partner stared at her and said with seowecern, 'My dear,
are you all right? You look a bit pale. Should wapsand get a drink
perhaps?’

"l ... Thank you, that sounds lovely. It's becoandit of a crush,
hasn't it?'

Her cavalier agreed and steered her solicitoushatds her table
where he flagged down a passing waiter and hi-jafiloed his tray a
long, cool drink bound for someone else.

'‘Don't normally pull rank," he said to Hillary wightwinkle in his eye,
'but this is an exception. How do you feel now?'

'I'm fine," said Hillary sincerely and gratefullit. was just...'

I know!" We waved a hand and went on talking, maiising he was
talking to himself. Because Hillary was saying @&rdelf, it was just
Imagination, thank God! Yet she couldn't help hiéfsem looking



again for that scarlet dress, only to realise thate could be a
hundred scarlet dresses easily ...

Then Ray arrived and they sat with the Speakea fohile, chatting
until others joined them and they regrouped, arelfelind herself
feeling quite normal again. So that when Ray gldnatehis watch
and asked her with a grin to dance, she stood tipnei hesitation.

But they hadn't been on the floor long when thhtigvent out to a
roll of drums and the rest of the dancers seemethdli away,
although Ray wouldn't allow her to follow. Theniagie spotlight
came on, capturing just the two of them on the grfipor ...

Hillary blinked and a subsidiary light came on, tcaymg this time,
she saw as she turned her head, Ray's father damioks dais with a
microphone in his hand, and she thought, oh nolikethis!

But like this it was obviously going to be, and lWwiRay's
connivance...

'‘Dear friends," Charles Saunders said sonoroustyHblary didn't
really hear what else he said because she wagngifikriously, a
thousand friends! Oh no, more like a thousand efgarty faithful
and a golden opportunity to turnan engagementanolitical event!
Why did | agree to this? Because | foolishly thauighy would make
a little speech at our table perhaps and leauvehiah. Butthis...

"... and I'd like to welcome Hillary into our familand to express
Irene's and my joy at our son's engagement toedyiaprl. | give you
Ray and Hillary!

'‘Ray and Hillary!" the crowd echoed enthusiastity, and raised
primed glasses as the band struck up ... For theyadly good
fellows!



But the most impossible thing of all was that Ragswactually

pleased, Hillary could tell, as he turned her talgdrim and reached
into his pocket to withdraw a diamond ring which diiel on to her

nerveless finger. Then he bent his head and kissednd swung her
into his arms as flashlights popped frenziedly—ghess had

obviously been primed too—and the band slid instosv waltz.

‘This," she said through her teeth, 'is what yoatdeeddings, Ray!

But he only grinned down at her and gathered hesetlso that she
had no option but to dance. 'Did your father ...sVitaall his idea,
Ray?'

'‘Don't be cross, darling. | promise you that frooavron it will be as
quiet and secret as you want. But | told you hdeitl | love you,

Hillary," he said quietly as they danced in sojitaplendour. 'l can't
hidethat any longer.'

"But ..." she said, then bit her lip. How to teiin that her very soul
cringed from this kind of ... manipulation and egpre? Because she
had no doubt that was what it was. Another stetfhapadder of Ray
Saunders' carefully orchestrated, budding publiagen building
campaign. How to do it when he was looking dowheatso honestly
with his heart in his eyes?

And she closed her eyes suddenly and laid her bedds shoulder
and felt his heart beating beneath it as theirengl applauded more
loudly than ever and a few even had the temeritytiistle...

Oh, Ray, she thought, I love you, too, but...

Then it was over. Perhaps the bandleader had taikeon her and
curtailed the waltz, or others had taken pity onamel decided to join
in, but suddenly Ray was pushing his way off teeflwith her hand
In his and leading her to the bar where his fatdre mother were
waiting with a bottle of champagne, French, in esi bucket



between them, and they kissed Hillary and so did @f other people
until Ray said laughingly, 'Hey! Fair go. Enougéfsough!" and put
his arm about her waist protectively.

Which had produced a slight Iull in the festiviti¢sllary noted, as
she sipped champagne and thought how she hatespgcially
French, which seemed to be twice as sour to her.

But the Iull didn't last long. Out of the corner loér eye, Hillary
caught a flash of scarlet and then, with no otharmmg, found
herself staring up into the mocking grey eyes tllanan who wore
his dinner suit beneath slightly untamed, thick lfeiir, with the air of
someone supremely at home in it.

And the world seemed to stop and she spilt somenphgne down
her dress as he said to her, 'Hillary, congratuati This is a
surprise!'

She opened her mouth and closed it like a fisfobutater and could
only stare at the man who had addressed her witimetl eyes as she
thought chaotically, itvas his hand! And the wearer of the scarle
dress was standing beside him—a gorgeous brunfettieonit thirty
perhaps.

Hillary blinked, hoping she was in the grip of ggimimare. But
nothing went away. In fact, the tall man turnedh&r prospective
father-in-law and proceeded to introduce himself...

'l don't believe we've met, sir—ma'am,' he saidlyasnd inclined
his head towards Irene Saunders, 'but I'm Clivarias.' His lips
twisted as a collective gasp of recognition wentama Charles
Saunders put out his hand genially. He went onngakhe hand,
'‘How do you do? I'm also Hillary's ex-husband, bstippose you
know that.’



There were about twenty people in earshot andhtbekswaves that
reverberated through them were almost deafeniag entirely silent
way. Ray's hand tightened on Hillary's waist argléxpression was
stunned and angry.

But this was a mild reaction compared to the tio§gurple that
entered his father's cheeks and the way he snatehiéand away as
his features, in a mesmerising manner, literalgnsed to swell...

And for once in her life, Irene Saunders was caugbinhg a
double-take, caught for posterity by a press camea- still
hovering hopefully. For the rest of the group, th#yseemed to sport
suddenly avid expressions of pop-eyed expectancy.

All of which caused Clive Eastman to raise his egals and look
genuinely amused, and to turn back to Hillary aag guizzically,
'‘Didn't you tell them about me, darling?’

'l... Yes,' she heard herself saying hoarsely.
‘No, you didn't!" Charles Saunders countered thndug teeth.
'l told Ray I'd been married before and...’

'‘Not to this man,’ Charles barked at her furioushs features
contorted. 'Not to ... this fiddle-playing womaniser

'‘Dad, she did," Ray intervened uncomfortably. "t me but I...’

‘You idiot!" his father snapped, and shook off &srwarning hand on
his arm. "You told me her first marriage was ofacoount, that she'd
been so young it was a mistake you could forgiweaa for ...'

'‘She was very young,' Clive Eastman said helpfudlyt Charles
Saunders was in full spate.



‘You told me it was useless to dig up the dirt ¢e@enage marriage...'

'l told you,' Ray's voice was suddenly differemnfrhow it had ever
sounded to Hillary, 'that | loved her and | wasngpto marry her
whether you dug up mountainof dirt. And | meantit. ..’

'‘Oho! And how do you think it's going to look whéme world
knows—which they surely will now—who she was matrie
before? A rake and a libertine. A ..." But his fuvgs so great he
couldn't go on.

Which was possibly Unfortunate as it turned ouGause it gave
Clive Eastman a chance to retaliate as Hillary khewvould, and she
trembled visibly.

‘My dear Hillary," he said to her, his eyes sligm&rrowed which was
a sign she knew from old and feared, 'l can't elyou've willingly
got yourself into this. | mean, | wasn't going tention it, but the
unbelievable kitschness—for want of a better word—tbat
engagement announcement just didn't seem like yall.&Or is it
that you've become a party cadre too? Dear me!'

Hillary made a strangled sound, but it seemed snivquite finished
because he turned to Ray then and said lazilyakspg as the person
who had the pleasure of ... breaking Hillary inyynight say, | must
congratulateyou on your taste, though, old chap. She's very Iqve
lovelier if anything now.' He glanced at Hillaryitezally. 'And I'm
sure you'll find I did a good job, if you haveniteady done so,' he
added gently.

The silence was dreadful. But in Hillary's mindréh@vas no such
silence, there was a growing, clamouring fury amdowisly, perhaps
ridiculously, a line from a current popular son@h no, | got to keep
on moving ...



'You bastard,’ she said conversationally, and ah#he contents of
her champagne glass into his face.

But she knew she'd done the wrong thing immediatiélyew it

through the sudden turmoil that surrounded them—-+H€s&aunders
violent movement as another flashbulb popped, @eopbving

embarrassedly away, Irene's little moue of despaly,s shock—yet
knew it for none of these reasons, as Clive onigrngd devilishly

and calmly reached for his handkerchief to wipeféie.

He wantedto provoke me, she thought despairingly. &tty?



CHAPTER TWO

'BROUGHT you some breakfast, Hillary," Bea Selby said glate the
following morning.

Hillary opened her eyes unwillingly. "'Thanks," ciermured sleepily
then sat up abruptly. 'Oh God...'

' know.'

She turned to her aunt. "You can't possibly knowou do. It's not,’
she closed her eyes briefly , 'in the papers?'

'No.'
"Then.. .?'

'I've had at least six phone-calls this morning.\y©ar egg. You,' Bea
grinned suddenly, ‘were magnificent, by the sourtiiags.'

Hillary dug into her boiled egg distractedly 'Nay&sn't. | only made
things worse. Which was what he wanted me to do!'

‘Hillary," her aunt drew up a chair beside the lzewl said earnestly,
'it's exactly what | would have done, what mostgteavould have

done! What are you worried about? Oh, don't tell R&y's image,

the party image. But good God, girl, you're notrewgarried to him

yetl'

'You don't understand...'

'l understand one thing,' Bea said vigorouslydii're going to allow
them to make you into a perfect little party wiiieel Irene Saunders
IS, you're less of a person than | took you févave never subscribed
to the theory that people have to bury all theordpneous emotions
for the greater good of...’



‘Neither do I, normally,' Hillary interrupted welgri'And if you think

| enjoyed being put under a spotlight literallydikhat, last night,
you're wrong. And if you think | donhate Charles Saunders now,
and his nasty little cliches about digging up tle..d Angry tears
glimmered in her eyes. 'l always suspected he ivagype who'd
have dossiers on people. But,' she sighed and dxtuslay the tears,
'‘Ray's different. He's just as much a victim offaiker as ... | am.’

‘Then let him unvictimise himself," said Bea alditacidly. 'He's a
grown man, after all.'

'He doesn't see it quite that way.'
'‘Perhaps he will now—atfter last night.’

There was silence as Hillary finished her boiled agd sipped her
tea. Then they both spoke together.

‘Clive
Bea looked at Hillary's down-bent head. 'Go onl e about him.’

Hillary traced the fluted edge of her teacup fotinae. 'He hasn't
changed," she said finally, and lifted her headl {ou know he was
back?'

‘No ... But then Brisbane is his home town.'

'He was right. It was all so ... kitsch. But I'kver forgive him for
what he said afterwards. Or for ... creating thelhncident in the
first place.’

'Or yourself for letting him get to you?' Bea saidely after a time.

'l suppose so," whispered Hillary. Then she addsdldssly. 'But
why do a thing like that? Talking of kitsch,' a @af anger entered



her voice, 'surely it's the height of bad taste.tw parade yourself in
front of your former wife and her fiance at themgagement? It's not
as if we parted the best of friends.'

'Clive was always a little like that, if 1 recaBéa said meditatively.
'He was always impossible," Hillary agreed coldly.

‘And you were very much in love with him once, n@ad' There was
something oddly challenging in Bea Selby's eyes.

'l was infatuated,' Hillary said tiredly. 'Dazzldctouldn't believe he
could be interested in someone like me. And | was/bung to know
any better. But | soon learnt.'

‘All the same, he married you.'

'Oh yes. You know why? He told me once ... He baid discovered
he had some scruples he didn't realise he possessed

‘Hillary...'

‘And do you know what he actually said last nightilary went on.
'He ... he...!

'l know. I'm afraid to say a lot of other people, ¢@o, or will do
sooner or later. It was unforgivable. Er ... Whaapbened
afterwards?'

'I'm surprised you don't know that," Hillary saittdrly. 'Ray and his
father had a row, Ray brought me home swearinghallway that
nothing could make him love me any less and trymgnake me
promise that if Clive tried to so much as look & again, | would tell
him so that he could personally flatten him...'



Bea laughed a little. 'l would have thought he'd hig opportunity to
do that and missed it. Perhaps he's going to ledterlpolitician than
we imagine. All talk ... Sorry, darling, | didn'tean that.'

'‘But that's another thing you don't understand!llabi said
agitatedly. 'Clive has ... | don't know how to eadplit, but he has this
facility for getting the better of people. He adlyaalthough he was
entirely in the wrong last night—we're agreed omttharen't
we?—well, he actually walked away leaving us adinsling there
looking so small and foolish.'

‘Ah, but that's the point | was trying to make ieayHillary. Why did
youfeel small and foolish? There was no need ...’

‘There was every need," Hillary answered. "Youhegring yourself
talked of as being broken in like a ... a horselagidg passed on to a
new m-master! I've never been so humiliated in if®y' Ishe said,
with tears now streaming down her face. 'And that$ what he
wanted me to feel because ... because ... oh, gp, #&unt Bea,' she
commanded. 'Just leave me alone!'

Bea Selby looked as if she was in two minds foroanent. Then she
complied, taking the breakfast tray with her.

Hillary lay back as the door closed behind her amatbattled angrily
with her tears, recalling vividly the vow she hatte made never to
shed another tear over Clive Eastman. Well, shé&gptithat vow for

nearly six years until now, but than she hadn'h $em for nearly six

years ... until last night.

Let's hope it's twice as long before | see himmgstie thought. Let's
hope it's never again. Broken in .. .Oh, what aoaent | must have
been to him!



And her thoughts slipped back, although this was abmething she
had vowed never to do to herself again. But shédotihelp herself,
she found ...

* * %

She had been barely eighteen, only six months bstlool and a
trainee receptionist at a posh Brisbane hotel, vaienhad first met
Clive Eastman. It wasn't the career her mother padicularly
wanted for her, but her grandfather, for once, badrruled her
mother. He had said that the tourist industry visgsfastest growing
in Queensland and that he thought Hillary wouldybed at dealing
with people.

'‘But she's so shy!" Marlene Morris had objected.

'l know, because it's something I've battled withrafllife," Hillary's
adored grandfather had said, 'but this will help teeovercome it.
And she has other qualities that will stand hegood stead, | think.
She's reliable, meticulous ... And you, my deag,tarning up your
nose at this opportunity because you're a bitsyfab!' he'd added.

Hillary had taken the job and been utterly misezafar the first
couple of months. Not onlywasshe terribly shy, she had also led a
amazingly protected life. Her mother had seen fat #nd not
permitted even Hillary's grandfather to overrule imethis. She had
never had a boyfriend and, such was the cocoonmuther had
wrapped her in, never really thought about rebglagainst it. With
the result that, even at her all-girls’' school, jers had regarded hel
as something of an anomaly, but she hadn't womedh about that
either. Life at home had been enough for her. 8déhar mother had
lived with her grandparents for as long as shecceethember in their
big comfortable house, and they had lacked for ingthAs for
companionship, her best friend had always beemgtagrdfather and
they had gone to concerts together and the crieket they'd



collected stamps together, and after her grandmaihe died, they
were closer than ever.

With the result that not even the sometimes amézsaphisticated
talk she heard at school, or the slightly shockiogfidences she was
often on the receiving end of—she was quietly papeven for a
freak—prepared her for being thrust into a sociehere no one
cared what she overheard, and she didn't have tigiemat her side
to freeze the passes that were made at her, trdomatter, because
she couldn't bring herself to mention them, hendfather to explain
that not everyone was as reserved as they were.

But she had struggled on, still wearing her moshenbice of clothes
which were prim in the extreme, and because handjather had
been right, she was reliable and meticulous and #&sacious
beneath that shy exterior, the management haddeased with her
and she had been given more and more responshidenbich had
boosted her confidence a lot.

And as had happened at school, she had becoméyqoeular and
gradually the staff at the hotel, who collectivelyjoyed testing out
new recruits, had become collectively protectivelry Morris, to
their astonishment...

Particularly Wendy Fenton who was head lady reoet. 'Don't
swear like that in front of her,' she'd said feoosly one day to Mike
Pearson who was head porter and considered himssistible to
women. 'You only do it to make her blush!'

'l like the way she blushes.'
"1 know,but she's only a baby. Come on, Mike, give theakimteak!'

The kid had been there for six months when Clivetian had
descendedn Brisbane fothree concerts, the first he had ever give
in his home state. The venue had been Her MajeBtgatre, which



was now defunct apart from the facade, and thé stafie hotel had
been blase because they handled most of the sangengdto came to
Brisbane. Clive Eastman had shaken them out ofwioald-weary
mood rather spectacularly.

'He is mad. For one thing, the man is mad," thelhotnager was
heard to say quite early on in the proceedings. Aisddistraught
look, so unlike the usually dignified Mr Luigi whitad managed
hotels all around the world, had given proof tostlstatement.
Because despite being Italian, he was normallystue of dignified

calmness, so dignified, Hillary was tempted to syivhenever he
infrequently passed by.

'‘Oh, | don't mind," Mr Luigi went on plaintively té/endy Fenton,
'taking the blame for things which are not my fadit fact it helps
when you are dealing with the artistic temperaméete. rolled his
eyes significantly. 'However, | have never befoeeib threatened
with being tossed over the balcony. No, not evdorige And mind
you, only over the matter of a lost shirt! Whichsalast, moreover,
not in the hotel laundry nor by the valet serviceHe has this one
favourite shirt to perform in, only one. You wouldielieve it
possible, would you? To be a violinist of such nodebe now being
compared to a young Menuhin, yet to have only ¢ ® perform
In? It makes no sense.'

'‘Where was it?' Wendy enquired.

'‘Rolled up in a ball in his suitcase. Of course dwe an express
laundry job on it. We never bear grudges,' Mr Liggid gloomily.
'‘However," he brightened fractionally, 'he playekk lan angel.
Mendelssohn ... | was transported,' he added hgnest

'You mean yowent—after narrowly escaping being tossed over tf
balcony?' Wendy was incredulous.



'He gave me a ticket—one of the best. | went. He superb. He is
obviously a genius. Unfortunately," Mr Luigi addedrvously, 'we
have him for four more days. Therefore | imploreiyMiss Fenton,
to exercise your greatest tact and caution in aaliggs with him
and to see that your subordinates do too.’

'‘Look here, kids,’ Wendy was heard to say, follaviher
conversation with Mr Luigi, to that part of the fftahe was
responsible for, 'we have a nut staying, in case lyadn't already
gathered. He plays the violin and throws peoplerdas well. He's a
maddo, but we aren't going to let on. In fact, evg'oing to treat him
as if he was King Solomon, right? Right. And if yda happen to
come up against him and things look as if they tnggdt out of hand,
come to me.' She stuck her jaw out. 'l've had clemable experience
of nuts.'

For personal reasons, much of the hullabaloo sodiog Clive
Eastman escaped Hillary. And it was quite by chatizd at
lunchtime of the third day of his six-day stay, ses sent up to his
suite armed with a notepad and pencil to take sodictation from
him. The hotel provided secretarial services tgutssts and this was
Wendy's responsibility. However, when the call caiendy was at
lunch, the secretarial pool was discovered to hewssy depleted for
a variety of reasons, and in the ensuing scranviie,uigi lined up
everyone else in reception at the time, to discdivatr only Hillary
could do shorthand.

‘It will have to be you, then, Miss Morris," hedgarorriedly.
'l have filled in before,' Hillary offered.

'‘Good. But .. .Oh well, it will have to be you. Gfu go then, Miss
Morris ...



'You sent Hillary!" Wendy Fenton all but shoutedentshe got back
from lunch ten minutes later. 'That's like sendanghorn lamb to the
slaughter!'

''ve observed Miss Morris lately, Miss Fenton, dnthink she's
developing a nice way of handling people.’

'‘People, yes! Mad musicians who are also ladykiller case you
hadn't noticed ...'

‘There was no one else,' Mr Luigi said pacificdBesides, talking of
shorn lambs, isn't there a saying that they teripgewind?'

Wendy stared at him. 'Are you sure ... that soumadsg! Isn't it that
the shorn lamb needs to be tempdredithe wind?'

Mr Luigi shrugged. 'Possibly. English is not myimattongue and
sometimes | get things confused. But | have faitiMiss Morris,

anyway,' he added majestically. And as it turneg loeiwas right in a
way ...

'‘Who are you?' Clive Eastman demanded in replyitarfs knock.

She took a breath as she stared up at the tallwhanstood in the
doorway and had to steel herself, strangely, natntoaway and take
flight. Because there was a barely suppressed dgnam every inch

of him from his thin, vital, arrogantly moulded &adownwards

through his lithe, beautifully proportioned bodyuttt that particular
moment it was more, it was an irate, impatient dyicampact he

exuded.

Hillary swallowed and said politely, 'I'm from rga®n, sir. I've
come to take your dictation.’



He looked her up and down, noting the tartan sig wore with a
navy-blue pullover, the lace- edged collar of hesuske exposed
neatly. She also wore neat navy-blue court shottsaniny heel and
her hair was clipped back on one side, as alwaph, avblue slide.
She would come, Clive Eastman found himself thigkir
unexpectedly, just about up to my heart...

He said, 'You could have fooled me. You look likeefugee from
boarding school.’

'Oh, I've worked here for six months now, sir,’ sissured him
anxiously, 'and ... shorthand was one of my bdgests.'

Clive Eastman studied her earnest expression fiooraent, then he
smiled suddenly, a peculiarly sweet smile that towst people by
surprise and quite bowled them over, too.

‘Very well, ma'am,' he said, and stood aside fortheenter. 'To be
guite honest | think | prefer a pocket-sized varsadthe real thing ...
Where would you like to sit?’

He established her comfortably, then went to stanthe french

windows that led on to the balcony, from where ¢haas a superb
view of the Brisbane River. He was silent for adjrstaring out, then
he turned back and said, 'l want to write two tstt®©ne to my agent
in London, and one to my accountant. I'm sackimgtioth.'

Hillary blinked and looked startled.

'I'll give you the addresses later. Dear Ned,'dgah, 'he's my agent...
Dear Ned ... Thanks to your latest c ... foul-ugml in the position of
being out of work for the next three months ...'gdéled a hand out
of his pocket and scratched his head. 'l wouldmidnso much ... if
this wasn't the latest in a long line of ... Whaiearth's the matter?' he
demanded irritably, as he noticed that Hillary wwaslonger writing



but staring at him with unmistakable tears in ly@se'Am | going too
fast?'

'‘N-no...’
‘Then—You don't have to feel sorry for bloody Ned.'

'It's not that,' she whispered miserably. 'l demé&n know him,' she
added with a watery smile and her pencil poisednagian sorry.
Please go on.'

‘How can | go on? Or is this your normal practice?'
'No...'
'S0?' he said impatiently.

Hillary's lips trembled. 'It's your watch," shedsanhappily. 'lt's the
same kind | 'gave to my grandfather for his siktietthday. He ... he
died last week. The silly thing is ... | haven'tebeable to cry,
although I loved him so much. He was my best friend

Clive Eastman stared at her as she bowed her hehdhex slim,
girlish shoulders started to shake uncontrollably.

| don't believe this, he thought, as he watchethiyildesperately try
to take a grip on herself then, and stand up udsgyea

'If ... if you'll excuse me for a moment,’ she gdp'l'll wash my face
....And that was when he was possessed of an uctexpenpulse,
this time. 'Now you've started,' he said mattefagtly, 'you might as
well get it over with. Started crying, | mean. HeHe moved over to
her, took the notebook and pencil from her andtipein down, and
drew her into his arms. '‘Consider me in the natdir@ providential

shoulder to cry on. Now | come to think of it, Ived my

great-grandfather very much, too.’



Hillary wept unrestrainedly for about five minutasd he didn't say
any more, just held her childish figure gently aaflected that he'd
been right, she didn't come much above his heart...

Then she stopped and sniffed and laid her ched¢keowet patch her
tears had left on his shirt, and said huskily, 8onvery sorry.’

‘That's all right.’
"You probably think I'm mad..."
‘Not at all. Feel better?’

'l... Yes,' she said a little wonderingly. 'He daly | wasn't to be sad,
but...'

'l know. That's easier said than done. Have youamgdunch?'
'‘No. | don't go off for another hour.'

‘Then have some with me.' He let her go.

'Oh, | couldn't! Besides, the letters ...’

Clive Eastman grinned. 'Well do 'em later." Andiablis to her look
of shock, he strode over to the phone and orderachlfor two.

‘Don't worry about it," he said, as he put the ghdown and observed
her twisting her hands uncertainly. 'Mr Luigi hapeatedly assured
me that every facility of this fine hotel is at migposal. Why should
that exclude you?'

Six months ago Hillary would have read nothing muth this, but
some harsh experience had taught her to look fogtlard against
hidden meanings, and she blushed suddenly.



Which caused Clive Eastman to raise his eyebrovdsthan say
wryly, 'l didn't mean it in that way. | just... dbhke having lunch on
my own. Tell you what, I'll get your boss's appridvand he reached
for the phone again to do just that with no ideatld acute
consternation he was causing in reception ...

‘A working lunch?' Wendy Fenton said into her pt@v/hot line to Mr
Luigi. 'Is that what he said? Well, I'll tell youhat, if she isn't back in
an hour, | shall personally go up and check thigkmg lunch out!

However, the next hour proved to be extremely @letfor Hillary
She ate smoked salmon and a delicious chickersfées although
she declined the wine, and in the process heaedaurgated edition
of Clive Eastman's life which had fascinated' hdot that he'd
intended to tell her his life story, he stoppedhink once, ruefully,
but in an effort to put her at her ease he hatestao tell her about his
great-grandfather.

'So you're half Russian?' she said, wide-eyed.

'‘Oh no—eighth at most. He married an Australia@oifnish descent
and had ten children, one of whom was my grantiiganarried an
Australian, too, and had my mother, who marriedAastralian as
well, as my father.’

‘And your great-grandfather came here after thesianRevolution?
What did he do?' she asked.

‘Took up cane-farming near Mackay. | still have dszef relatives
up there.'

'Did he play the violin?"Yes, he did. That's hogot started—and for
a long time rued the day. I'd have much rather baehorse
trainer—I'm still crazy about horses.’

Hillary looked puzzled.



'‘Well, it was like this ..." And that was how hedhgot started on his
boyhood and, for the first time for a long timeljved some of the
agonies of it. Of being the bone of contention lesm his parents,
who hadn't taken long to discover they weren't mai¢s; of being
something of a child prodigy and how his father baalght it was
‘cissy' to play the violin while his mother had dedly scrimped and
saved for his lessons; of the awful day when heswdsen and he'd
knocked his father to the floor to prove he wasaanin fact it hadn't
been only his father's disapproval he'd felt artiisrate teens he had
spent a lot of time demonstrating how tough he wiasthe despair
of his mother who had worried dreadfully about hanhds. He had
also, again to the despair of his mother, gonebhis way to be the
local Romeo ... but perhaps that came naturallythbaght with an
inward grin as he sat across the table from Hillary

But in fact he had several times sworn to givevilbén up and had.
Only his great-grandfather had talked him out of And
unexpectedly, an old nun who had been one of tastBachers. She
had tapped another torment within him and talkedito of it. 'It's
like a mistress,' she had said. 'Wayward, elusbreetimes, drives
you mad, then gives you more pleasure than anytiinat's how the
best mistresses are—that's how your art is toAond.that's what will
make it great. Perfection is also pain.’

Hillary thought about this for a while, after hednheold her—and,
incidentally, wondered if he should have left thisout, too, as he'd
left out the bit of being the local Romeo. Then saiel surprisingly, 'l
think she must have been very wise.'

'She was. In the literal sense too, I've sinceassied, although
where she got that bit of wisdom from, heaven krbite grinned
faintly, but as Hillary started to colour he solteaed went on to tell
her about his life overseas after winning a scisbigr and the great
highlight ... winning the Tchaikovsky Gold Medal.



'So it was all worth it?' Hillary said shyly.
He stared at her. 'Yes,' he said after a time/ag."'

They were silent together for a while, a strangatynpanionable
silence. Then Hillary suddenly caught sight of netebook and
pencil, and remembered what she was there foyreall

'Oh," she said, and looked guiltily at her wataiell, I'll work
through my lunch hour, of course.' She reachethipad. 'Let's see,
we got up to..'

But Clive Eastman stretched and laughed. 'Forgetitathem,' he
drawled. 'lI've changed my mind.’

'You mean —you aren't going to sack them any more?'

‘Actually, there's no point. I've sacked Ned esexymonths, roughly,
since I've known him. He never takes the hint. Whak grimaced,
'put it this way. Ned can see through to my soskime uncanny way.
He knows when | just need to let off steam.’

'‘But you said you were out of work for three monthdecause of
him.'

'He probably thinks | need a break. Which | do.

And where better to take it than Queensland, thesl§ine State, for
that matter my home?' But there was something raltyen the way
he said it that caused Hillary to look at him utaedy.

‘You don't like Queensland?'
'I'm afraid, my dear ... By the way, | don't evetow your name.'

She told him.



'Hillary," he said experimentally. 'lI've never know Hillary... What
was | saying? Oh yes, I'm afraid I've become ortbade awful breed
of people—a jet-setter who can't stay in one placg, least of all the
wilds of the southern hemisphere. But it's whaididd do. Try to get
back to the basics. My soul feels as if it nee@sdn if the intellect is
unwilling. | suspect that's why Ned arranged thar tilis way up,
with Brisbane last. | suspect he was trying to te# something.
That's why | got mad.'

‘There are some nice places here,’ said Hillary itde |
self-consciously.

‘Spoken like a true Queenslander!" he replied ittyrin, then his
eyes softened. 'And you're right, there are somwelygplaces. | just
wish | had someone like ..." He stopped and thquigar God, | must
be going mad! She's only a little girl...

Hillary stood up awkwardly. 'I'd better be goinghahk you very
much for the lunch.’

‘A pleasure,’ he murmured, and stood up himsetfe'@ay, when it's
not so raw any more, you must tell me about yoandfather.’

‘Thank you, I'd like to,' she said tremulously, buotiled to show him
she wasn't in any danger of breaking down, bechuke seem that,
although the sadness remained, the acute griet lasa finding

expression, no longer seemed like a bottomless pit.

Then, because she didn't know how to say goodbgaynway that
didn't seem gauche, she just left quietly.

To find Wendy Fenton hovering outside.

'‘What have you been doing?' demanded Wendy, oniteryHhad
closed the door.



'‘Nothing. | ... er ... He asked me to have luncthwim. But he did
ring Mr Luigi...'

'l know. But why did he want to have lunch with You

'‘Well ..." And that was the first time Hillary Masrexperienced the
incredibly difficult task of explaining Clive Eastémn to anyone. Nor
was she to know that it was the first of many tirsles was to attempt
an explanation, to her mother, to her aunt, todiers

Because he did stay in Brisbane, in fact on andbofbver a year...

‘And that first meeting," a seven-years-older yllslorris whispered
to herself in the solitariness of her Paddingtodrbem, after a
traumatic night, ‘was probably the one and onlyetinwasn't in love
with him, secretly or otherwise. Or thought | wasiay have been a
late starter but it didn't stop me from ... Oh hdlltear slid down her
cheek as she couldn't help thinking of that youngesion of herself.

He had left the hotel without seeing her againrdfte last concert.
She hadn't really expected to see him, but thedeblean a lurking
disappointment all the same. She had tried to giekat for one of
his remaining concerts but they had been fully leoplso she had
bought one of his records instead, and it was wilgn she got it
home that she had discovered a full cover pictéirero on the back.
A curious picture perhaps for a classical recordmg whoever had
set it up had known what they were about. He wasnévening
clothes but in his shirt sleeves and with hisd@skened and his hands
shoved into his trouser pockets as he leant againgall. And he
wasn't looking at the camera but with a broodinglseness, and an
almost tangible air of dislike, at a violin lying @ table.

And Hillary had caught her breath and felt a cusisensation at the
pit of her stomach, and found herself rememberihgtvan old nun



had said to him. It is like a love affair for hishe'd thought a little
shakily.

And the recording had confirmed it for her, forttharely smothered
tension had come through in bursts of savageryetswept aside in
lovely, lilting melodies, sad gentleness and, same, a piercing
sweetness that took your breath away.

But why the knowledge of it affected her so deeglhg'd been unable
to say ...

Curiously, at about the same time, she had fallémwtth her mother
and been conscious of an inexplicable feeling stfessness. It hadn't
been a thing of so many words, the falling out lshé experienced
with her mother; more a lack of them if anything—Hasome of their
channels of communication had become clogged.

Bea Selby had noticed it, though, and reflectedl ithaas probably
long overdue. And she had talked to her sister étarland tried to
persuade her to get herself some outside interasighing that
would break the almost stifling closeness her nigieé her sister
lived in. 'Look,' she'd said, 'Dad's left us bottm¢ortably off.Don't
you think it's time you started to live a little? Howaut coming to
Hong Kong with me next month? The shopping's mévusleven if
you can't find anything else to like about the plac

‘And leave Hillary?'

Precisely, Bea had muttered to herself. But thetfeat she was not
the only stubborn member of the family had entéredcalculations
and she'd said quite mildly, 'Hillary can look afterself for a month
or so.’

'l couldn't do it!"



'‘She's eighteen. And she's been working for some tiow. Do you
go to work and hold her hand?' A slip, a slip, Bad chided herself
mentally. | was planning to be much more subtle ...

'It's all very well for you to talk, Bea,' Marlehorris had said just a
little pathetically. 'But you've never had any dnén. You don't know
what it's like.'

No, | don't, Bea had thought in a moment of sadn&sd perhaps
that's why | can see how important it is to letofthe strings, to talk
in cliches. Only how to get it through to her?

But Hillary's mother had resisted all her effort&lan the end Bea
Selby had given up.

Then her sister had called to see her one day nme sagitation.
‘Hillary ... is acting rather strangely,' she'ddshreathlessly. 'l think
she has a boy-friend and I'sure he's quite unsuitable, otherwise
she'd be more open about it!

But Bea had been in an impatient mood. '"Want td Wédten have you
ever shown her that it's a perfectly natural, nérthang? Never,
because you're still so wrapped up in the hureoffather.

But be that as it may. Why don't you just ask foen it?'

'l ... Sometimes Hillary is just a little difficuto talk to these days,'
Marlene had said defensively.

So it had been Bea who had spoken to her niecéantfitst
opportunity. "Your mother's a little worried abgwaiu, Hillary,' she'd
said lightly. 'She thinks you have a boy-friend—itloat there's
anything wrong in that! But we'd like to meet him.'

And that had been the first intimation Bea had thed Hillary now
had a mind of her own.



'l don't have a boy-friend, Aunt Bea,' she had gaietly.
‘Well then, a friend?"
'I've got a few friends now.'

'‘No one special?' Bea had enquired with what sdenbped was the
lightest touch, only to discover that to her edardiad sounded
elephantine.

‘Yes, but he's not a boy-friend.’
Bea had looked at her narrowly. 'In what way?'

But Hillary had smiled, her smoky-blue eyes as céesahe day. 'You
don't have to worry, Aunt Bea.'

‘All the same,' Bea had answered, honestly sheesilyldealised, ‘we
do a bit ... For one thing, considering the tabs youm keeps on you
she'd deepened her voice dramatically and pullednaical face,

'how come you've managed to keep him to just aicosis shadow?'

'‘Well, | get one afternoon a week off now that {\rarking a later
shift and sometimes | spend it with him. | ...ihthhe's a little bit at a
loose end at the moment but," Hillary had hesitdtedtried to tell
you about him, Aunt Bea, you wouldn't understanditir would
Mum, but he only ever treats me like Grandfathel; db there's no
need to worry. Besides, I'm nearly nineteen now.'

Bea had looked into Hillary's eyes and sensed atairability about
her which had given her cause to wonder wherelthdyall inherited
their stubbornness from, she and her sister ancheowiece, and she
had backed off and advised her sister to do theesaththe same,
she had suddenly found herself understanding af bibw her sister
felt.



‘And [," Hillary murmured to herself the morningaafthe ball as she
smoothed the sheet restlessly, 'went blithely eging Clive. | was so
surprised when | got that phone call at work altbrge weeks after
he'd left the hotel. But | didn't really stop tartk | accepted his offer
to have a picnic lunch with him in the Botanic Gand because it was
my afternoon off. | can still remember the egg amdctumber
sandwiches he brought ... | can still remembelt gawell...

In fact they spent nearly the entire afternoorha Gardens, soaking
up the clear winter sunshine.

And it was the first of their unusual outings whetenchanted her.
Sometimes they went across the river to the ArtéBalwhere you
could sit outside after you'd seen the latest ettbiband watch the
seemingly peaceful Brisbane River flow by, with tigy just across
from you. Sometimes it was Newstead House, an rigsearly
homestead of the city that sat on the confluend8refkfast Creek
and the main river,and fascinated Hillary not ofdy its lovely
gardens and situation but for its restored interi@r they went to
New Farm Park; sometimes to King George Squaradautee City
Hall just to watch the world go by; if the weathesis bad, to a film
matinee, and once he showed her all his childh@oehts.

And all the time, she was falling more and mordowve with him,
although he did treat her very much as her grahdfdiad.

Only he wasn't her grandfather, of course. He \masstuff dreams
were made of for Hillary. It was as if the veils loér mind were

finally, belatedly, being lifted. But for all thatwas a late awakening,
it was more intense than anything that had evepéragd to her.

Yet it wasn't only a physical thing. In fact itghtened her a little to
think of his tall, well-made body and his longostg hands. But she



loved his smile and the way his grey eyes smiledetones too, and
teased her. And she loved talking to him and thegtthey did
which made her feel easy and comfortable.

But of course all this was her secret, this qudpdiess, star-struck
feeling that left her breathless and happy beyati@fsometimes, or
hauntingly sad at others. No one knew, not her eratior her aunt,
and least of all Clive, she hoped.

He told her that he had taken a flat in St Lucesnthe University of
Queensland and not far from her home at Indoorlyopihd he told
her that he might be staying longer in Brisbanentliee had
anticipated because Ned had arranged a tour of2é¢aland for him
in a month's time and was negotiating a concer¢san Perth—on
the other side of the continent.

'‘Senseless to go back to Europe in the meantimieit® he said, with
a quizzical little smile.

And he told her that he'd visited his relationMiackay—and not got
much satisfaction from it, she'd sensed. He alsb her that the
Conservatorium of Music had asked him to considdeaching
seminar.

'‘Will you?' she asked.

'I'm ... considering it. The trouble is, I'm a lgusacher. | don't have
the patience.’

'l think you do.’

‘You don't really know me, sweet Hillary. Or putthis way, you
seem to bring out the best in me...'



She hugged his words to herself that night in [saifithey were more
precious than diamonds, and repeated them oveowartdo herself.
And her happiness was pure and simple and quiternadding.

Not long after that, though, things were no lorgesimple. Because
she quite unwittingly gave her secret away. At tledshappened
accidentally. They were at Mount Coot-tha to takeha view of

Brisbane and Moreton Bay and have a traditionaldDetea in the
kiosk—it had been one of her grandfather's faveigjgots.

But it was a very cold day for Brisbane, and Hillahivered a little as
they walked amongst the trees after their tea. Alide quite

naturally put an arm around her and pulled herecld's a bit
freezer's bold up here, isn't it?"

'Mmm ..." Her teeth chattered.

He laughed and kissed the tip of her nose. 'Y @aheg blue,' he said,
and put his other arm around her. And that was whenworld
stopped for Hillary. She forgot how cold it wasdamas only able to
gaze up at him with her heartbeat tripping in aaus way and her
lips parted.

'‘What is it?' he asked. 'You look as if you've sagmost!

She blinked and wanted to move, but it was asrifdet were planted
in the ground and she found herself rememberingtheother time
she had been in his arms, the day they had firdt ared how
supremely comforting it had felt—for that mattemhi felt now, as
if she never wanted to be anywhere else.

But unfortunately, all this was clearly visible drer face, she
realised, as soon as she saw Clive's expressian tmeghange, to
sober. And she bit her lip and started to blusiofisly and wished
she could die on the spot.



What happened, though, was that he let her go dprand they
walked to his car in silence.

A silence that lasted all the way along the tortumad down Mount
Coot-tha, a silence as painful for Hillary as Clkvehange of mood.

Then he said, 'Hillary, | haven't been very wiga,dfraid.' He put out
a hand to take one of hers into it. '‘But I'm net tight man for you.'

She swallowed miserably and for a moment pride tethper to say
something like, | never thought you were. Insteadelly, a strange
feeling of desolation mixed itself up with her alWémbarrassment,
and a solitary tear splashed on to her cheek,tieee and more.

'Oh hell," he said softly, and pulled the car updAhe took her into
his arms again and, as she'd done once beforeyegitento his shirt.
Only this time, after a little while, he tilted helnin up and kissed her
lips very gently. 'Hillary, it could never be. ltowld be madness.'

'l know. | never thought ...'" she stammered. 'l mekh never
expected— But we could still be friends, couldr&?Av

' think it's probably best if we weren't, he safter a moment. 'You ..
. should be going out with boys of your own age.’

She winced perceptibly.

'‘What's wrong with that?' His grey eyes probeddmeoky-blue ones
sombrely.

'l don't know any, for one thing.' Hillary made @sgerate attempt to
smile.

He smoothed her hair. 'How come? You know I've vevad about
that. You seem to be a very solitary little person.



'l guess I'm just shy.’

‘Yes, | guess you are, and very sweet, but amatgst things I'm
almost old enough to be your father and I'd matezrgble husband.
Ask anyone,' he said with his lips quirking. 'Besd.’

'l know," she said tremulously. 'I'm ... just someavho's helped you
to pass the time these last weeks, when you've dtesetoose end.'

‘Hillary, it's been more than that. I've enjoyediyoompany so much.
And I'd give anything for this not to have happehed

'Oh, it's all right. And Ididn't ever think it would come to anything.
But perhaps you're right ... Anyway, you're goiongNew Zealand
soon, aren't you?'

'Yes. .Yes.'
'‘So—we could make this goodbye, then? Couldn't we?'

‘Hillary...'But she whispered then, 'Please dat any more. | feel
an awful fool. Oh, look, there's a bus coming | catch that will take
me nearly home?lease."

Only there'd been an awful surprise waiting for détehome...



CHAPTER THREE

EVEN now, seven years later, Hillary couldn't help shivg and
remembering with the utmost clarity her mother'stoded face and
the things she'd said that cold afternoon ...

"... Nothing but a cheap little tart. Oh, | alwdgsew you'd turn out
like your father! But with a man like that ... H@meuld you? Haven't
you seen pictures of him in the women's magaziheaya with a
different girl?"

‘How did you k-know?"' Hillary had stammered, whaeher lips.

'‘Because | made it my business to find out. Yob&en out with him
this afternoon, haven't you? Where? To his flat? i make love to
you?'

‘No! No ... you don't understand ..."

But nothing she'd said had halted the ugly tidevofds that had
spewed from her mother's mouth so uncharactefistiand she'd
finally run upstairs to her bedroom, crying andeavg her ears, and
she'd locked herself in and cowered beside her &eaking and
weeping until finally she'd fallen asleep on theped exhausted.

It had been her Aunt Bea who'd tried to restorati@hs between her
and her mother, her Aunt Bea who had tried to expéaher why her
mother was the way she was ...

'‘But how could she have said things like that tofnsbe loves me so
much?'

'‘Out of concern, out of fear ... Unfortunately, |&l{/, she has no one
else and she's made you the very centre of her Bfet | have to
confess that most mothers would have been wortwditayou ...



seeing someone like Clive Eastman. He's— wellt altter than you
and you're very lovely,' Bea Selby had said.

To her surprise, Hillary had smiled, a bleak liglmile. 'He doesn't
think of me that way. He never did. | tojau the truth about him,
Aunt Bea, but you didn't understand any more thas does. He
never tried to make love to me. We were just freen@nly now
you've made it seem dirty and underhand ... Butwouo't have to
worry any more,' she had added with a sudden dedjatis finished

anyway.'
'‘Oh? Why?'

'‘Why?' Hillary had turned a strangely contemptuous glamcéeher
aunt. Then her eyes had filled with tears and steati] 'Because he's
going to New Zealand soon. And because, despité yauwaall think
of him, he told me himself that he was too oldrfer and that | should
make friends with boys of my own age. And | dorénivto talk about
it ever again.'

For a while it had been hard to talk to her motkefprgive her for

the things she had said. And for the first timé&en life, Hillary had

found herself thinking about her father, really nting and

wondering what he'd been like. And if he hadn'trbperhaps as
misunderstood as she had been...

But she had noticed gradually, as they'd moved tike strangers
around her grandfather's house, how old her mdtlo&ed suddenly.
As if that vicious outburst had aged her unbeliéraBnd how
undecided she had become, and vague. And one Hay ibeen too
much for her and she had said over breakfast, whethmother
always got up and cooked for her, 'Oh Mum, | lowe.yl always
will.’



Her mother had lifted a pale, papery face, theriestdo cry tears of
relief. 'I'm so sorry ...

Yet, although they made their peace, Hillary haghb@onscious from
that point in time on, of a strange burden. Onliyewen she had seen
how heavy it would become.

But two months later when she had run into Clivestian
accidentally, he had seen it somehow and hadtfslifficiently to
turn aside his first instinct which had told himigmore her.

In fact, she hadn't seen him striding across KiegrGe Square. She
had been busy feeding the remains pf her packeth kathe pigeons.

Then she had got up and looked around once ankielliand stood

for a moment with her chin in her hand as if she wld and recalling

something a long time ago.

And that was when he had called her name involiy&nd she had
jumped and looked around.

'Oh," she'd said. 'Oh, it's you.'

‘Yes. How are you?'

'Fine! I'm fine. How was New Zealand?"

‘What's wrong?'

'‘Nothing!" Hillary had licked her lips. 'l have ¢et back to work.'
'I'll walk with you. Still working at the hotel?'

‘Yes.'

‘How is Mr Luigi?'



'‘Oh, we have a new manager now—Mr Weisenbaum.'
'‘What's he like?'
She'd hesitated. 'Not as ... Not quite like Mr LLuig

Clive had laughed. "Your loss,' he'd said. 'Mr lLuvgs a genius. He
even managed to calm me down one night. | quiteenaer
threatening to throw him over the balcony, but tst jstood his
ground and said, please don't ... | haven't goeadfor heights.
Hillary, you look different. Why, | wonder ...?"

'You don't,' she had said, then flushed.

'Have you ... done what | suggested? Met some bbysur own
age?'

‘Yes, dozens! You were right, it's what | shoulg@dndone ages ago.’
By this time they had arrived at the hotel conceurs
'‘Dozens?’ Clive had lifted an eyebrow.

'‘No, not really, but some. | must run now. Goodby&s-been nice to
see you again.' And she had disappeared into kg lo

Clive Eastman had stared after her for a time,iahdd occurred to
him that he'd thought a lot about her over the pastmonths, and
that he'd missed her quiet, undemanding compang than he had
thought possible. But he'd set his teeth then,ramidnded himself
that only a cad would take advantage of an adaisrash. And he
had spent that night with a lady who bysteetchof the imagination
could have been described as adolescent.

Curiously, however, he had woken in a black mo@drntéxt day and
rather summarily got rid of his lady friend and Hallly intended to



spend the day With his violin. But before he hdtl hés flat for the
Conservatorium of Music he had received a visitfeowell-dressed,
middle-aged woman who had almost shocked him ir
speechlessness with what she had come to say to him

It was Hillary's mother. She had read, she'd $hat,he was back in
town, that he would be holding a special seminar tla
Conservatorium and that he would also be doingiassef concerts
for the Australian Broadcasting Corporation, fdewesion. She had
then gone on to demand that he stay away from dgglder during
this time, and she had called him some rather nigihges ... a seducer
of innocent young girls being one.

Clive had heard her out in silence, mainly becaois¢he sheer
unexpectedness of it all. But by the time she InadHed, he'd found
himself in the grip of a cold, terrible rage, altigh the only
indication of it was the slight narrowing of hisesy And if Marlene
Morris had had the benefit of Ned Cartwright's veisdwhich had
come from years of association with Clive Eastns@ might have
guailed in her elegant leather shoes. But she aadrreven heard of
Ned, nor heard him say— which he had, not infretjyenvhen
Clive rants and raves you have no worries: whegdes quiet that's
when you know you've got trouble, that's when yeailly find out
what a difficult, dangerous bastard he can be ...

But all Hillary's mother had observed was that hd gone a little
pale. And all he had said was, 'You've made a kestdrs Morris. If
you've nothing left to say, I'll see you out.'

And the rest is history, thought Hillary, comingckéo the present.
Knowing Clive as | do now, | can quite believe thatthen set out to
seduce me, but for that matter he told me so ampdater.



Told me that he'd then discovered he had some Issring hadn't
known he possessed and that's why he'd marriedshe fBut it was
doomed from the start for so many reasons. My nmathBut | can't
blame her entirely.

She stared up at the ceiling and found her eyeswtiettears as she
thought of the sick, pathetic creature her mothed hecome after
their marriage. And the series of heart problenestsid had which
had meant that for months Hillary had had to spemge time,
almost, with her than with Clive. And she thoughthow torn she
had felt between the two of them—two irreconciladhemies. And
how she had once tried to explain to Clive thay theed each other but
her mother had no one, not even her Aunt Bea, valgogione to live
in Greece for that summer.

‘Hillary," he had said to her harshly, 'she's goearn some time to
give you up. If she'd had her way she'd have keptayspinster for
the rest of her life.’

'l know ... that," Hillary had whispered. 'When 'shgell again...'

But there had been other pressures on Hillary,spres that had
eaten away at the sheer delight of her marriage—tdrati been like

an enchanted world for her those first early monthen Clive had

taken her to his bed and she had lain beside hitharmoonlight,

sometimes the sunlight, and he had loved her untibs as if she
could feel the blood beating through her body swaet tide she had
never guessed at through all those months of beilaye with him.

And he had laughed at her sometimes and teasegehdy. 'Who
would have guessed that underneath that lovelgdptim exterior,
there'd be such a passionate little girl?'

‘Do you mind?'



He had studied her porcelain-pale body beside Iner, small,
pink-tipped breasts, her eyes that couldn't disguiseshe felt about
him, and then he had pulled her into his arms amdl Isuskily, 'Of
course not. Don't ever change, sweet Hillary.'

Nor did I, in that way, she mused. But things werdng all the same.
Not only because | just couldn't abandon my mothknpugh I'd let
Clive persuade me to marry him in spite of all hereats and
tantrums and so on .. But also because he wasn of
Impossible—moody, so tense; impossible to live vetien for me,
who adored him, or thought | did. Perhaps | shtwdde stood up to
him more? But | just wasn't made that way—thersddito shrivel up
inside and go quiet and stiff and try to pretedalh't mind the things
he sometimes said, the way he could be so impabeit | minded
so much | felt like dying sometimes. Perhaps | &hbave been like
Ned—who | never got to meet, but | did know his|gsophy.
Perhaps | should have borrowed it and let it all off my back like
water off a duck's, and put it down to the artigtimperament.

Then there was the circle of people we moved insaghisticated
whereas | was so naive and shy. It became a fortortire for me
and | began to want to shut myself into the flat anot go out. In fact
that was one of my few sources of consolation fldteand the fact
that Clive gave mearte blanchdo decorate it. It was my only haven
other than his arms ... And | used to get so titiegkl from trying to
keep up with him, his friends, from worrying abauy mother,
worrying about how | was failing as a wife, as anpanion ... so
tired.

'‘But the crisis came,” she murmured aloud to hers&eghen he
decided to go back overseas. | knew he had to,tthaid to come,
that there was no way | could expect him to stagustralia. | also
knew it would be for a long time. | just didn't kmdwow | was going
to leave my mother. So | suggested following himaitouple of



months, when she was well again ..." She close@éyes and what
had followed came back to her as vividly as theitdagad happened.

... Hillary, so long as you're married to me, yoather will never be
well again. Don't you understand that?'

'It's the truth, Hillary," he had said tersely, bi®y eyes dark and
angry. 'So come with me now, or not at all.'

She had stared at him, her face paling, not wantrgelieve what
she was hearing yet with one part of her expedtjrigr the last few
months had not been easy. In fact when they hldett making love,
life had been hell, put quite simply.

She had licked her lips and tried to speak sevienals and had only
been able to say finally, 'Clive .. .1 Clive, | &tdeave her just now,
don't you see?’

He had turned away from her abruptly and when fiketinaned back

there had been something in his eyes that hadéngla her. 'Yes, 1
see,' he had said unemotionally. 'And | think ppshthe time has
come for you to see and to understand. Hillary,nbthproud of this,

but your mother threw down the gauntlet to me canae | picked it

up. In a fit of rage and ... madness, | pickegit And he had gone on
to tell her about his first meeting with her moth®mething which,

for reasons of their own, neither of them had ewentioned to her
before ...

'So ... that's why you married me,' she'd saiduinoa curious
obstruction in her throat. ‘Do you mean, if sherftaaccused you of
those things, you wouldn't have?'

‘No, | wouldn't have.'



'Oh.. .

‘Hillary, look, it's not that | don't love you in a way, but | knew you
were too young and unworldly for me, | knew I'd raak lousy
husband for you and I'd made up my mind never ¢oys@ again. |
knew it was insanity to ... that I'd be everythy@ur mother said |
was if | took advantage of what you felt. But whghve said those
things I—well, | have a reputation for being insaoenetimes. Only
I've never before regretted my moments of insagitjje as much
now, and | think we have to end this thingw before you get hurt
any more.'

'‘What do you mean?' she faltered.

‘That we get a divorce. It's never going to worklary. For that
matter, it hasn't been working for some time nowas it?' he had
added, and his grey eyes had probed hers mergilessl

And perhaps, through over-tiredness, overstraimatexrer, for the
first time in my life, | stood up for myself, thokgHillary, as she
remembered what she had said then with her minthgesnd a sense
of hurt in her heart almost too great to bear, 'Howld you? How

could anyone do a thing like that? And you're ridhée last thing |

want to do is stay married to you. I'll go now.'

'Where?'
'Home.'

'Hillary, don't go home. Find yourself a place oluy own at least.
You won't have to worry about money. But to go hamelaying
right into your mother's hands.'

‘You can talk,' she'd said thickly.



'Yes, | can,' Clive had retorted. 'l may be a bdstaut anyone could
see what your mother's doing to you.'

But she had started to cry then. 'l hate you, Clikgall right for you
to walk out on meto marry me in a fit of anger, to ... to ... Busf
don't think you can dictate to me any more. I'vd aaough of that,
and you, and I'll go where | want. I'm sorry I'veen such a bore to
you and so young for you—you should have told nenso instead
of letting me go on making a fool of myself. I'nrgused you haven't
found yourself a mistress, someone more elusive thaas, and
wayward and ..."' She'd stopped. 'Have you?' shashpered.

They'd stared at each other for an age. Then Ghagesaid, 'Yes...'

'‘Now I really hate you,' she'd said, and her eyestdurned with it and
it was as if her whole body was consumed with it.

'I'm glad.'
'Glad?' She had stared at him, stunned.

'‘Because I'd rather you hated me than blamed yibursed you
never made a fool of yourself, believe me.’

'I'l never believe another word you say. Goodlfjkye.'

'Hillary ..." He'd put out a hand, but she'd turmed run from the
room.

Not only from the room, she mused, but | ran ouhisfflat and his
life. She sighed suddenly and pleated her brodergaise pillow

slip. And | went home to my mother who was triumphand

frequently reminded me that she'd told me so, alud amore about
men, besides. And | nursed her through all herembsy imaginary or
otherwise, until she died, not of her heart prolsddmt while she was
crossing the street at the same time as a drunkeramwas loose in



his car. And all the time, apart from once when tAB@a came home
and | broke down and told her the whole story,kohbg brick | built
up a wall in my mind around the memory of Clivetiuincould even
read about him and not care.

'So why did | make a scene like that last night?'

Her words seemed to echo oddly around the bedrddran the
phone beside her bed rang and it was Ray.

'I'm fine," she said into it. 'Actually I'm stilhibed, but it is Saturday
and Wendy's handling the shop—better than | dofretimes think,’
she added with a grimace, it's also twelve o'cldoking today...'

She listened for a while, then she said, 'Raytoddy. | feel rather as
if I've been under a steamroller. | think I'll jussst. Besides, | think
you ought to see your father. We've ... You'vetgatraighten some
things out with him. So how about tomorrow?'

She put the phone down a little later and stareldeathands for a
while and at the diamond ring she now wore. Then @shed the
bedclothes aside and got up to take a shower.

* * %

'It's been a great morning, Hillary,” Wendy Fentssid to her
enthusiastically, as Hillary helped her to shutstyp, 'l even sold
that perfectly ugly— in my opinion anyway—bamboargkr, not to
mention...'

She had worked for Hillary for the past two yeafteraa chance
reunion during which she had told Hillary how slael heft the hotel
after several years of trying and failing to get with Mr
Weisenbaum, of being overseas on a protracted ngholiday, and
how she was now at a loose end.



‘Are you still ...?" she had asked Hillary awkwardl
'‘No. Divorced.'

'I'm sorry, so sorry. Talk about shorn lambs areddfaughter, was |
ever right,)’ Wendy had added obscurely, and neventioned it
again. And since then they had made a perfect téam/Vendy's
strong points were Hillary's weakest, like accousmsl badgering
errant suppliers when they had an interior deaoggbb on, and they
had become firm friends as well.

'How was last night?' asked Wendy, then she casigit of the
diamond engagement ring. 'Oh! | suspected this migppen.
Congratulations! | like Ray,' she added sincerely.

Hillary looked at her a little wryly. 'I'm glad s@one approves.'
'‘Who doesn't?" Wendy demanded.

'‘My aunt, for one. She thinks he's as dull as diaker. Nor does his
father approve of me any more, unfortunately.'

‘Why ever not?'
‘Wendy, you won't believe what happened last right.
‘Try me.'

'Clive turned up. And, as only he could do it- whdls just say I've
never been more embarrassed in my life.'

Just as Irene Saunders had the night before, Weémalydid a
double-take, but in the act of closing the cashstegi'He didn't,’ she
said feebly. 'But why?'



'l haven't the faintest idea,' Hillary said wearilind that's why
Charles Saunders no longer thinks I'm quite emipenitable foe.
his son." She told Wendy briefly what had occurred.

'‘Oh, but that's ridiculous!" Wendy said scornfullynean, you were
respectably married to the man, and respectabbrcid. It wasn't as
if..." She stopped.

‘Actually, I'm probably the only person— woman—whas ever
been respectably associated with Clive," Hillaryg shily. 'Only it

seems there've been so many others—women—I'veokartbeen
tarred with the same brush. At least | presumesttimiw Charles
Saunders sees it. You must admit Clive has beent—verly open
about his affairs.’

‘Hillary," Wendy said straightly, 'believe me, lldéao brief for Clive

Eastman. In fact, for what he did to you | couldtejeasily take to
him with a sharp knife when | think of how ... wellow you were

then. But Charles Saunders,' she said deliberateljhe last person
who should be pointing a fingerkhow.The only difference is, he
conducts his affairs clandestinely—actually thereamother

difference: at least Clive Eastman is not married and cheating on
his wife.'

Hillary stared at her, her eyes wide.

'l worked in hotels and motels for twenty yeardldty," Wendy said
softly. 'l saw it once with my own eyes. You'd beaaed at what I've
seen, actually. And word gets round too. Not thabimally spill
these kind of secrets; | figured it was none ofbmginess anyway.
Now [ think it is. He's in no position to be thumgihis nose at you,
Hillary. Not evenif you'd lived in sin with Clive Eastman.’

'‘But | could never tell Ray that," Hillary said hkug, her eyes still
shocked.



‘He might know it.'
'l don't think so...'
‘What are you going to do, then?' asked Wendy.

'l...  don't know. | suppose I'm hoping it will @ist blow over. And
wishing,* Hillary added honestly, 'that Ray haditiedent father. |
never really liked him. But | suppose no one knteter than | what
a tricky thing parents and parents-in-law can be.'

That afternoon Hillary pottered around her cottagething she
normally didn't get much time for but always fousdothing and
relaxing.

It was small and apart from the connecting doar the shop, it had
another private entrance at the side through dmdtgarden; at least
it had originally been a patch of tired grass, Hilary had paved

most of it and converted it into a courtyard witks| of potted shrubs
and scented plants. And from the original, leatitligan- shapes'
window above the side door, it was lovingly furradhwith antiques
for the most part, all rich in texture and colondahown up uniquely
by the beautiful honey-coloured cedar walls in whtble whole

house was panelled. But her passion for antiqudstextures and
colours hadn't led her to clutter the place up ewety lovely piece
she owned made its own statement. Like the deep &hd clear
greens of the Chinese carpet in the lounge, whihehed bought
from an old lady who had lived in Macau and beelgeld to part

with her most treasured possession because of gunenohable
thirst, probably acquired in Macau too, for gamyliAnd there were
the lovely lines of the restored bentwood diningmoohairs that
stood around an English oak gate-legged table @oraer of the
lounge. In the kitchen, the red stone tiles onfther provided a



perfect foil for the wooden cupboards and the coppee. And in the
bedroom was a wide four-poster bed with delicatararbangings.

And from the veranda that ran right round the haak of the cottage,
indeed from all the main rooms which opened onttshe had a
lovely view down to the city.

Only on that Saturday afternoon, she found thatdusting and
polishing she did, didn't soothe her particuladgd she gave it up
and, on an impulse, lay down in a patch of sunlmihthe Chinese
carpet to listen to music on FM radio, only to fédleply asleep.

What woke her, she didn't know. She just openeceies suddenly
with a curious feeling of expectancy and after ammant pushed
herself up on her arms to a half-sitting positiang turned her head
slightly—to freeze.

For Clive Eastman was standing in the french winglomitness to
the fact that she was half- lying on the carpehvigr legs and feet
bare, her loose blue caftan pushed up to her sighdghs, her hair
falling in her face which was flushed from sleepd &er mind dazed
and uncomprehending.

‘Hillary," he said, when she closed her eyes erparially to test,
although he didn't know it, whether he was stilttpe her dream,
'sorry, but | knocked and | thought you must beshathough there
was no answer because | could hear the radioc8&mé round.’

Hillary sat up properly and pulled her dress do%ine took the slide
out of her hair and opened it with her teeth antieyad the strands
which had escaped it back into place—she did igaile slowly to
cover the erratic beating of her heart and bechasgoice wouldn't
be steady, she knew.

Then she stood up lithely. 'What do you want?' sid finally and
coldly. "You frightened the life out of me!'



'I'm sorry,' he said again, and stepped into tleemroYou made a
lovely picture, asleep like that,' he added witlight smile.

She set her teeth. "You've got an incredible ne@hwe,’ she said
softly and bitterly.

He lifted an eyebrow. 'Not happy to see me, Hilfary
'Did you really think | would be? You were ... Lagght, you were..."
'l know,' he interrupted. 'l came to apologise.'

Hillary stared at him for a moment with her lipgted and her eyes
stormy and contemptuous. Then she took a deephbrédit right.
And now you've done it you can go.'

'l also came to talk to you,' he said mildly.

'‘We have nothing to talk about.’

'Oh, | think we do. Why don't you offer me a cuped?'
‘A cup of .,. Get out!" she gritted through hetthee

'I'm afraid you're going to have to throw me oGtive replied, with
his grey eyes glinting wickedly.

For a moment she was really tempted to try, angopgh at least to
feel like slapping his face, anything—for more @asthan one, she
realised with an inward shiver. Because he hadlathged much, and
that brought back a host of old memories and winish she was so
sure she'd forgotten. Because she'd been drearimignoBecause...

She turned away abruptly and bit her lip—and thougfhno, he can't
do this to me. I've grown up, among other thingsd A know just
how to treat him now.



'‘Well,' she said, turning back, 'what's a cup afbetween ... exes?
Only don't count on staying too long afterwardd| you?' she added
politely. 'I'd have no qualms about calling theigal Still strong,
white and no sugar?'

'I'm surprised to hear you admit you remember 'tl@iye said
ironically, and followed her into the kitchen.

''ve always had an excellent memory,” she murmueed she

switched on the kettle, 'That might be one reasby ook such

exception to what you did and said last night. that matter, why |

find it curious, to say the least, that you showkht to talk to me

now. From my point of view, you said it all in aMeshort sentences
about six years ago. Still, we live and learn.'

'‘My, my," he marvelled, 'you have changed! Six gesgo you were
never so articulate.’

‘No, | wasn't, was |1?' she agreed, as she pouigdgravater on to the

teabags. 'But I've done a lot of growing up sinoent' she added
levelly, and put two mugs down on the counter betwihem. 'Pull

out a stool,' she invited, and got out the milk andar. '"We'll have it
In here.' She sat down herself. 'Yes—enough to kithatvyou were

right, it could never have worked for us. And thst mother was a lot
to blame for what happened,' she added very quiilying her tea
and staring down at it.

‘Hillary...'

'‘No, let me finish, Clive. | also came to undersdtashe raised her
eyes suddenly, 'although not at the time, that wbatdid was the
best way out of it. To have dragged on for yearsld/bave been the
final insanity. | understand that now and can dwegrateful. Which
Is what you wanted, | think. Wasn't it?" There vgasething very
direct and challenging in her eyes.



‘Yes,' he said, but on an oddly dry note.

‘Then why, now that I've made a new life for myseaiid found
someone who really loves me, did you throw a spamie works
like that last night?'

His eyes narrowed faintly. 'l wasn't to know helyelaves you.'
'‘Well he does.’

‘Then nothing | did should alter that. But sinceiyask, I'll tell you
what happened last night. It's what | wanted tdar@nyway. | had
no idea | was going to see you, and | suppose st ovdy because
there were so many people there that | didn't eaegrlier. Then that
spotlight came on and you were in it, to my ..enmge surprise let's
say, and on top of that, well | told you what | dlght of the whole
production. | have an inbuilt aversion to the pcdit bandwagon bit, |
guess, because I've seen a lot of it, and seerfdi@nt can be. And
upon reflection, 1 suddenly found myself thinkihgttit wasn't what
| wanted for you.'

‘But...’

'‘Hang on, it's my turn now. That was my first reatctand | guess
that's why | came up to make myself known.' He gaed. 'Not very
diplomatic, | agree, but then I've never been fafoedy diplomacy.

What happened next was the bit | really regretsdid. '‘But it seems
there's always been something about you, Hilldgt brings out the
worst in me.'

‘You told me once ... You ..." She bit her lip.

"The way things turned out though, have provedhosite, haven't
they?' he said curtly.



She stood up suddenly and walked over to the wintlmatand there
staring out with her arms clasped about her,

'If | didn't know better," she said huskily at |a'$d be tempted to
think it's a case of, you don't want me yourself you don't want
anyone else to ... have me.'

‘That might be true...’

She swung round. 'Only it's not. | could have remadrany time in
these last six years and you wouldn't even haveririb—or whether
| was dead or alive, for that matter.'

'‘And that upsets you?' he queried, his eyes cuyiquebing and
sombre.

'‘No! Yes ... of course it does this context. You have no right, it's
none of your business any mokumade that decision. So to walk
back into my life now, and ... and complicate ityasi did—yes, it
upsets me, and angers me, quite justifiably, Ikthin

‘And have you stopped to think how complicated ybig could
become soon? Charles Saunders..."

'I'm not marrying Charles Saunders, I'm marryirggdan!'

‘Then you didn't get the slightest intimation lagght of the kind of
influence and pressures Ray Saunders is subjéairtohis father?'
Clive asked mockingly.

'l ..." Hillary lifted her shoulders in a suddemgary gesture, and sat
down. 'Yes, | did. And not only last night. I'm nqite dumb, you
know.'

'You don't mind, then?"



'l do mind. But, when you love someone, you havea@repared to
take on their problems as well, don't you?' she gary quietly.

He smiled. 'A fitting thrust at me, Hillary.'

'‘What do you mean?' She looked genuinely perpléxed moment.
'Oh,' she said then, 'my mother. But there wadfardnce with us.
You didn't...'

'l didn't really love you,' he finished for hernéd now youreally hate
me, don't you?' he added softly.

She took her time. 'No. | told you, | understanavnbcan even,' she
smiled wryly, 'appreciate your concern, and if @fsany interest to
you, you're not the only one ..."' She stopped dlyrapd bit her lip.
Why did | say that? she wondered.

' know.'
She looked at him with a frown between her eyesu'khow? How?'

Clive seemed to hesitate slightly. 'From what ysaduto tell me of
your aunt, | couldn't help wondering if she appihve

'‘Well,' she shrugged, 'she has some odd ideasBtothe way, how
did you find where | lived?' 'lIt wasn't that difdiit. | peered into your
shop and was ... impressed.’

‘Thank you!'
‘Someone mentioned last night that you do intetemorating* too."'
'Yes.'

'‘As a matter of fact I've just bought a house tfesds redecorating. |
don't suppose you'd be interested."'



Hillary stared at him. "You mean—you're going teelin Brisbane?'
she asked incredulously.

He grinned. 'Don't look so shocked! I've ... retire
'Why?"

'‘Who knows? | got tired of it.'

'‘What . . . what are you going to do?' she askadkby.

'Oh, this and that. Settle down. My dear Hillahe'laughed, 'if you
could see your face! Is it so impossible, do yaok®

'‘Come and see me in six months' time," she salig, dnen took a
steadying breath. 'Clive, | hope you don't mean igo on ... Well...'

‘Complicating your life?' he supplied, 'l don't sgley we can't be
friends. You say you don't hate me, you're evetefubto me and we
once were ... good friends. | should imagine it lddoe a sign of
maturity too.' He looked at her quizzically.

Hillary compressed her lips. Then she said as gadisishe was able,
‘You know very well why ... it's quite impossible.'

He stood up and came round the counter and, tddendy surprise,
drew her to her feet, 'l know that some people dadilkk to dictate

that to you. Just as you'll find them dictating fzole lot else besides.
But I've always found it's best to be your own minmy.it," he advised,

looking down at her enigmatically. Then he benthaad and kissed
her lips and she stood like a stone statue, unalieove a muscle.
‘That was for old times' sake, by the way, thdt'sSee you around,
Hillary," he said, and walked out of the back door.

Hillary put a hand to her mouth, then pulled it svees if she had
burnt it. And she picked up one of the mugs from tounter and



threw it violently against the wall. To stare dastredly at the bits of
earthenware that landed at her feet. Then she ddoper head into
her hands and started to cry angrily.



CHAPTER FOUR

'HILLARY , my dear,' Charles Saunders said expansivelgdsih. I'm
so very glad you allowed Ray to bring you along thiternoon. I'm
afraid | have some explaining and apologising té He winked
jovially and ushered Hillary to a chair.

'How are you, dear?' said Irene Saunders, sittovgndopposite her.
'‘What a miserable Sunday afternoon! And just whee quite
thought that lovely autumn weather was going to flasever.' She
glanced ruefully out of the wide windows. It wasipag;

'Yes. Hillary murmured, and found herself thinkirtgat her
mother-in-law to be didn't look well. She was bdaillii groomed as
always and her chartreuse velvet trouser suit wasrbly cut, but the
line of her shoulders beneath it looked too thid her eyes tired.

'‘Was it raining on your side of town?' Charles SBrs enquired
politely, yet somehow contriving to make it soursdfeHillary's side
of town was way down the scale compared to his.cWhiwas, she
mused. For Ray's parents lived in Ascot, in oné¢hef showpiece
mansions the area boasted.

'Yes, it was!' she said a little ingenuously. Ihgan Paddington, too,
she felt like adding, but didn't.

‘Well, | suggest we have a drink," said Ray. 'Tketaff the chill,
What will it be, Hillary? Mother?'

They both settled for a sherry.

‘Now, Hillary,' Charles said with a grimace, 'Raré&really read me
the riot act yesterday. And of course he was righthe most part. |
did over-react on Friday night, and | did ... saynsounforgivable
things in the heat of the moment. Unfortunately dodave a slightly
ticklish problem with your ... former husband.' stet a swift glance



at Ray, but his son was staring into the flames lofj fire burning in
the huge stone grate. 'Although, in a sense, lad tgiat | knownow
and not later.’

'l don't see what difference it makes," HillarydsaiNothing can
change it.'

Charles Saunders dipped his head in acknowledgnaritat least
we can be prepared for it.'

'‘Prepared for what?'

‘The day some vicious scandalmonger tries to wgainst Ray—and
believe me, my dear, when you're in the public lggdtas Ray is,
and hopes to be more and more, there are plemigayle who try to
do that!

'‘Mr Saunders,' Hillary said evenly, 'the fact thiat a divorcee is
unalterable. | know it offends some people's rehgi but then you
always knew | was. And apart from that ... facgréhis no scandal to
be dug up.'

'Oh, | believe you, Hillaryl do ...’

'When many people wouldn't,’ she interrupted. hiat twhat you
mean? Then | think you're still over-reacting, il forgive me for
saying so.'

Ray raised his head suddenly. 'Dad ...’

'Ray," his father said placatingly, ‘we did agreattl could try to
explain it to Hillary.'

Ray opened his mouth, then glanced at his motreeslarugged. And
for the first time since she'd known him, Hillarasvsuddenly aware
oF how deeply he cared for his mother.



‘To have been associated with a man like that, iemmnocently,
and I'm sure it had to be, you were so young.' lEkaaid delicately,
‘places you in a rather vulnerable position, HylaPeople being
people,’ he said indulgently, ‘'some of them mighik ... what kind
of a person is she really?'

Hillary stared at him. 'He's not a rapist or a newed, Mr Saunders!
He's also a very highly- respected and famous narsidihere are
people, too, who would consider it an honour tovkriom. In fact

he's a very famous Australian. I'm sorry, but hkhthis is ridiculous!’

'If you really cared for Ray, you might understa@harles Saunders
shot at her. 'The man is a notorious womaniserieviea else he is!'

'If he was half the womaniser he's made out toHikdry said hotly,
'he'd be dead and buried by now. A lot of it issgrepeculation.’

'‘But not all of it,’ he said softly. 'And you dorad then that some
people are vulnerable to press speculation andihatof thing?"

There was an uncomfortable silence.

‘All right," Hillary said finally, 'yes. But | stildon't see how could
be.'

'‘Ah,’' said Charles, suddenly radiating goodwillttva bit of planning
and foresight, perhaps you won't be. Er ... hosts gherry? Oh, just
a sip left, I'll pour you another.’

Hillary surrendered her glass feeling as if shelyaneeded another
one.

Irene Saunders said softly, 'I'm afraid it's on¢hefpenalties of being
anyone political's wife . .. you're expected tdike Caesar's wife.'



Hillary thought of what Wendy had told her abouta@és Saunders
and closed her eyes briefly. Why does she put up w? she
wondered. She must know, surely. Which means sls¢ know what
a pompous sham he is!

The answer to this came to her in a sudden flaghsaht. For Ray's
sake?

‘Now the first thing we have to do,’ Charles saa/ibhly—he's
pulling out all stops, Hillary reflected grimly—'get our stories to
tally. You were very young and bedazzled, Hillalyy Clive

Eastman, but you came to your senses quite soon—dmyvwere
you married, by the way?'

'‘Nine months—nearly two years if you count the twgemonths'
separation before the divorce.’

'‘Excellent! You came to your senses very soon.ndeo if there were
grounds for an annulment? Not that we can do angthbout that
now. And of coursgouleft him.'

Hillary was silent.

'‘Because he was unfaithful to you?' The words vgefdy spoken
and insidious. Still she said nothing. 'In facthe old days you could
have got a divorce on the grounds of mental crusdty, probably?'

‘Charles ..." Irene spoke a little anxiously. ' @i'st leave it at that.'
‘Very well. Are we agreed on this, Hillary?'
‘Yes ... No.'

‘There's more?' Ray's father asked alertly.



'‘No. Only this. Why | married Clive and why | gavdrced from him
Is nobody's business but mine. So if anyone wanknow about it,
send them to me, Mr Saunders. I'll be able tothelin that, even if
you can't.'

Ray moved at last and came to stand by her chagrée with her,' he
said.

For a moment it looked as if there would be an @siph of wrath
similar to Friday night's. But he was better thaait Charles Saunder,
better on Sunday afternoons than Fridays nightdeamt, Hillary
thought irreverently and also furiously. For hekkgontrol of himself
and appeared to capitulate.

'So be it, he said, and added, '‘By the way, | ikeoman of spirit!
That could be a great asset to Ray. But thereadlung we do have
to agree on, folks. You really can't have anytiimgo with the man
now, Hillary.'

'l... Do you think ..." Nine, ten, out... What ddestakeme for? 'Oh,

I'm afraid | disagree there, too,' she said quitetly, considering her
state of mind. 'As a matter of fact we're ... undeth it all we're good
friends mostly. I've even offered to redecorate Hosise. Did you

know he's planning to settle in Brisbane? No? Vitedhme as quite a
surprise to me, too. But I do think it's much morenature, to handle
these things this way. Don't you honestly agreb@' et her sherry
glass down with something of a snap. 'Ray," shedddut a little

faintly then, 'l think | ought to be going.'

'I'm sorry Hillary. He—my father,' Ray Saundershgd suddenly, 'is
so keen on my political career.’

The navy-blue Alfa Romeo pulled up at a traffic tigind Hillary
stared out at the deserted, rainswept streete8gso,' she said dully.



‘Were you serious about ... redecorating his hduse?
‘At the time. Ray ..."' She turned her head.

‘Hillary, | love you. And | trust you. I'm also nqtite as dumb as |
sometimes appear. You've seen him again, haveufX yo

She stared into his blue eyes. 'Yes ... Not willingle came to see
me to apologise, yesterday.'

‘Are you .. . good friends still?'

She closed her yes. 'No ...’

‘Then you said that to make a stand against megifath

'I'm sorry, but | find your father impossible t&kéasometimes.’

He laughed softly and drew her into his arms. '&d¢. dHe gets quite
paranoid sometimes. | generally go along with homrhy mother's
sake. Hillary, do you have any regrets about Ciastman?"

‘No, none.'

‘Then do his house if you want to. Do it in a netoi@l, neo-Nazi
style if you like! | presume he must have asked?you

'Yes, but...?"

‘Correct me if I'm wrong, but would you like to sihhdim something,
too?"

She caught her breath. 'What do you mean?'

He hesitated. 'That you're heartwhole and fanay-@féhim for ever?’
he said very quietly. 'l ... got the feeling onday night that he and



my father might be ... two of a kind. Rather diotal people who
need now and then to be taken down a peg or two...’

'‘Oh Ray,' she whispered, her lips curving, 'l lgee. | was so afraid
... Imean...’

'l know. That I'd support my father. But the trush Hillary, where

you're concerned, he hasn't got a leg to standAonl'he bent his
head to kiss her so thoroughly that it was quiteestime before they
realised there was a policeman knocking on his @and

'‘Look here, mate," he said, trying not to grinknbow it's Sunday
afternoon and there's not a lot of traffic, but yaun't just sit here in
the middle of the road doing this, you know. Evérhie lady is
gorgeous. There's a traffic by-law ...'

'‘And that was my weekend, Aunt Bea,' Hillary satel that night.
‘How was yours?'

'‘Nothing like as interesting as yours, my deard Belby replied, still
smiling to think of her niece's description of necent contravention
of the traffic by-laws.

'Interesting,’ Hillary put her head on one sidel Wasn't so tired, |
could think of a better word to describe it.'

‘Then let's say Ray has ... well, surprised me. &enmteresting
young man than | took him for, obviously.'

'l could have told you that.'

‘And are you going to do it?'



‘Do what?' Hillary was curled up in an armchair, aweg a
smoky-blue dressing-gown that matched her eyes,shadand her
aunt were partaking of hot cocoa. It was still pogiroutside, but
inside Hillary's house, with the lamps on and thdains drawn, it
was warm and snug. Only Hillary wasn't feeling géither warm and
snug inside. In fact, she reflected, she felt Helidangerously
light-headed, as if she'd been mountain climbingsomething
equally strenuous. And in a way she had alwaysihaldpwed on her
face. Her skin looked more translucent and her exgs shadowed.

Her aunt had noticed this but said nothing.

Now she found herself regretting her question, ¢ingand she said
instead, 'Why don't you go to bed? You must beltafter so much
trauma.’

‘Because | don't think I'll sleep. Do what?'
'Redecorate his house,' said Bea with a sigh.

'Of course not.'

'It would be a ... challenge.’

‘The kind | could do without.' Hillary sipped heyaoa.

‘But .. . well, I'm sure you're right,’ Bea saidapeably. So
uncharacteristically peaceably that Hillary setdwgy down and eyed
her aunt suspiciously. 'You don't think that at alhless you've
changed dramatically in the last forty-eight hours!'

‘Hillary, do you want me to talk you into redecamgthis house or out
of it?

'‘Out of it! It's the last thing | want to do!



‘Then why did you ever mention it?'

'Because ... becauseoh hell.You should have heard me, Aunt Bee
defending Clive with my dying breath, almost. Itsaaazy, but Ray's
father does that to me.'

'l think Clive deserved to be defended—oh, in aegaihsense. For
that matter I've always had my doubts whether @sa8aunders is
quite the pillar of society one has been led teebel

Hillary opened her mouth, then shut it again faxs@ns not quite
clear to her.

'‘And to get back to the particular,’ Bea went @éhRay doesn't
mind..."

'l think Ray was simply making a point. That hesteume. Well, the
point is taken, gratefully. | don't have to go aotv andproveit.'

‘Not even to yourself?'
'l don't know what you mean, Aunt Bea," Hillarydsafter a moment.

'l mean prove to yourself that Clive means notliohgou any more,’
Bea murmured almost sleepily, but there was notklagpy in her
eyes as they rested on her niece's downcast head.

'He doesn't... even if he might like to think heeslo
'Did he say that?'

'‘No, not in so many words. But," Hillary hesitatédhen | said
something about ... doing what he did out of a sbrtlog in the
manger attitude, he agreed.’



Bea smiled slightly, it would be funny if he wantgdu back now,
Hillary, wouldn't it?'

'‘Would it? Yes, it would be. Laughable.’
*You mean from your point of view?'

‘And his. It's not that he wants me back. Only thatego would like
to think I'm ... still in love with him.'

‘That sounds very bitter and cynical, my dear.’

Hillary raised her head at last. 'Oh no. Just s&all

It was still raining four days later and everyom@s bemoaning the
fact that it was going to be a wet winter. Excemndly Fenton, who
tended to take a philosophical view of things. {fthiebe crying
drought if it wasn't raining,’ she said briskly ttiggoomy Thursday
morning. ‘'They're never satisfied. Your,"' she shptercing glance at
Hillary over the pile of ledgers that lay on thblebetween them, 'er
... personal life sorted itself out? Not that I'yipg ...’

'l know,' Hillary said affectionately, and stretchéActually, it's in a
state of limbo at the moment. Ray's away down satigome tariff
conference and his father has either decided lmggihg a dead
horse or he's retired hurt for the moment. | wornvdey | suspect the
latter?'

'Simple," Wendy said shrewdly. 'Apart from anythelge, he won't
take kindly to his only son taking orders from some else, so to
speak. He's not that kind of man.'

'l don't give Ray orders ... but | know what youamg Hillary said
ruefully. 'So you think the battle lines are bedrgwn up?"'



‘Wouldn't be surprised.’

'l thought—I really thought this kind of thing onlyappened to
eighteen-year-old kids! Ray's thirty-four. Surelyy aelf-respecting
father would understand that by that age you smdulstill be
wanting to dominate your children?'

‘You better believe it,' said Wendy. Then the phoaeg and when
they resumed their conversation it was about bgsin¥ou going to
this sale, this afternoon?' Wendy held up a newepaytting. 'House
contents,' she read, 'featuring some . . . welthbysound of it mainly
heavy old Victorian furniture.'

Hillary glanced at it and out of the window at tkeming rain, then,
in the act of saying no, changed her mind. "Ydsink | will. | rather

feel like digging through boxes of old china. Whoolws what |

might find? Yes,' she stood up, 'just the kindlohg for a day like
this. | feel lucky in my bones. What time does dluetion start?’

'Four. But it's open from two. Don't catch a coid| you?'

'l never catch cold," Hillary said blithely, feagirsuddenly almost
restored from the curious sense of being over-b@dishe had been
experiencing all week.

All the same, she dressed up warmly in a pair @ngeand

high-heeled boots and a chunky scarlet jumper wittmadching

knitted hat and scarf and gloves. Scarlet suitedbleeause of her
very fair skin.

However, it was the house that entranced her nhame the contents
at first. At Bardon, not far from Paddington and far from the
Governor's official Brisbane residence, it was iquaet little back
street and unusual in that it was a brick and etaatilding, but very



old. Yet it was solid. In fact the walls were abaufoot thick and it
had a lovely gable at the front over the long nounléid drawing-room
windows, and the original kitchen and servantsiigus at the back
were separated from the house by a covered walkwénad been the
fashion a century or so ago. It also had a fullfiguaacre garden
which was about twice the size of the neighbougaglens, a garden
that had been neglected for a long time, by thk wdhe flowering
creepers that had been let run amok, and the oidtfees and the
almost overgrown herb- garden. Not that Hillary hoeebn able to
inspect the garden closely because of the rainsimibad looked out
at it from every window, and, on her way to theckén part, had
stepped incautiously off the walkway and crushpthat beneath her
boot and immediately smelt thyme. So she had lookeck closely
and seen parsley and mint, chives and garlic grpwgit outside the
kitchen door, virtually.

But her growing delight at the house had been teatpéy two
things—the furniture which was, as Wendy had ptedic mostly
dark, heavy and overpoweringly ugly, and the feptihfear almostin
her heart, at what the fate of this old house wamgyto be.
Demolition? she wondered. Were they going to baiitidock of shops
here? Or run a road through?

And for a moment she was almost tempted to ask,then she
thought, what's the use? If they're going to do, itia too late.

That was when she had made a discovery that ptoeetdones had
been right, although she had begun to think thatves wasting her
time. Either the owners of the house had had ctamlg bad taste or
the best of the small stuff had been creamed off.

There were about a dozen cardboard cartons inittleek, mostly

filled with junk. But one held the remnants of dd &pode dinner
service, which she had fallen on with a cry of gleti For she herself
had half of an identical dinner service but hadegiup hope of ever



matching it up to make it complete. Yet in the taard carton was
every piece she was missing plus a few extras.

And she had bought it, being the only bidder, feoag, although she
had had to wait almost to the end of the auctienthe .kitchen

contents had come under the hammer last. By whiehthe rain had

got even heavier, if anything, and she was justeroplating how to

get herself and her dinner service to her car wittand free to hold
her umbrella, when she looked up and saw CliverEasicoming up

the front steps.

'‘Why, Hillary,' he said, 'what are you doing he@?an | guess?’
'‘Probably," she said stiffly.
He looked into the box. is that worth anything?haye thought not.’

it will be, because | have the rest of it. Rathdrave the rest of an
iIdentical one, and it was a limited edition. Natthintend to sell it.’
She frowned. 'What are you doing here? | didn'tvkry@u were

interested in this type of thing. Besides, the ian& finished.'

‘Well, I've always liked lovely things, but of caerl'm not the expert
you are—have become.' His eyes were amused. 'Bud itice old
place, isn't it?'

Hillary glanced around and found herself feelingimusly nettled.
'‘Nice?' she retorted, it's a gem! I'd give my egdh to own it. Now if
your new home was something like this,' she addé#d avtinge of
irony, 'I'd redecorate it like a shot. | wouldné& Bble to resist it ...
What's so funny?"

'‘Well...!

But they were interrupted by the auctioneer conong on to the
veranda. 'Oh, Mr Eastman, not a terribly succesyl I'm afraid,’



he said. 'And the weather hasn't helped. But acugrtb your
instructions, | let a lot of it go for a song justget rid of it.’

Hillary's mouth fell open. 'You ... you own it?'estvhispered.

'‘Mmm." Clive smiled at her. 'And | intend to live it—after you've
redecorated it, of course. You did say, not twoutes ago...'

'‘No!" she interrupted him hoarsely, her eyes fugioAnd would you
mind getting out of my way!" He was still standiagthe top of the
steps.

‘Not at all,’ he said calmly. 'Here, I'll give yathand.'

'l can manage,' she ground out, almost too angtlh tvim, and
herself, to speak. Unfortunately, it was as shehwashing past him,
and clutching the box of crockery to her bosom fakel would
contaminate it by so much as laying a finger othét she came to
grief. She slipped on the wet steps and with ao€@glarm began to
fall...

The next two minutes would have done justice t@arel and Hardy
movie as Hillary tried desperately to save the dinservice, and
Clive and the auctioneer tried to save her. Inctir@usion though, it
was the box that was rescued by the auctioneer avidpectacular
sideways twist of his body, and Hillary who evaddidtheir efforts
and ended up sitting on the path at the bottonm@fsteps with one
ankle doubled up beneath her.

'‘Oh!" she breathed, and bit her lip.

‘Hillary? Are you all right?' Clive was beside herthe rain, lifting
her up with his hands beneath her armpits, stalimgn into her
white face with his eyes dark with concern.

'I'm fine. I..." she said shakily.



‘No, you're not,' he answered roughly, and pickecuip.

' am!" A note of something like hysteria enterest koice, but he
ignored it and carried her upstairs and into thesko

'Here, put her here,' said the auctioneer, anxydiigtering around
them and indicating an over-stuffed settee. 'Whatwed is some
brandy!

Clive put her down very gently and stood lookingvdaat her for a
moment with a strangely wry glint in his eyes. "Ymaven't changed
in some ways,"' he said softly. 'Still a little gwlhold and to carry . ..'

Hillary closed her eyes and felt her cheeks bemgioutrn.

But the next moment he was being strangely budikessWhat
hurts most? Your ankle? Let's see ..." And he kdelvn and
unzipped her boot and pulled it off carefully.

'l don't think it's broken or anything,' she saastily. But he took his
time about examining her stockinged foot, twistibgbout in his
hands. 'That hurt?' he asked, with an acute glanker face.

'‘Not really," she said ruefully. 'It just feelsi@ié tender. It'll be fine.’
‘Anything else hurt?' the auctioneer chimed in.

Hillary drew a deep breath and decided to try folight note.
'‘Nothing hurts. | just feel—all shook up. No, sesty, I'm all right.’

‘Then stay there for a minute and get your breattk b said Clive,
standing up. '‘Bob and | have a few things to discns doubt.’

Which she did, gratefully, while the two men disse the auction.
She laid her head back and deliberately willeddiets relax. What
an idiot! she mused. In more ways than one. Thenmhed went



strangely blank as she lay back and listened tdwiemen talking
about the arrangements that had been made withrddge the
removal of the heavy stuff still left in the hou&ait curiously, she
didn't notice that their voices had faded, becabsefound suddenly
that her mind was no longer blank, that it wasf ashrick had been
removed from the wall she had built around cerparts of her life,
so that she could look again into that forbiddenttay ... And see
herself when she really had been a little girlggting so desperately
to keep up with a husband who was light years aloédter in so
many ways. Only there'd been one area of theis ixest one, which
the differences between them had not, somehow, geando
contaminate. Clive had never been impatient withirinbed, not even
when he must have been sleeping with someone@sesometimes
he'd teased her, but he'd made her laugh, too.santketimes he'd
shocked her a little, because there was no parero$lender body he
hadn't come to know intimately.

But most of all, perhaps, she had surprised heloselhuse it seemed
there was a side to her nature she had not reabyik existed. A side
that had responded to his lovemaking more and nficzely,
something within that had made her tremble at altpat a look, and
long to be in his arms. And when she was, it magteaihch her body
against the lean, hard length of him with a mixtafejoy and
yearning and a desire to please, and a capacitgléasure herself
that often left her unable to speak, only ableatbdsleep within the
circle of his arms suddenly, like a child.

The thing is, she said to herself, as she turnednhmad's eye
forcefully away from those glimpses through thelywahs it ... was it
because of a repressed girlhood that | ... blosd@aeainbelievably?
Was it really me, or a kind of hormonal over-reaction the
circumstance and any man could have brought abOut%as it
Clive? Because if it was him and only him, I'mrnouble...



flirt- why should | think that? she asked hersel ears since |
remembered. But that's just it, she argued witlséierDon't you
know what did it, what broke through the wall? Bhsvbeing held in
his arms again. And the fact that you're afraidé¢onear him now,
Hillary, aren't you?

'‘What are you thinking?'

Her eyes flew open and they stared at each othey, gyes into
smoky-blue ones.

'l..." She sat up. 'That | should be getting howeere's ... Has the
auctioneer gone?'

‘Yes. I'm going to lock up now.'

'Oh, definitely time to go home,' she said, ancepted his hand to
stand up because it would have been churlish tseef

'l didn't mean that. But it's cold and gloomy irdha@ow. Why don't
you have dinner with me instead of going home?"

Hillary took a breath and tried to pull her fingémese, unsuccessfully.
'‘No ... no, Clive," she murmured looking down.

'Is your ankle still hurting?"

‘No! | mean, not really. But I'm damp and a bit mydand ..." She
stopped, conscious that she was floundering.

'Is it against the rules, then?' he said very guiend with his free
hand tilted her chin so that she had to look at him

'As a matter of fact it'siot' she said with an effort. ‘At least, no
anyone's but mine ...’



Clive didn't say anything for a moment. Then, 'Whatre you
thinking about just now? Tell me, was it about al$,those years
ago?'

'‘No,' she whispered.
it wasn't something ... especially happy, thoughs w?'
... No.'

‘Then what other great unhappiness have you hdidrylito make
you look like that?'

Her lips parted and, to her horror, tears welleldaneyes. 'Clive,’ she
began unsteadily, and stopped because the grouluhger seemed
to be quite steady beneath her feet. Why? she weddkesperately,
but knew the answer in her heart immediately. Iswan, it was
being so close to him, it was exactly what sheatdd. So some
things haven't changed, she thought bitterly, dased her eyes on
her foolish tears. What had he often said? Youtadmme any higher
than my heart. And in spite of everything, I'dIdike to be there, in
his arms, resting against his heatrt..,

She turned away clumsily and because her anklestiaa bit sore,
swayed uncertainly, and Clive put his arms arousdffom behind
so that she was leaning back against him, crying.

‘Hillary," he muttered against her hair.
'Clive, don't do this to me,' she said in a voilogged with tears.
‘Then tell me why you're crying.'

But it seemed she couldn't, because she couldp'tsying then. Not
even when he led her outside to her car and punteeit. Nor when
he searched through her bag and found her keygandto the



driver's seat. And barely when, after driving netwfar, he pulled up
outside a small restaurant.

'l can't' she whispered then.

‘Yes, you can. It's what you need. Here, borrowhiaayky.'

The restaurant was small and dim but warm and ¢bagpeared that
Clive knew the owner, who was also the chef, anddhered them to
a candlelit table behind a stand of plants thabrd#d some
privacy—to Hillary's considerable relief. She wasl slutching
Clive's handkerchief.

But as she sank into the comfortable banquetteywstseaware of a
curious feeling of numbness and she laid her heatt,lmo longer
caring— about anything.

Food came speedily. A dish of golden cannellonhvatcrisp side
salad. And a bottle of Chianti. So she ate, andctmelloni was
delicious, and she sipped her wine and Clive madenmall talk.

Then she found herself studying him openly as tished were
removed and he declined dessert for them both.yBimcis face,
which was half- turned away from her, as he staedothing in
particular, at the lines beside his mouth, his hamdind the stem of
his glass, the line of his shoulders beneath ttlesjaof a well-tailored
navy-blue suit, his fair hair just touching the aolat the back, his
autocratic profile that could look so forbiddingrepose unless you
knew how he could smile ...

And it was as if she sighed a great sigh inwardlglae drained her
wine and set the glass down.

And said, 'I'm still going to marry Ray Saunders.’



CHAPTER FIVE

FOR a moment there was no reaction, other than aypbpezteptible

tightening of Clive's fingers around the stem & gliass. He turned
his head, but not to look at Hillary immediatelye kefilled her wine

glass and only then lifted his eyes to hers.

'l wonder if you ought to do that to him," he sdrdy.

She sipped her wine and wondered instead why shddsifieel so
calm, as if she had got rid of a vast burden, ah& was at peace
again. And she wondered if it showed in her falis, hew sense of
serenity.

‘Hillary?' There was a flicker of the old impatienion Clive's voice,
but it only made her smile slightly.

‘Do what to him?' she asked steadily.

'l think you must know what | mean. It seems theme some things
that are not quite over— between us.' He shot hapiar-like glance.

But she didn't even flinch. 'Yes, they are.'

‘Then what got to you just now so ... deeply? @r\you going to
pretend it didn't happen?' he asked "scornfully.

Go on being like that, Clive, she said to him im hend. It really
helps. Not that | need help any more. The thingasy to explain that
to you?

'‘No,' she murmured thoughtfully, 'I'm not goingdo that. | suppose
there are some things it's quite natural to regimtut a failed

marriage. The strange thing is, | haven't thoudpaua it for years,

though. Perhaps,' she added wryly, 'l was havindastyfinal fling, a

belated wake.'



'Or perhaps,' he said after a moment, 'you weragnyecause you
haven't yet found anyone, Ray Saunders included, mvakes you
feel the way | did, my sweet Hillary, who used tgtjlove to make
love to me.'

She stared at him and felt a nerve begin to beagigpaw and a cruel
flush of heat rising from the base of her throatou ..." she
whispered, then bit her lip and could have diedjl¢dave shot
herself as she saw the mocking smile that twistedifss. Oh, we
were so serene, we thought, she taunted hersatdf..Go

'‘Bastard?' he supplied quite gently. 'Maybe. | haveputation for it
anyway. But let's go on being honest for a litheder, my dear
Hillary. How many men have there been since—us?'

‘Doz ..." She stopped abruptly.

He laughed softly. 'Dozens? You tried to tell mattbnce before. |
found no evidence of them then and there's no eemle' He too
stopped speaking suddenly and something oddly flasiied in his
eyes but was gone immediately.

'‘Why ... why did you look like that?' she asked pmemitarily diverted.

Clive raised his eyebrows and shrugged. 'Like whéab@'re not
trying to change the subject, are you?"

A gust of rage shook her then, and she forgottauathat strange,
fleeting look in his eyes. 'How marwomenhave there been since
us?' she asked deliberately. 'Not counting the goneshad during
us—as you like to put—of course. We won't bother alibam,' she
said, with a flippant wave of her hand. '‘More thamozen, two,
three? I'm sure you outdid me by a mile!"



'Oh," he replied amiably, 'l've lost count. Nonattitnade much of an
Impression, I'm afraid. But you're wrong about tmeg. Contrary to
what | told you, there was no one while we wererredr

You ... I...
'‘Don't believe me? It's true nevertheless, Hillary.

She stared at him with her lips parted and her sy@sned. 'Then
why did you tell me that? | meanWhy?'

He looked down at his glass and when he raisedyss they were
sombre and suddenly compassionate, and she knawhiiethis was
the truth, that he had lied.

‘Hillary," he said abruptly, 'there was no way thebuld see, that we
could have gone on, then. | ... did you a terribjestice in the first
place. And a blind man could have seen how, betuleetwo of us,
your mother and | were tearing you apaknéwl had to end it, and
cleanly and quickly. | thought that was the oneagfthat would really
do it.'

She sat back and picked up her wine. 'It did,'ssti@ at last. 'I'm only
sorry now it wasn't true,' she added in a craciatl sort of voice.

'Why?' He studied her heart-shaped face, so stll, rand pale. 'So
that you could keep on hating me as much as everfaid quietly.

She didn't answer. In truth she didn't know why,andrse, was
afraid to think about it, really.

'‘But we digress,' he murmured what seemed likegenlater. 'We
were talking about you. Have you slept with Rayri&kaus yet?'

'It's none of your business.' She looked up froartiby depths of her
wine at last.



'It is—if you still can't forget...'

'‘Don't say it!" she warned, her eyes suddenly éiened angry again.
‘There is naus any more. There never really was! All it was was
very experienced man,' she said bitterly, ‘andla kyirl who'd been
deprived of a normal growing-up. And if it taughemne thing, it
was that it's never enough on its own. | learnt ldsson really well.
So the last thing I'm looking for with a man is ttha horribly
vulnerable, like putty-in-his-hands kind of feelihgad withyou.'

‘Hillary," he said roughly, 'you can't marry a mgou don't enjoy
going to bed with—not even to punish me.' His mou#is grim and
his eyes hard.

'l didn't say | wouldn't enjoy going to bed with him. | didn'ays
anything about it at all...'

*You wouldn't fool a first-grader, though. But tele about him, then.
Tell me what else he's got to offer?"

'‘No! Why should 1?' Her voice shook with suppressade and
emotion. 'But I'll tell you something else, anddpe to God you
believe me this time. It's none of your businessu ¥iave no right to
pry into my life any more, to do what you're doing

'‘Look," he said through his teeth, 'today | camenugou quite by
accident.Youwere the one who taunted me with my taste in heus
and the kind you'd give your eye teeth to own aodldn't resist
decorating. You were the one who fell down the stepget away
from me in your supreme embarrassment. Then Iyalidn my arms
and you started to remember what it used to be tk#n't you?
Because you've been asleep these past six yeaes,thyou, Hillary?
Like the Sleeping Beauty.'

‘You ... No,' she said, her lips white and tremiplitdust give me my
car keys. I'm going home. | don't have to staylesten to this.'



Clive said nothing, but dug into his pocket andguibut her key ring
and dropped it on the table. Then he said almbst'\Why don't you
ask yourself why you're so upset, though? Andatte you I'd do it
before marrying Ray Saunders.

Hillary could barely speak. But finally she did geut, 'A-And
assuming | come up with your answer? What then?wil give me
a crash course in getting over you? Like you gageamarash course
in marriage?'

For a moment his eyes blazed with an anger alnsogreat as her
own. But his words were cool. 'l had some sweet arezs of you,
Hillary.'

She closed her eyes, in danger of fainting fronesh&ge. Then she
stood up convulsively, rocking the table violerdlyd knocking over
a nest of miniature flags, then she snatched upcaeikeys and
stalked out to the tune of many an amused starepl#ioe had filled

up.

Not that | care, not that | care, she said overamt to herself as she
drove home—in fact it became a sort of a catch-ghwndsch she was
still saying as she took a bath and scrubbed lidreal head to toe.
And later, when she was pacing her bedroom likeaged tiger,
wearing only her blue robe. But finally she sankvdmn to the bed,
suddenly exhausted and with the grip of a mad feugh as she had
never before experienced, loosening.

She sat for a time with her hand pressed to hetim®bhen she got up
and went across to her oval cheval mirror and dtaréerself. Was it
an older face? she wondered. Or was it the fasermeone who had
been asleep for six years?

But all she could see was that it had fined dovait f#om what she
remembered of her eighteen- year-old face. And tieeyes were



different, still a little wild and stormy. Well, shthought, they're
different because | wasn't capable then of... @mebtion. | thought |
was, but little did I know. What a way to find othpugh!

She bit her lip and half turned away, then on alsndmpulse, turned
back and opened her robe and studied her bodgadiyti

It hadn't changed much either. Still as slim amaogit fragile as it had
been then, and the skin still as soft and silkyhen it had bruised
and marked so easily beneath Clive's hands arg$idVhat had he
used to say to her sometimes with a smile lurkinbis eyes? 'Did |
do that? I'll have to be more careful with thatdlyy oh so tender
skin, won't I?* And later, sometimes the next magrie would insist
on examining her from head to toe. 'There, I'mrigay. Not a mark,'
he'd say.

She closed her eyes and drew her robe togethetuaned away
properly this time. Then she hugged herself in mdkof agony
because, like Pandora's Box, she realised withyditterness, when
one memory tumbles out, a lot of others come witlsuch as how
her body had responded—for that matter whetheentarked her
skin unintentionally or when he was deliberateyyg to avoid it.

| need a man—the bleak thought slid into her mindl @used her to
flinch with pain and distaste.

But perhaps | do, she found herself thinking themnot a child any

more. Perhaps | wouldn't be going through thisdifat least ... Oh,

hell, she thought hollowly. Whaam | going through? That's the
point. But surely I'm right. It can only be a belatsort of wake. For
myself.For the fool | was.

'l mean,' she said out aloud, 'how could | possibally regret Clive
Eastman, who thinks he can walk back into my Iifd take up where
he left off? How could I? Because that's what lesrseto think.'



‘You look ..." Wendy said the next morning, 'olrgkt it. No good,
the Bardon sale?' she added brightly. 'l thoughmigthtn't be.'

‘Actually | found the other half of a ... of a Hillary stopped. 'Um ...
a Spode dinner service. Like mine. Only | lefthiéte," she said on a
descending scale, suddenly remembering.

‘Welll' Wendy's eyes, which had a tendency to budgeoments of
surprise, did just that. 'lt's a funny thing, blaére was a cardboard
carton on the doorstep this morning, with some&imnt. And a red
hat, like the one you wore yesterday. | . .. Werdhere.' She waved a
hand.

'Oh. It must have fallen off,' said Hillary, withibgoing over to
investigate. 'l mean my hat. Actually, by righte tlinner service
should have fallen off, too. But it didn't.'

'If,' Wendy said delicately, 'l knew what you wéaéking about..."'

‘Nothing!" Hillary interrupted briskly. ‘Well, onlythat we have a
relatively rare, full Spode dinner service for sélleget the rest of it.’

'And the hat?'

‘The hat ... | might give that away. It's worthléShe retreated then,
however, her powers to dissemble being curiouslyleded, she
found.

But she packed up her Spode determinedly desplighd qualm that
her sudden decision to sell it might be a littlddikh.

It was when she was about to take it back intstiop that she heard
her aunt and Wendy talking through the door sheléfglst ajar.



‘Seen Hillary this morning, Mrs Selby?' Wendy wagugring.

‘Why, no. | went in to town very early. But thatdy I'm here—I
thought she'd be here. Something wrong?'

‘Something not right, I'd say,' Wendy replied cryaity.
'‘Such as?'

'I'm only guessing, of course. But it's one of tetmngs—Clive
Eastman or Charles Saunders. My guess is the first.

Oh God, how transparent am 1? thought Hillary, hs stood,
momentarily transfixed, beyond the door.

"You know," Wendy said then with a curiously pasaie intensity, 'l
can't believe the nerve of the man! To walk bad irver life after all
this time," she said indignantly, causing Hillay wince at this
unconscious echoing of her own sentiments, 'd@teertingher when
she was only a baby really ... | just can't beligVve

There was a little silence. Then Hillary heard Aent Bea say, That's
not altogether true. Still, you're right.’

She frowned and wondered what her aunt had meamat Wasn't
altogether true? Then she realised someone waskikigoat her side
entrance and she put down the box she was holdiighed
frustratedly, and went to answer the door.

It was Ray.

'‘Oh!" she gasped, and fell into his arms laughimj @ying a little at
the same time. 'Oh, | didn't expect you home fartlaer two days!

He held her tight and laughed. 'l should do thigemaften—come
home unexpectedly!



She laid her head on his shoulder with her fageetiaway from him
and was stricken with guilt suddenly. And more $eewhe added, is
something wrong?'

‘No. Why?"

He set her away from him and looked into her eydls not
complaining,' he said softly. 'lI've even dreamyadi welcoming me
like this one day. But,' he hesitated. 'Forgetg,'said swiftly, then,
and bent his head to kiss her.

'So,' she murmured a little later, 'tell me whabught you home
early?'

He grinned. 'You.'
'‘No, seriously, Ray.'

'Seriously, you. And,' he grimaced, 'the fact thlatgoing to have to
spend another week in Canberra.’

‘You could have rung me and told me that.'
'l thought this was a nicer way of doing it. | waght.'
She pressed his hand and turned away. 'Like afocqpffee?’

‘Thanks. Hillary," he followed her into the kitcheby the way, I'm
not going back until tomorrow morning. Will you redinner with
me tonight?'

'I'd love to. Of course | would. Actually, | coutdke the whole day
off.'



‘Terrific,’ he said, then his face fell. 'lI've gmt see my father.
Business,' he added gloomily. 'Of both kinds—tauith the firm and
politics.’

'‘Oh well, never mind. Dinner instead of a phond isamore than
enough,' said Hillary philosophically. 'But what n&eyou going to
ask me? You said, "Hillary," then, "by the way, ddidla-dah," as if
it was an afterthought.’

'l can see," drawled Ray, reaching for her, 'thatifie is going to be
a mind-reader, as well as gorgeous and talentedraatl and sweet
and...'

‘You're making me blush! Also very curious.'

He considered for a moment, then kissed the tipeonose. 'I'll tell
you tonight.’

'‘Ray!" she protested, but he stood firm.

‘All right, all right. At least tell me where we'going tonight so |
know what to wear.'

‘Well, there's a new place I've been hearing attaitsounds a good
spot for ... engaged couples.' Lovers, he was gtingay, she
thought, and bit her lip. 'l thought we'd try itutBt's not very dressy.
Come as you are.'

'‘No, | won't!" she laughed, looking down at hemgand jumper.

‘Unless you'd rather we went somewhere really gld3s you have a
yen to get out your glad rags?' he asked seriously.

'Oh, Ray," she touched his fagmu'resweet. No, | think your place
sounds perfect.'



Perfect for what | have in mind ...

Hillary straightened up from her underwear dravnat £vening and
stood quite still for a time. What do | have in aithThat Ray and |
become lovers tonight? Is that why I'm getting th#se special
things Aunt Bea brought me back from her lasttmiparis? That I've
never worn before?

She looked down at the froth of ivory silk and lacder hands and
then crossed to the bed and laid each article du—almost

transparent bra, the lovely little camisole tope thispy briefs.

Honeymoon gear, her aunt had said with a glinteindye. | wear it
all the time ...

'l don't,’ Hillary whispered. 'Oh, mine is prettgoaigh, but ..." She
fingered the camisole with its tiny row of buttah®wn the front and
narrow satin straps. You wouldn't wear a bra withsihe thought.
That would defeat the purpose.

And all of a sudden her mind was filled with imag@sman's hands
undoing those little buttons one by one as sheheatcand sliding
the satin straps off. Then she closed her eyesramapled the silk in
her fingers because it wasn't Ray's hand she sherimind's eye but
Clive's ...

'‘No!" The single syllable was whispered savagely &er face
contorted. 'No, no, no! It's going to be Ray, atisl going to be
tonight. It's exactly what | had in mind and | slibhave done it
months ago. H®vesme and | .. . love him. | was stupid to ... tashs
that we wait.'

‘You look lovely. Blue suits you.'



Hillary glanced down at the simple woollen dressaishade that
matched her eyes. It had a co\yl» collar and sdephmned a very old
and beautiful silver brooch just below her shouldEny beaten
silver earrings caught the light as she moved kadhand her hair
swung out, and she wore pale grey stockings andsyrede shoes.

She looked up again and coloured faintly at what sdw in Ray's
eyes.

She was a little quiet as the Alfa threaded its thagugh Paddington.
Quiet and absorbed in her curious thoughts. Yoacelor mine?
How do you proposition a man, if that's the right word2g&\f it's
what he wants and what you want? Perhaps it wsll pome about
naturally? Perhaps he'll read it in my face .. &, Hillary, why are
you so worried? This is Ray, the man you're gommarry...

'Here we are,' Ray said lightly, it's also hanflyhé food's as good as
I've heard, we might adopt it.'

Hillary looked out of the window, and froze. It wd®e restaurant
Clive had brought her to last night.

'Ray,' she said jerkily, 'l can't go in thereSh'e stopped abruptly as
he turned to stare at her. 'l mean ... I'd ratleesgmewhere else.’
They'll remember me for sure, she thought frariyicthe waiter, the
chef, the receptionist. They'll think I'm mad, cagiback with
another man after the performance | put on lasttnithey might not
even want to let me in—no, that's crazy, but al same I'll feel a
freak. And there's no way | can sit there withamembering the
things Clive said last night, which is the lastnthil want to do
tonight.

‘Hillary, what's wrong? You look as if you've seeghost. Have you
been here before?'

1...Yes.



‘What was wrong with it?'

'Um ... | just didn't like it.'

‘The food?'

‘The food was ... Well, if you like Italian food,was fine.'
'l thought you liked Italian food.'

'l do ... sometimes,' she said unhappily. 'Buttapight.’

'l believe they don't only serve Italian food. THegve four or five
main courses, each a sort of national dish whicduperbly cooked.
That's why it's called EI Cosmo.'

'Oh. Is that what it's called? Well, yes, | getQbsmopolitan ...' She
closed her eyes, remembering the little nest gfsfla

‘Hillary.' He frowned down at her. 'l don't undersd...'
She took a breath. 'Ray, just take me somewhese@kase.'

He shrugged after a moment. 'lf you say so.'

‘That... was very nice,' Hillary said tentativedy,another restaurant,
after a meal she hadn't really tasted.

'I'm glad you approve.'
She flinched. 'I'm sorry.’

'‘No need to be. Unless you'd like to tell me aktut thought—I
really thought,' said Ray with an effort, 'aftee thay you greeted me
this morning, that we'd finally got to a stage.ofo holds barred.



That's why ..." He stopped and sighed and starech da his plate
with his mouth set.

Hillary studied his fair hair which was, as alwagsatly trimmed and
sleek, and the set of his suit and his hands abspehe table, and
she was conscious of an overwhelming urge to takdrhher arms,

to comfort him, to be his mother, his sister ...

‘That's why what?' she asked instead.

He picked up a fork and started tracing patternthenablecloth with
it. 'l was going to ask you to forget all this nense about finding a
house and renovating it first. | was going to aski yo marry me
when | get back from Canberra. Who cares wherewg& | don't, so
long as it's with you.' He looked up.

‘A-All right,' she said, and heard her voice ashe was speaking
from a long way off.

‘Hillary ..." It was his turn, it seemed, to getprecipitously and rock
the table. 'Do you mean that? If you do we'd bejétrout of here...'

'Yes, | do.'
'‘Come, then.'

‘Well, I think we have to pay the bill first. Thayight not like it if we
don't.’

'Oh. Yes. Here.' He thrust a hundred-dollar note the astonished
waiter's hand and hurried her out.

But once in the car he was, it seemed, suddeniyleashy. 'l can't
believe it,' he said hesitantly.



'Oh, Ray ..." The guilt was back. 'That's my falkad no right to
impose ... stupid restrictions on us like that.'

‘They weren't stupid,’ he said, and kissed heiathtAnd I'll stick by
them. If that's what you want, for us to be marriest, so do I.
And— well, Canberra's as cold a place as you chadtin Australia
at this time of the year. Which is lucky.’

'Ray," she said softly, and lifted a hand to strbisshair, ‘we don't
have to wait.'

He lifted his head and his blue eyes danced sugdafds, we do.
I've thought about it and longed for it for so lamgw, | want it to be
perfect. And that's what will make it perfect, tookv you're my wife

* * %

It was the same cheval mirror Hillary stared irdod second night in
a row. After she'd carefully taken off her blue \Wew dress and the
camisole top she had worn bra-less. And put on ightgown and
her blue robe. It was the same face that stared didwer.

Only it wasn't really. It was a different face. Rese the eyes were
not a little wild and stormy as they had been taght. Tonight they
were confused and, if anything, a little ironic. W@lace or mine?
she thought, and winced.

But of course that was not all of it. That was otie slightly
humorous side to it. Think twice before you settouseduce a man
again, Hillary! As for the ... suddenly rather fitgning prospect of
being married, not in the dim and distant futureibuhe next couple
of weeks, hadn't you better think about that, too?

'Hillary, a phone call for you!" Wendy called otetnext morning.
‘Shall | switch it through to the house or...'



'I'm right here,' said Hillary from behind her.
'Oh!" Wendy grinned and lowered her voice. 'lt'sMene Saunders.’

Now | wonder why? Hillary mused with a slight frovas she took the
receiver and cleared her throat.

Wendy couldn't hide her curiosity when Hillary ploé phone down a
couple of minutes later. 'l ... She wanted me teeHanch with her,’'
Hillary said. 'But | asked her to come here. seem to have done a
lot of eating out lately. Problem is, what to giver. I've really got a
lot of work to get through this morning. Mrs Hocgirs champing at
the bit about her "den", as she calls it.’

'‘Why don't you ring up that delicatessen down tregrand get them
to send up one of their quiches? They're the baseler tasted.’

'‘Oh, great idea! Will do. | don't know what I'd dathout you.'

‘A lovely lunch, Hillary,' Irene Saunders said warnas she dabbed
her mouth delicately with a napkin.

'I'm afraid | can't take much credit for it,' Hillareplied wryly. 'All |
did was pick up the phone.' She fingered the pmanl tablecloth she
had set her gate-legged table with.

'You must give me the name of your delicatesseam).threne's eyes
twinkled charmingly.

But beneath the practised charm there was somettisg and
Hillary had detected it as soon as she had seerpirospective
mother-in-law. What was it? she had wondered. A sbrtervous
anxiety, she had decided finally, and found herselping Irene



hadn't come as a second string to Charles Sautdeysso to speak.
Only to find it was, but not quite in the way stahmagined . ..

‘Hillary, I've come to... | really wanted to tal& you about Ray. |
hope you don't mind,' Irene said abruptly, whery tere drinking
their coffee. 'l've been getting up the couragé....She tailed off
awkwardly, then started again. 'He told me thismmay before he left
that you were going to get married much sooner traginally

planned.’

Hillary stared at the low bowl of fragrant, pale uaa and white
sweet peas she had used as a centrepiece foblheTtaen she lifted
her head. 'Did he?'

'‘Sh-shouldn't he have? He was so happy ..

'‘No, there's no reason why he shouldn't have. on't.. Doesn't his
father approve?'

A dull colour came to Irene's cheeks and Hillary ter lip. 'I'm
sorry,' she murmured.

‘That's all right." Irene stared at her slightlasged hands for a
moment. 'He doesn't know," she said then. 'Ray'tdielh him and |
promised | wouldn't.'

'So ... he's not going to approve.' Hillary's voiess flat.
'‘Probably not. He ... has his reservations about ym afraid. But...'

'He ... I've said this once before,' Hillary intgated, 'but—well, it's
Ray I'm marrying, or more to the point, Ray who t8an marry me.
Doesn't his father think he should have some s#lyamnmatter?’

‘My dear, his father is a ... very dominating perdds the way he's
made, I'm afraid. And believe me, no one has reggtdhe day he



decided to ... to accomplish through Ray the go&lspower, |
suppose you could say, that he now regrets hetdielek for himself.'

'‘Mrs Saunders—Irene,' Hillary whispered, ‘that'$uv

'Yes, it is a bit," Irene agreed, and stared athjilhelplessly. 'lI've
tried to make him see it, but it's like dealinghwat ... with a battering
ram, always has been.’

‘Thenwhy .." Hillary stopped abruptly.

'‘Why have | put up with it?' Irene smiled sadlyofably because I'm
weak and spineless and I've grown used to it, aeduse | love him.
| always have. I'm afraid it can happen to you desp person's
faults.'

There was silence. Until Hillary said in a slightlyaky voice herself,
'l think what we need is something a bit stronpantcoffee. Would
you like a glass of sherry?' she asked gently.

'I'd love one,' Irene replied, her eyes bright witlshed tears. 'You're
very understanding, my dear.'

'Only," Hillary brought the decanter and two glastethe table, 'I'm
not sure | do understand. How is it going to hebky B I—back
down? Someone—forgive me—but someone has to matand...'

‘Hillary, I've thought about this a lot because Ragans so much to
me. In lots of ways he's ... weathered his fatneszangly well. And
not in the rather weak way I've done it. But he.ikthink there's a lot
of me in him. And so—and | hope you'll understainalt i‘'m saying
this from my heart—I'm not so much concerned abagnfrontation
with his father over whom he marries. I'm much mmecerned that
he makes the right choice. For himself.'



'You don't think I am? The right choice?' Hillarpyeagied after a
moment.

'l think ... How can | say it?' Irene's throat wedk 'The thing is, you
remind me a little of Charles. You're so very cordd sometimes,
implacable almost. Strong...'

Hillary stared at her incredulously.

'Have | offended you? I'm sorry. It's not that lando ... invest you
with Charles' faults. But there's a central corthiwiyou, | think, of
steel.’

Hillary went on staring at Irene Saunders for atiifhen she blinked
and stood up and took her sherry glass over tavthdow. 'l grew
up,' she said huskily, 'in a hard school. If | s¢bat way,

perhaps that's why.' She swung round suddenlyl?Do
‘You ... That shows through too sometimes.'
'‘And you think it's not what Ray needs?'

'‘Well," Irene hesitated, 'I'm a bit afraid Ray ntiphve inherited some
part of my fatal fascination for ... someone likatt But I'm also
afraid it's not thevholeRay, as | think he might one day discover |
he meets someone who really needs him and adare's hi

'l need him," Hillary said hoarsely.

‘Do you? If you're very sure of that, my dear,ddly no more. | just
want you to think about it very carefully. And | g you'll forgive

me— perhaps | should never had done this. But Ragars a lot of
burdens as it is. You see, | think he might have s father to ... to
get lost quite some time ago if it hadn't beemfier’



'Do you think ... is he going along with his palél career just
because of that?' Hillary asked.

‘Well, no. | believe it's like a genuine calling om. But | don't
believe he has the delusions of grandeur aboliait@harles has.’

Charles has ... Someone who really needs him aaceschim ...
Implacable almost . . Strong ...

Hillary sat for a long time back at the table attene had left, with
her chin in her hand, pondering.

Had it been genuine motherly concern that had promptede
Saunders, or was it a subtler orchestration ohagband's views? |
don't think so, she mused. If she was only beigg-#etween, she
would never had said some of the things she did.

Then is she right? Am | ... wrong for Ray? Tadol dominate him?
| could have died when she said | reminded hetiofdther.

She lifted her head at last and stared out of tineaw. And found

herself thinking of Ray with someone like she&enwhen she was
eighteen. Someone he could cherish, someone naveohld

protect—someone he would never have taken no fanawer from,
someone who would have loved to have been lovedrby

Then she sighed frustratedly and reflected grirht,tin barely a
week, her life had become impossibly entangled. Aaidl
because—well, aBinceClive had come back.

'‘But at least that's one good thing,' she muttéFgdm the way he
dumped my crockery and hat on the front doorstgpther | annoyed
him enough for him to think twice about ... intenfig any more!'



CHAPTER SIX

'WASN'T quite what had in mind,' Clarissa Hocking said stiffly, anc
glared at Hillary over the tops of her bi-focals.

‘Then what did you have in mind?' Hillary enquipatiently.

If I had something in mind | wouldn't have callexlyin, would 1?' the
old lady replied triumphantly.

Hillary sighed. "You told me that | hazhrte blanchebut that you'd
like to see some final sketches. These,' she wavieand, 'are the
third lot of sketches I've done in as many dayscwiyou've rejected.
To my mind that indicates that you do have sometlmnmind. If
you'd just give me some idea what it is ... You, $kat's the way |
prefer to work.' Why, oh, why did | take this imgdse old lady on?
she asked herself in the same breath—and answersdlfhin the
next, because she's a friend of Aunt Bea's, bechese/as a bit of a
character, something of a very wealthy eccentrictthat | care
about the wealthy bit. But she's just an old tartar

'‘Dull. Deadly dull," Mrs Hocking pronounced with,cantemptuous
glance at the sketches, and Hillary wondered ifdsheard a word of
her little speech because she was also deaf.

‘Then would you rather have tomato-red walls, gghavhite carpet,
smoked glass and chrome tables and a jade-greeadarsettee?’ she
all but shouted.

'‘Now! Now you're talking, girl! That's exactly whdtd like.
Something lively and a bit shocking. Used to shadit of people in
my younger days. Tomato-red walls, eh? I like that..."

Not only in your younger days, Hillary reflectedpdawas still
grinding her teeth when she got back to the shop.



‘What's wrong?' asked Wendy immediately.

‘And she also wants a life-size china leopard, twéact, for either
side of the doorway, would you believe?'

'She does? Who does?'

'‘Dear old Mrs Hocking. Wendy,' Hillary sank inteetbhair beside the
counter, 'I'm losing my touch.’

'‘And a lot of sleep, by the look of it,’ Wendy coemted after a
moment. 'When's Ray due back?'

'In two more days.' She looked up at Wendy a kallehgingly, but
knew immediately that she had underestimated loerif Ehere was
one thing Wendy was superb at, it was knowing wtoehold her
tongue. It's strange, Hillary thought, the way wetmagain and
became such good friends. Because she is—the imesbkfriend

one could have. And | should have known she wasirig to ... pry.
It's just that | feel | could bite the next persaho attempts to ...
soliloquise on the subject of Ray and myself, @t jone for that
matter. Because I've done enough of that in thevpask. The only
thing is, | haven't come up with ... | mean | stiin't know if his
mother mightn't be right.

'Oh, dear,' Bea Selby laughed delightedly. 'Cladoeking must be
seventy if she's a day, but she was never onentore.'

‘She wants me to do some more rooms for her,'riiflaid gloomily.
She'd washed her hair and then accepted her awitégion to share
supper with her, so she was sitting on the floahvier hair still
wrapped in a towel and eating macaroni cheese.



Bea's cottage was a rather larger version of KilBaand the
lounge-dining room was divided by a lovely woodecharay. But
the fireplace, which every winter Hillary enviednmansely, was in
the lounge. And on this clear—the rain had finalgparted—cold
night, two fragrant logs were burning cheerfullyitin

'l should have thought you would enjoy doing son@errooms for
her. You could really let yourself go.'

Hillary put her knife and fork together and pushedplate away, and
sighed. 'l don't seem to be enjoying much lateghe said
thoughtfully. She unwound the towel and began boher hair.

'‘Want to tell me about it? Hang on, I'll get théfee.'

But when her aunt came back, Hillary said suddeAlynt Bea, I've
been meaning to ask you something. | overheardaywl Wendy
talking the other day in the shop. | wasn't eawgsoing
intentionally, but—well, you were discussing me.dAdlive.'

'Oh, yes.' Bea put the tray she had brought dowa low table. She
wrinkled her brow. 'What were we saying?'

"Wendy was carrying on about what a nerve he diadiine back into
my life after deserting me and so on.’

'‘Ah. Yes, | remember now.' Bea poured the coffetlemded Hillary
a cup. i agreed with her. By the way, is he still..

'‘No. But it wasn't that you agreed with her thazzied...'

‘Actually,’ her aunt interjected, 'l don't whollgrae with Wendy on
the subject. But she has a fairly conventional smdl | like her, so |
didn't want to upset her. If it wasn't that, thopghat was it?'



Hillary stared at her with narrowed eyes. 'Say #g#in. You mean
you dothink he has the right?'

'Let's take one thing at a time,' Bea replied pligci'Tell me what
puzzled you in the first place. And don't look a hke that, Hillary.
| refuse to be provoked.'

'"Yourefuse to be provoked!' But Bea only returnedibek with one

of unruffled blandness. 'All right,’" Hillary saillen, as if to say, two
can play at this game, 'you said something aboutott being

altogether true—as if he hadn't really deserted Inmeean .. . You
know what | mean, divorced me, etc.’

And as she looked at her aunt expectantly, she wath, some
surprise, her face sober curiously. 'Did | say2hBea murmured.

‘Yes, you did, Aunt Bea.'

Bea Selby got up abruptly and placed another logherfire. Then
she stood staring down at it before coming, ot smoked to Hillary,
to a sudden decision.

‘My dear, I'm not supposed to tell you this. | pread | wouldn't.
Only ... well, you've half flushed it out of me avgy. What | meant
was that Clive wrote to me after he left you. Aradthed to explain
what had happened. He also . .. | suppose you walilit, appealed
to me as someone you were very fond of and viceayeo try and
help you over what had happened.’

Hillary's lips parted. 'He did that?'

‘Yes. | still have that letter. And in spite of bgi... furious about the
whole business, and incidentally, Hillary, feelagguilty as hell for
going off that summer and leaving you to the tendercies of your
mother, who was a neurotic ..." she waved a hamspite of all that, |
was oddly moved by his letter. And, in fact, thaswhe start of a ...



long correspondence between us. Oh, we only wietedr three
times a year, but we were still writing up to a pleuof months ago.’

'About... about me?'

'Yes—well, mostly. Actually it was his suggestiafter your mother
died, that | try to interest you in this kind ofdmess, not mine. Of
course, once he'd made it, | realised it was peféegou.'

'‘But how did he know ... | mean ...
'‘He must have known you better than you thoughtdeayr.'
'I'm ... | don't know what to say ...'

'Yes. Well, that's probably a pretty common reacto finding out
someone is not quite as black as you've painted.the

Hillary cast her aunt an unfriendly look. But bef@he could think of
anything else to say, something dawned on hertH&ts how he
knew there'd been no one else—you told him?'

'Did he say that?"
'He..... said something about it. | thought he juasguessing.’

‘All | ever told him was that, until you met Raygwy hadn't formed
any serious attachments.'

'‘And you never,' Hillary asked a shade tartlyt '&ekremor of guilt
about carrying on this correspondence behind mi’Bac

'‘No. Should | have? | thought it was unusually d¢acg him to be
concerned for so long. But then he's an unusual'man

‘He's that all right. It's a pity he didn't Hillasyopped abruptly.



'‘What?'

‘Nothing.' It's a pity he didn't work it all out foee we were married,
was what she'd been going to say. Then he mightanct had to be
‘concerned’ about me afterwards. She sighed, anghi, not for the
first time, anyone would think | was just a talkidgll in those days.
Perhaps | was?

‘Hillary, what are you going to do about Ray?' Bsked quietly.

'l think—I'm going to marry him," her niece repliedter a time,
‘despite everyone's efforts to talk me out of &y ... | trust Ray and
| care about him more than you all realise, perhaps

'Who else has tried to talk you out of it? And Véa't precisely...’

‘Yes, you have,' Hillary said kindly. 'And his meth And, in a
roundabout way, his father. Clive ..She was garitggthe fire as she
spoke, but she straightened suddenly and swunglroumer aunt.

‘You didn't... you didn't enlist Clive's help, byyachance. Aunt Bea?'
she asked softly, but a little menacingly.

'l don't know what you mean.’
'‘Not in one of those letters you wrote to him?'
'l ..." For once in her life Bea looked a littlecamnfortable.

Hillary climbed to her knees. '"You did!" she exelad incredulously.

"You told him you didn't approve of Ray ... s-so eonome and see
what you can do about it kind of thing, seeing y®$0 concerned
about her..."

‘No, | did not!" Bea interrupted sharply. 'l onbld him you were . . .
serious about Ray. That's all.'



‘Then why did you look so guilty?' Hillary demanded

'‘Because I'm beginning to wonder if | should evanehdone that—in
the circumstances,' Bea said a little grimly. 'Onlyasn't to know ...'

'Oh," Hillary cried, 'I'm surprised to hear you atta some qualms.
After going behind my back all these years!'

‘Hillary," Bea Selby said angrily, 'don't be a fobi fact, he came
home for quite a different reason, if it makes yeal any better.
Although if | were you, | should examine your extie indignation
very closely.'

‘What do you mean?' asked Hillary through tremblipg.

'l mean,' Bea replied shortly, 'that you should wsurself why the
thought of Clive at least caring what became of y@mddens you so.
Is it because you still bitterly, bitterly resewtat he did to you?'

'‘Why shouldn't I?" Hillary shot back at her auhgrt closed her eyes
suddenly, as she saw the trap too late.

But Bea was now in no mood to be merciful. "W&tyould you?
You've got your act together now quite superblyl'Ye got a career,
and a man who adores you and wants to marry ymarayou trust
and care about very greatly—quote, unquote. \8iguldyou?'

One of the logs on the fire sent up a shower ofrysparks.

'‘Can | ask you a favour, Aunt Bea?' Hillary saidast 'Don't quote
me.'

'‘My dear,' Bea's face softened, 'I'm sorry. | hatsee you in this
dilemma.'

'Is it so obvious?'



"Tome..."

'‘Why did he come back, then?' asked Hillary afteihde. 'He said to
retire, but | can't believe that.’

Bea was silent, then she shrugged. 'He might hawhaice. He was
changing a tyre on his car some months ago whenjaitie or
something slipped and hurt his hand—damaged thdoten or
something. His string hand. It's ... apparently/gbod for just about
everything else but not the strain of playing ti@in as a virtuoso.
His fingers stiffen up under that kind of pressure.

'Oh, God!" Hillary stared at her aunt in horrorhy\didn't he tell me?
There ... there's no sign ...’

'If you look very closely there are some scars faparations inside
his wrist.'

‘Then why didn'tyoutell me?'

'He doesn't want anyone to know and to feel saryhfm. In fact |
forced it out of him.'

‘You . .. how . .. why?'

Bea sighed and said, 'After the night of your ergagnt | went to see
him and | tried to explain to him about the Sausdand how very
difficult he would have made it for you. | also wea find out what

his intentions were.'

'He told me,' Hillary said abstractedly, 'that #dhcome as a great
surprise to him—the announcement of our engagemmattnight.
That couldn't have been quite true.’

‘Well, it could. Believe me, | did only ever write him that you had
met someone who, for the first time, you seemed ..



‘Serious about,' Hillary finished drily for her.

‘Yes. And although he'd been home for about a ifgintrapparently
before that charity ball, | hadn't seen him—I wa&y, if you recall.
But there was a note from him...'

'‘Oh. But what will hedo?'Hillary queried dazedly. 'He'll go mad!’

'l think that's why he came back to Brisbane,ydadrwork something
out.'

'He ... did that once before," Hillary said paihful

‘Mmm. | think a homing instinct in times of crissa rather human
foible. But there's plenty he can do. Compose ftea@nduct...'

Hillary shivered suddenly.

Sleep eluded her completely that night. All shel@¢dhink of was
Clive, alone, deserted, his mistress gone for ever

'l came,' she said shakily, '... well, | wasn'tresare you'd be here.'

It was late the following afternoon and the lasfsraf sunlight were
reflected in the mullioned windows beneath the gatbkhe old house
in Bardon. His car in the driveway had told hemiaes there.

'‘As you see,’ Clive said coldly, 'l am.'

Hillary licked her lips and contemplated takingyfit. Then, because
he was wearing a pair of jeans and a grey sweatkhia hair looked
untidier than normal, she found herself askingeiimoved in.



'Yep. Like to have a look? Of course it's not uydar standard.' He
eyed her mockingly.

'Yes, | would.'

But she soon understood the reason for that mod&wig For there
was hardly anything to see apart from the factttimatvalls had been
stripped and painted ivory, with white woodworkdéahe old floral

carpet replaced by smooth, velvety, wall-to-wall stff the finest

guality in a pale aguamarine throughout. But ohfiure there was
the bare minimum. A leather sofa in the lounge sofi champagne
colour, a bed and a wardrobe in one bedroom andeatgble with

four chairs in the kitchen was all there was. Etfentelephone in the
hall sat on the floor.

'‘What ... what will you do with the servants' qeas?' she asked as
the silent, supremely awkward—for her—tour appe&oeehd in the
kitchen.

'I've had them converted to a studio,' he saidlirie
‘Can | see it?"

He shrugged after a moment. 'If you want to. Whahis, Hillary?
Have you changed your mind?'

She fingered the buttons of her jacket. In defezete old Mrs
Hocking, whom she had just been to see and whotrhagre startling
iIdeas on a host of subjects but always dressedfeenally, she had
donned an oatmeal tweed tailored suit over a taukdlouse, and
wore well-polished brown leather shoes.

'l think you've started well enough without me ¢ said, and added
lamely, 'l would have done the walls the same.’



His grey eyes glinted sardonically as he studiedthe neat suit and
the fine gold chain around her neck revealed bygen collar of her
shirt, the pale stockings and plain but eleganesteand back to the
gold slide in her hair. '"How kind of you,' he mumead then, and led
the way out of the kitchen on to the walkway.

Oh, God, | should never have come, Hillary thowdjbimally. He's in
an impossible mood!

And his studio was in a state of impossible chabs, saw, as she
stood just inside what was now one big, light ang eoom. Or
would be when relieved of its clutter. Becausegltace it seemed to
contain all his possessions—paintings stacked agdire walls,
books everywhere, music overflowing from the topdsaby grand
piano and covering every inch of a big solid tabl# had a dent in
one corner as if someone had taken a swipe at ahess set she
remembered; suitcases with clothes spilling outheim; an open
brown paper parcel on the floor near her feet ¢omg brand new
sheets and towels.

She looked around and then up at him with a skghte. 'You're in a
mess!'

‘The rest of the furniture's arriving tomorrow,' s&d shortly. 'I'll
have somewnhere to put everything then. But if yaneathinking of
offering to do it for me, don't bother. The jobé&eh taken.’

'l wasn't,’ she replied quietly. 'The ... ladyhe ted dress?' she askec
Clive raised his eyebrows. 'What red dress?'

"Your companion at the ball,' she said straiglitipought she might .
.." She shrugged. 'Be with you. Someone ought to.be



'Oh, her,' he said. 'No, I've employed a "dailyheSalso arrives
tomorrow. The lady in the red dress was only a gaedd as matter
of fact,

from way back.'
'l don't remember her," said Hillary, then bit her

"You didn't know her. She was overseas in our tiN®w she's an

airline executive, is separated from her secontydnus and only into

men as an occasional diversion—so she says." Hdedsm
unpleasantly, it was she who had the tickets far Itlall and she who
persuaded me to go. Satisfied?'

Hillary turned away. Then she bent down as sheedtihat a violin
was protruding from beneath the parcel of linen.

‘Leave that, Hillary," he said sharply.

It was too late. She'd pulled it free carefully atichightened up with
it in her hands. But it was a broken violin, witplisters of wood

sticking up from where it looked for all the wordd if it had been
savagely dashed against something solid. She stdrgdand then
glanced at the dented corner of the table—and kweiv a sick

certainty that Clive, who had often taken his frasbns out on

inanimate objects but never on his violins, hadedast that. Dashed
it against the table in a fury of despair.

'I'm so very sorry,' she whispered.

He had followed her swift glance from the shatteveain in her
hands to the table and back. 'Sorry for what?' dkedh softly but
menacingly, with his eyes narrowed and glittering.

'For what happened to your hand.'



His mouth set in a pale, hard line. Then he siielyér trust a woman.
She shouldn't have told you.'

'She ... | don't see why not. | mean, | can undadsivhy you don't
want the whole world to know ... | don't think | wid, either. But.. .'
She hesitated.

He stared down at her. 'But what? Why should | want sympathy
more than anyone else's?' And the old autocratiayyrlidded look
was there again, the same one, contemptuous anatiémp and
sardonic, that had shrivelled her up years ago.

Only I've grown up, she thought, surely? She paitiblin down on a
suitcase and said evenly, 'Clive, don't hate mddeling sorry for
you. After all, you're not above that emotion, yoe?'

'‘What the hell do you mean?'

'‘Well, you felt sorry for me for a long time, diifyou? The letters
you wrote, the career you suggested—you must hava sense of
sorrow, regret, something. Why shouldn't | feel shene?' Only, an
inner voice mused, you found it hard to accept, ktithary.

'l still feel sorry for you, Hillary.'

It wasn't what she expected to feel in the circamsts. Yet his
words seemed to evoke a floodtide within her antd ordy his

words—the pitying look that had accompanied thesmlmned with

that sort of contemptuous hauteur he did so mutterdan anyone
else she had ever known. And it taught her ongtlsine found—that
she must have grown up, because she no longeshfglelled at all,

she felt wildly, hotly angry...

But all this occurred to her in a flash—about agjlas it took to lift
her hand and connect it with the side of his facg manner similar to



the way the violin on the suitcase beside her magé met the corner
of the table.

For along moment, though, as her arm sank bac#rtsitte, her hand
stinging, she found herself wondering if she might live to see
another day. Because it seemed she might have @edkey herself,
only greater than her own, and infinitely more pdwie.

But what Clive did next took her completely by susp. He jerked
her into his arms and started to kiss her. Onlyssiom realised it was
quite different from any way he'd ever kissed hefole because it
was hard, and bruising—a savage kind of revendgcirthat left her
limp in his arms when he finally lifted his heaarHace white, her
eyes glazed with fear.

'Oh God,' he said huskily, gazing down at her, twieve | done?
Don't look like that! I'm sorry ..." And he cradl&gr to him. 'I'm
sorry," he said again into her hair. "The thing.i$ think I'm going
mad. | can't ... | just can't believe it's happet®ane. Yet it was
meant, | know. | got a flat tyre in the middle afwhere with an
almighty blizzard threatening—the only options tveere to try and
change it, although the road was already like glasswait and
probably freeze to death. Perhaps it's what | shdwve done,
though...'

'‘No ... Clive, no,' she whispered, and raised sttakngers to his face
to find it wet with tears, it can't ever be thatlb¥ou mustn't let it.'

But in her heart, as he held her to him tightly ahd felt the shudders
that racked his body, she knew there was nothiegcshld say that
would help, no words that could touch this agongd/Ahe thought

dimly that he had probably not, until now, admitesden to himself

the depth of it. So let it all pour out, my darljrstpe said to him in her
mind. At least it will be some kind of a release.



But in the next instant, she knew instinctively hske could really
help him to release that savage, violent agonytamg at least for a
time...

It was dark when she awoke.

Then after a while her eyes adjusted to a thinreggif moonlight
around the room, coming in from the uncurtainedrtech window.

Clive was asleep beside her, his head on her siigulde arm around
her, his breathing deep and even. She lay for g tone staring
upwards and contemplating what she had done, detddg ...

It was as if he had known what was in her mind alnas soon as she
had. She had felt it in the way his hands had mowvdder body. Then

he had tensed and half-pushed her away and shehla&kd that he

hadn't read her mind at all, only his, and shedtidcher arms around

his waist and laid her cheek on his heart.

‘Hillary ..." He had said her name on a breath.
'‘Don't talk,' she had whispered. 'Hold me ...’

can't... | ....

‘Yes, you can. | want you to, like this." She hald for his hand and
lifted it to place it on her breast beneath hekghacThen she had
raised her face like a flower to the sun. 'Kiss' me.

Clive had moved convulsively and for a while sheal Haund it
difficult to breathe, he had held her w hard.

What had followed had been blurred and dazed forHhe had made
love to her with passionate intensity and for hshre'd thought, when



she was able to think clearly at all, it had beracdy what she'd
intended—a physical release for his mental anguish.her, it had
been something else. She had held him and cradied and
comforted him as if he was bereaved, never faljgand letting him
have his will with her body in a strong surge—anfjishe'd hoped, tilt
at bitter fate.

But he hadn't gone to sleep then, not then, althahg had thought
he had. Sleep had eluded her, though, as she haddey still,
feeling fragile and a little like a shell-shockednsvor of some
conflict. Not only his, but her own.

Not the best way to take up sex after a six-yeatoffyshe had
reflected, and finally moved gingerly.

And that was when she'd realised Clive hadn'triadigleep, because
she'd heard him say almost beneath his breathGGaah I've done it
again! Hillary—you shouldn't have let me ...’

‘Yes, | should,' she had whispered shakily, but tuaded her face
into his shoulder to hide it. Only she had raigedmost immediately
and smiled at him. 'It's not as if we've never dibrefore. So don't
say another word! If you can't do it for an ex-hasth in times of
need, who can you do it for?"

He had captured her face in his hands and smudgedant teardrop
that was sparkling on her lashes, if ex-husbarstsleve some rights
in times of need, will you at least allow this ot return the
compliment, then? Come,' he'd said, and takenrterhis arms and
pulled the blankets up. '‘Comfortable?’

‘Clive . .." her breath had caught in her thrgat, ‘don't have to ...’

‘Yes, | do. Go to sleep,' was all he had saidhbutad stroked her hair
and held her like a child. And it was as if she baén transported
back through the years to a younger version ofetfengho had not



known the sweetness of love until a tall man witipérious grey eyes
and an arrogant mouth had shown her. And shown dsenyell,
deeper into a side of his nature few knew. The #ide possibly
warred often with the more obvious elements othigse elements
you couldn't help seeing in every inch of his dymartempestuous
bearing. The side that could be so gentle, thdtlanake you tremble
with love ...

Did | fall asleep thinking that? Hillary asked halfsas she stared at
the ceiling in the thin moonlight. Or doing it?

And she trembled then as a cold sense of fearhddther heart. |
must have been mad! I've got to get out of here.

‘Hillary?' His sleep-drugged voice stilled her seddurgent
movement and made her heart start to pound.

Oh God, the last thing | want to do is wake hine #fought, and lay
as still as a statue, trying not to breathe, et3n.the damage had
been done.

‘Sweet Hillary," he murmured, and started to kisslare shoulder.
'So sweet—you haven't really changed."'

'Clive ... Clive, don't,’ she whispered despaiyna$ his mouth slid
over her smooth skin.

/Don't what?' He lifted his head and stared doweatheart-shaped
face on the pillow.

'‘D-don't do this,' she said huskily, with her lgpgvering.

Hg raised a hand and pushed a strand of hair ofelse, then cupped
her cheek, isn't it part of the arrangement?' No..



'l think it ought to be. It's what | had in mindyavay. You hadn't
done this for a long time, had you, Hillary?' he&lggently.

... No ...!

'Since... you and 1?' He traced the outline ofmeuth and slid his
hand down the side of her throat.

She closed her eyes.

‘Hillary?'

'‘No,' she whispered, 'not since then. But...'

‘Then we can't just leave it like that. | must hauet you...'
‘Not really—no, you didn't.’

'l can imagine,' he said with a tinge of ironyusled to only have to
touch you to leave a bruise.' His wandering fingeese back at her
throat, then sliding down to her breasts. 'But amyvit couldn't have
been any good for you. These used to remind métlef buds ... |
think they've matured now, they feel fuller, butl $tigh, and still
chaste. Perhaps | can do something about thagdl tasbe able to.’

'Clive," she breathed, as her nipples started nglei beneath his
fingers, 'no, you mustn't. Please don't... Oh Ggdy don't
understand!'

'‘Don't talk," he muttered against the corner ofrheuth. 'Didn't you
say that to me earlier?'

'Yes ... but...

'Hold me, instead. We can talk about it lateAnd he kissed her lips
and then her breasts and, in the way it had onea b& her, the



blood started to beat through her body and negixdlong years nor
the fact that she was engaged to another man diltetée slightest
the way her body responded to the man who had gaged it like a
Virtuoso.

Later, she kept saying in her mind, later mightdzelate, too late ...

They slept again afterwards, in each other's aAnd.the sun was
shining when they woke. Hillary moved her head mshoulder and
trailed her fingers down his arm.

‘How do you feel?' he asked softly.

How do | feel? she wondered. Warm and soft .. xega.. as if |
never want to get up..

He tilted her chin upwards gently and she staredirat her eyes
grave but curiously peaceful. 'l think | might haveeded that,' she
said huskily. "You were right. But ..." She hesitht

it doesn't change anything,' he said after a wisléhat what you're
trying to say?'

'‘Oh, Clive, how can it?' she whispered. 'It wasagfsvlike this—so
good in bed, but out of it ... I'm still not thglnit person for you.'

He started to speak, then seemed to change his 8till' he said
finally, 'I'm glad we've made up, in a manner céang.'

Hillary was silent for a long time. Then she saithva shimmer of
tears in her eyes, 'So am |I. Have you ... madekEms?'

He sighed and kissed her hair. 'Ned's made aB sbgilans for me. |
think I'll probably turn to conducting and compasirl always did
fancy myself with a baton. But for between timasnacase it doesn't
work out, I'm looking for a property where | carebd horses.'



*You mean—you'll sell this house?'
'‘No. I'll keep it as my Brisbane base.'

They were quiet for a time. Then Hillary stirreduht Bea will be
wondering what's become of me. Wendy too.' 'Whdit yau tell
them?'

'Oh, | think I'll preserve a mysterious silencetiba subject.’

‘Might be wise,' he said with a grin.

But when Hillary was dressed and ready to leavegthturned
unexpectedly awkward between them.

'If,' he said, 'there are any ... consequencegdoras a result of last
night, you would tell me, wouldn't you, Hillary?'

'‘Con ..." She caught her breath. 'You mean ...’
‘Yes. If you find yourself pregnant.'
'l1..." She licked her lips. 'Yes, of course.'

‘Then | guess this is goodbye, Hillary." He was\@dtag across the
room from her wearing the same jeans and pulloeehdd had on
yesterday. He had made her a cup of coffee whaehsld showered,
but for some reason she found it hard to swallawit sat, barely
tasted, on the table.

‘Yes ..." she whispered.

He came round the table, 'If you—have cause togdgour mind
ever...'



'‘No, Clive. Let me go, please.'

‘All right. I'm sorry," he said, his grey eyes darkd shadowed. 'But
you're probably right, I'd only make your life haljain, more so than
ever now. Goodbye, and thank you ..." And he bénthkad and
kissed her lips gently. Then he turned away andlste

But instead of driving home she found herself mathenlessly
heading towards the city and then the Valley, bseai was
curiously soothing to have to be concentratingherttaffic. Then she
noticed a sign that indicated the Bruce Highway ka north to the
Sunshine Coast and she took the turn-off thinkivigy not? A bit of
country air might do me good.

But a bit farther on she had to stop for petrol,aml a sudden
impulse, checked her purse to find she only hag dibllars. But I've
got my bankcard, she thought.

She glanced around for a phone box and momentswate ringing
her Aunt Bea.

‘Hillary! | was worried about you.'

'I'm sorry, Aunt Bea. I'm fine, but can | ask yo@iagour? Can you
hold the fort for me for a couple of days? | redlly need a break.'

'l ... Hillary, are you on your own?"'
'Yes, and heedto be,' she said into the phone.

‘All right." Her aunt's voice was suddenly bridkust me, dear. Take
care of yourself.'

' will," Hillary said tremulously. "You're an auimt a million!" She put
the phone down. Then she suddenly remembered thatvas due
home today. How could | have forgotten? she wordleBet there's



no way | could face him today, anyway, so perhhssi$ for the best
after all. Oh, Hillary!

She drove north with her thoughts in turmoil, bsitlae countryside
became less inhabited it was as if her weary minidcked off
gradually and by the time the road had begun talmhnough State
Forests of the Landsborough Shire, dark green eacttve on both
sides, she began to relax. Then she caught hemgfimpse of the
Glass House Mountains, those strange and stunoicigy rfingers
that towered hundreds of feet into the air andicepbin sometimes
stranger names, like the tongue-twister Mount Tiarggn, and she
found herself actually smiling and thinking, it'dat | do need, a
break and a change of scene.

She considered taking the Caloundra turn-off, ahdnt the
Mooloolaba one, but in the end she drove all thg veaNoosa,
beautiful Noosa Heads. And she booked into a natahe beach,
showered because she felt stiff from the long diavel tumbled into
bed naked as a deep exhaustion overcame her, glithiowas only
mid-afternoon.

And she slept deeply and dreamlessly.



CHAPTER SEVEN
'CLIVE ..."

She murmured the name drowsily and moved luxurjoinsthe soft
bed, seeking a long smooth back to stroke and kissn she sat bolt
upright with her heart pounding and a fearful seobeevelation
seizing her as she saw, with a perfect clarity, tveii@ had done to
herself.

'‘No,' she whispered, lying back slowly and clutghiime sheet tightly.
'‘Oh no ... don't do this to me! | thought ... Biidugh yesterday, when
| woke up in his arms, when | left him, it was Bwhat happened was
like ... being exorcised. Now, it's just as if istarting all over again,
alone again, with only the memories and anothef teabuild. Oh
God! Why did | do it?'

She turned her head into the pillow and starteglgep with despair.

Several hours later she was walking along the heach pair of
shorts and a jumper she had just purchased, tagetitesome other
necessities, oblivious of the crashing of the sund the few hardy
souls—probably from Victoria where it was freezmgthis time of
the year—who were actually bathing. And as she&edhlshe was
arguing with herself tormentedly, anguishedly ...ddén't even
know—did he mean for us to get married again? Helger really
said it, but perhaps it goes without sayingdd know, though, |
couldn't do it; I'd be mad even to think of it!

But at least you're older now, Hillary, more aldestand up to him ...

Perhaps, she retorted acidly to this inner voiagt \Bho wants to
spend the rest of their life standing up to som&ofed don't try to
tell mehe'schanged, because | always knew he had a bit dékyll

and Mr Hyde in him. Well, almost always knew. Thathat makes
him so ... so wonderful sometimes and impossibletlars. Is that



what you want for yourself again? That terrible-sae/? Only a fool
would!

She said this to herself with a furious bitternasd the fool within
her withered and blanched. To long for someone ipalg, she
added, following up this advantage ruthlessly\i$p no means the
whole story. It's also fairly transitory. | meamuy got over that
before, you didn't pine away or go into a declinget odd and start
talking to plants or acquiring cats by the dozeau¥idn't do any of
those things. You only ...

She stopped walking and stared blindly out to k&g her lip. You
only, she thought bleakly, never could imagine gelfrwith another
man until Ray came along, and even then by nocstref the
imagination did you fall into his arms ...

The beach had ended, she discovered, so she claritide way up a
rocky outcrop and sat down and tried to think aldeay. Only to
discover it didn't seem possible. And to make maitteorse, she
found herself saying conversationally, as the tsmemamed down her
face, 'Well, Mum, you were wrong about one thingdems I'm not
like my charming but faithless father after all! @knows, | might
end up staying faithful to Clive for the rest of ihfe!"

* % %

The three days she spent at Noosa, however, sagubéfying this
strangely terrifying prospect; gradually, and flpalon her last
afternoon there, coming to a decision.

There was movement everywhere, it seemed, on timatyswinter's
afternoon as she sat on her favourite perch andhedtthe waves
crashing at the foot of the outcrop, sending aesyl\net of foam and
spray into the air.



A flock of seagulls was busy on the beach aroutwha fisherman

who was cleaning his catch. They were bobbing glibah rushing

forward as he threw away a head, to retreat inldujurey disorder

with the titbit. And a busy breeze was ruffling flediage about her
and the surface of the ocean so that it dancedldteted beneath the
clear blue of the sky. Out to sea, birds she dikimtw the name of
were circling high and lazily and then plummetinghwa heart-

stopping suddenness down through the bright ardikows, into the
water. It was a while before she realised they viisreng and not

committing suicide.

"'l have to tell Ray,' she said out aloud. fifive to tell him what
happened and I'll have to try to explain to howit happened and
why it changes nothing.' Well, it does. Becaus@dwk now | can't
really hate Clive any more . . But above all, ifyR4ll wants to go on
... Oh hell'How *doyou explain to a man that you love him eve
while another man holds a terrible fascinationylou? Do you ask
him for more time? Could he ever understand? Sitesdi suddenly.
'l can only try...;

‘Well, Hillary," said Bea Selby, surveying her raaxitically, ‘feeling
better?'

Twenty minutes earlier Hillary had run her car itite garage and she
was now in her bedroom unpacking a colourful carhadall that
was almost new.

'Yes, Aunt Bea.'

'l gather,' her aunt surveyed the pile of clothethe bed and the new
hairbrush and toilet gear, 'that you didn't go preg for this little
jaunt?’



'l ... No." Hillary straightened up and grinnechanks for holding the
fort, by the way. | really appreciate it.'

She stretched and to the observant eye, which inBea's was, she
looked weary but relaxed. Or is it ... numbed? ®eadered with a
faint frown.

‘Any crises?' asked Hillary.

Bea grimaced. 'Only the whole world and its wiféetlsnined to have
speech of you,' she said ironically. Then she shilepreserved a
stoical disposition and said you'd had to go ofh aoment's notice
on serious business and hadn't even had timeltméelvhere—not
quite true, that bit, but | was relieved not to Wndt helped with Ray.
Want to tell me about it?' She looked at Hillargjemingly.

'l... Not just yet," Hillary said quietly. 'Do yauind?'

'‘Not at all. No ..." Bea waved a hand, 'I'm notthdiake your
time—and | mean that. Instead,' she rolled her,eMétell you who's
been calling—apart from Ray, several times a dalye reeled off
some names, then took an impressive breath. 'Nowhé&obig guns.
Clarrie Hocking— for two reasons. She wants he
lounge—den—done in time for her seventy-second dérgtwhich is
iIn—wait for it, one week's time.'

'‘Oh God!" Hillary groaned.

'‘Mmm. The second reason is a bit better. She wentt®th to go to it.
Now one thing to be said for Clarrie Hocking, sheeg great parties.
She knows more interesting people than you and tqoether.'

'But one week!'

'Is it impossible?’



'‘Well... | guess not," Hillary said wryly. 'And ligpose she's going to
hound me to death anyway, so | might as well.lld@pends if | can
come up with two leopards she likes the look dfially. She wasn't
enthralled by the expressions of the last two +gsdid they looked
meek and anyway they weren't leopards. They weeetahs. Did
you know that cheetahs have spots but leopardstes8el didn't.
Who else rang?'

'Martin Wessels.'

'‘Who's he? You don't meathe Martin Wessels?' Hillary's eyes
widened.

‘None other,' Bea agreed. 'Great Australian filrector in person.’
Hillary sank on to the bed. 'What did he want? {dntl he say?'

'l ... er... persuaded him to confide in me,' Bedied with a twinkle.
‘They say curiosity killed the cat. He wants yowtobsome interiors
for the. new film he's making right here in good Blrissy!

'‘But I'm not a set designer,' Hillary protestedtselfaintly.

'‘Not sets precisely. They've bought an old housetwlis going to be

the set—one of them, anyway—and they want it furnisaethentic

eighteen-seventies. | told him they couldn't maketéer choice than
you!'

Hillary was silent, digesting this.
'‘How does it sound?' asked Bea.
'It sounds ... fascinating.'

‘Thought it might. Why don't you give him a ringwd | believe he
has to go to Sydney tomorrow.'



'l ... I'will. | also have to ring Ray.' Hillaryated down at her hands
and twisted her engagement ring. She glanced upaurght her aunt
narrowing her eyes speculatively.

There was silence for a moment. Then Bea saidaffead you can't
do that, my dear. He's in Fiji, you see. He lef$ tmorning. That's
why—uwell, why he was in a worse state, perhaps.'

'Fiji?" Hillary said blankly.

'Yes. Unexpected business which he couldn't gebbupparently

it's some sort of extension of what he was doingrdom Canberra.
And there's the possibility that he might havelyooin to America.

|—as | said, it's probably just as well | didn'tkmwhere you were or
I might have succumbed. But he did say he'd ringgta at eight

o'clock our time.'

Oh.'
'You'll be here?"

‘Yes ... of course.' Hillary closed her eyes anddwaved if this was
how you felt when you got a reprieve from a lifetemce. Then she
thought intensely, but it's only going to prolorg tagony. And he
must be so confused. Oh God ...

‘Hillary?'
She opened her eyes. 'l feel a little guilty,’ shiel tremulously.

Bea opened her mouth to speak but shut it. Letdtlene in her own
good time, she mused. But it doesn't look goodRay Saunders.
Now | wonder why?



'Ray, I'm really sorry," Hillary said into the phethat night. 'l just—it
was a spur-of-the-moment decision. | felt as ifrh@gy had to get
away on my own for a little while.'

'‘What happened? Something must have happened te yoakfeel
that way, Hillary," Ray said intensely.

Hillary winced. 'Ray ..." she began.
'You're having second thoughts about us gettingietgraren't you?'
'l... yes,' she said very quietly.

‘Hillary," his voice was suddenly decisive andmrisknow why. It's
what my mother said to you, isn't it?'

*Your ... how ... how did you know that?'

‘Never mind," he said briefly. 'Just do me one tavelet me speak
for myself. | thought, actually, you had the sengeto be put off by
my parents,' he added with a curious bitterness.

Hillary bit her lip. 'l have,' she said huskily.us..'
'‘Good,' he interrupted. "'Then will you do me tlaatdur?"
‘Do you ...?'

'Yes, let me speak for myself, but not over somenrdsd
long-distance telephone line. Look, Hillary, | ddaiow when I'll be
back, but I'm straining every nerve to make thip &s brief as
possible. At least, if you feel anything for mealif give me a chance
to be with you before you ... make any decisiosghat too much to
ask?'

'Oh, Ray!" She brushed away some unbidden tearsit'dn't, but...'



'‘Will you do that?' he said insistently.
‘A-All right.'

There was a small silence. Then he said in a dlffaoice, 'l love
you, Hillary," and the phone went dead.

She put the receiver down and wiped her nose onable of her hand
and thought, oh God, oh God! What am | going to ldsifould hate
him to think it's because of his parents becausal] people, | know
... about that. On the other hand, if | tell hinoabClive, that's going
to hurt him, too. More, or less?

She turned away from the phone, hugging herselfiahgdly. And
on top of all this, I've taken on Martin Wesseddd,jwhich is the last
thing | should have done if | can't concentrate.

One week later, Hillary found herself staring iatboutique window
with not much interest, as it was Clarissa Hoclirlgithday party
that evening and she'd decided that something aevear might lift
her spirits, but couldn't for the life of her dezihat.

‘The blue,' a voice said behind her. it would besa&onal with your
eyes.’

Hillary turned with her eyes wide and found thg&abulk of her new
boss, in a manner of speaking, standing behind her.

'‘Mr Wessels!" she exclaimed in surprise.

‘Call me Martin, Hillary," he answered with a gris,it for a special
occasion?' he added.

'I'm going to a birthday party tonight,' she tolthla little wryly.



His penetrating blue eyes narrowed faintly. 'Fugoy should say
that—so am |. Oh God, don't tell me ...

'‘Not Mrs Hocking's?'

They spoke together than burst out laughing. 'Redlartin Wessels
said finally, 'she gives great parties. One justinds her a little
overpowering, | guess. Is that why you were lookiaglittle glum?'
he asked delicately.

'‘One of the reasons,' Hillary confessed. 'I've segreat deal of her
this week.' She explained why. 'And to top it adhe went on, 'the
room is really wild, but she loves it and I've gjo¢ horrible feeling
she's going to tell everyone who did it. | migkhe added ruefully,
‘'suddenly find myself without any prospective ctgeh

'l doubt that. You were very highly recommendedne, Hillary. |
also took the liberty of having dinner at the rassait you created. |
thought it was superb.’

'‘Why, thank you,' Hillary said gratefully and, fitre first time since
she'd taken on the film job, found herself thinkiog it really

objectively, and deciding she was going to enjoykig for this

large, untidy man who many said was a genius.

'‘But to get back,' Martin Wessels murmured, 'saelifue velvet suit
not actually in the display but ...' He pointed a&he& nodded after a
moment. ‘Well, | think it might have been madeyou,' he finished.

‘Do you really think so?’

'‘Go and try it on,' he advised, 'and see if I'm mgitt.. And in the
meantime, I'll see you tonight!" And he walked awath a wave and
a grin that was almost a grimace.



Hillary couldn't help laughing again and, with @usly heightened
spirits, entered the shop.

And for the rest of the day she found herself fegklightly more
ebullient than she had for some time. It dawnetdem after she had
had a bath and started to get ready for the patty, At least one
area of her life was not in a state of turmoil—merk. And it's
consoled me before, she thought, so why not feglg now?

She dried herself off properly and hesitated, gtamd¢owards the
blue velvet suit hanging outside her wardrobe. Titedd been made
for her, she knew wasn't possible. All the same dsheen unable to
suppress a pulse of excitement when she'd tried iin the shop
because it seemed to suit her beautifully, bedimd#isg a thing of
beauty in its own right.

‘And as such,' she murmured with a faint grirdeiserves the best ...
She opened a drawer of her dresser and pullecheuEriench silk
underwear. 'Who knows, | might even be more subfgesbout
wearing it this time,' she added a little mockingRerhaps some
stunning stranger will fall desperately in love lwihe on sight and
have to have his way with me ... Oh God, Hillahihk you're going
round the bend,' she told herself, but found hetaaghing at her
foolish fancies just a little.

Once in the suit, though, she couldn't help blesdiartin Wessels,
not only for complimenting her work and cheering i slightly but
also for having the eye of a connoisseur in reg@aadothes. The rich
pile of the velvet was one shade darker than hes eynd the fitted
jacket flared out slightly over her hips and thagkslim skirt, and it
had long slim sleeves, padded shoulders, and art@gkiine with a
tiny stand-up frill in a watermark taffeta of thense colour.



She had changed her hairstyle slightly, brushéadgk more so that
her ears were revealed, because no sooner hadsghtlihe suit
than she had thought of her mother's pearl dropingar and

exquisite, matching pearl ring and brooch.

'l was right,’ she murmured as she surveyed herrsdtie mirror,
‘There's something about velvet and pearls...’

There was also, she was forced to acknowledge, teargequite
stunning about the way the blue velvet matchecdies and the way
it highlighted her creamy skin.

All of which her aunt confirmed some minutes lat&ow!" she
exclaimed. 'My dear, I'm almost speechless. Youk loo just
incredibly elegant and beautiful!’

Hillary sketched a curtsy. 'The same goes for yoal, she said, and
meant it, for her aunt was looking magnificent iblack silk dress
that not only looked as if it did, but did in famime from Paris, and
her grey hair was piled regally on top of her head.

Bea Selby chuckled. '"We'll show Clarrie Hockinghangy or two,
won't we?'

But it turned out that Clarissa Hocking was the eowith all the
surprises up her sleeve.

The first of them came in the form of Ray's pareaisd in fact
Hillary had been enjoying the party ..until theyiagd, a bit late.
Enjoying it because of Martin Wessels, who had caméo her and
said, 'More, more than even | imagined!'

‘The room?' she had asked warily.



He had laughed. 'No, the suit. You look very loyahy dear. As for
the room, | think it's magnificently ... exotic. N mention,' he had
lowered his voice, 'just perfect for Clarrie." Ahd had proceeded to
take Hillary under his wing.

Then the Saunders arrived and Hillary, catchinftsif them across
the room, knew that something was wrong immediatgpite her
surprise, not to mention dismay, at seeing themokRe thing, Irene
Saunders looked as if she'd aged ten years inpheesof a few
weeks.

'‘Know them?' asked Martin Wessels, following hartid gaze.

'‘My ... my parents-in-law. To be, that is," shersteered.'No!' she
gasped in disbelief as two more latecomers strafigdthe room.

‘Hell" muttered Martin Wessels. 'Am | seeing trsrgg is that Clive?
Clive Eastman?'

'‘No. | mean, you're not seeing things,' Hillarydsaith an effort, for a
moment feeling faint.

‘Then you know him, too? He and | go way back!

'So do ... he and I," Hillary said hollowly, andtaleed, unable to tear
her eyes away, as Clarissa Hocking descended owre C
delightedly—Clive in a dark suit with a suede weostt and a
pinstriped shirt, Clive looking amused and quizzashe responded
to the old lady's greetings and introduced heiga@bmpanion, Clive
looking intensely alive...

Hillary shivered suddenly and looked away.

‘Are you all right?' Martin Wessels asked with dden frown. '"You
look as if you've seen a ghost. Did you,' a loo&uwfosity crossed his
face, 'say you knew him, too?"Yes. I'm fine!" Sbeeed herself to



smile brightly as she answered his first questiast.|'Who ... |
wonder who that is with him?'

Martin Wessels turned briefly and his expressightened. '‘Blow me
down! | didn't recognise him at first, but it's aded Cartwright!
Don't think I've ever seen him out of London. lEmazing,' he
marvelled, 'such a dry-looking little man, but ha&ston his books
some of the world's hottest properties. I'm goingrao say hello.
Coming?'

'‘Er .. . no. That is, | will in a minute. | see raynt over there ...
beckoning me.' This was not altogether true buthibst she could
come up with and, as her companion had his ba@&eto Selby, it
came off.

‘All right," Martin Wessels said genially. 'Now ditll tell you that old
Clarrie gives great parties? If anyone can liveraygarty, Clive can.
Catch up. with you just now, Hillary.'

‘Yes,' Hillary murmured, and walked a little bligaiver to where her
aunt stood in deep conversation with an elderlytlgeran, if anyone
can, he can...'

‘My dear,' queried Bea Selby, looking up, 'is sdnmgf wrong?"

‘Yes. Clive's hereAndthe Saunders. I'm going to slip away if | car
Would you mind making excuses for me if anyonegest?"

Bea blinked. 'Er ... not at all. Only I'm afraidl ibo late ... Charles,'
she said, looking over Hillary's shoulder, 'how yoa?'

‘Very well, thank you, Mrs Selby," Charles Saundamnswered in
what struck Hillary as curiously clipped tones ke turned slowly,
reluctantly.



And she took a startled breath as she gazed ughateyes of her
father-in-law to be. For they were colder than himg she'd ever
seen. And all for her, she knew instinctively.

'‘Well, Hillary," he said. 'l didn't expect to seauyhere."

‘There's no reason why Hillary shouldn't be hérene Saunders said
hurriedly, and leant forward to kiss Hillary. '"Yoa' looking
gorgeous,' she added warmly—but nervously? Hillmoyndered in
some confusion.

'l ... thank you,' she said a little bemusedly, fmahd herself also
wondering if she was imagining the almost eleparks of tension
in the air. | feel like an actor in a play—the onlye without a script...

‘Well, well!" a booming voice interrupted the odéllgzen little group
they made—the Saunders, herself and her aunt, lancelterly
gentleman Bea had been talking to who was begintongpok
uncomfortable. It was Clarissa Hocking. 'So yolkabw each other,
by the looks of it? Or do you? This is my new ditprotegee—she
designed this room for me. Hasn't she got talenlfari4 my dear,
these are Irene and...

'Clarissa,’ Charles interrupted mockingly, 'l hi@dnave to say this,
but you're introducing our prospective daughtelain-to us. At least,
| presume she is still that. | see you are wedRay's ring, Hillary. |

must tell you, he was quite beside himself when youer ...

disappeared like that.'

‘Charles,’ Irene whispered pleadingly.

But he was not to be stopped. 'l must admit, issed my mind to
wonder if you'd popped off for a few days with your ex-husband
perhaps? | see he's here as well tonight.'



Hillary closed her eyes briefly and the colour deal from her face
leaving it unnaturally pale. And her aunt shut imeuth with a click,
but before she could say anything, Clarissa intexde'Did you say
ex-husband? Whose?'

Her words fell into a pool of silence, for it seaimgs if the whole
party had gone quiet and everyone was lookingeahth

‘Why, Hillary's," Charles Saunders told her withlandness that was
totally menacing somehow. 'You're right, Clarribg's certainly a
girl of many talents. Some that might surprise ey@mthough...'

There was a sudden movement and a sharp clickarififilanced
sideways and saw that it was Clive. He had puglaiss down. Their
eyes locked, his faintly narrowed, and his moutls wet in a tight
line.

Then he said, '"How you can put up with this idkiitlary, is beyond
me. Do you really enjoy being either made a spétaicor publicly
humiliated?'

'Oh, I think it's more a case of she enjoys makipgblic spectacle of
other people,’ Charles said smoothly. 'My sonpfte...'

'Stop it!" Hillary cried, her lips quivering and rheyes dark and

shimmering with tears. '‘Both of you ... As for yoshe turned

furiously to Charles, 'nothingoucan say or do will have the slightes
beating on Ray and me!'

'‘As a matter of fact, | can vouch for that,' Cldrawled. "You're going
about this quite the wrong way, Mr Saunders, sihat\you don't
understand is that the more opposition there is1fyou, the more
determined Hillary will be to marry your preciousns It all goes
back to what happenedaur marriage, you see. Hillary is convincec
| let her mother come between us, and I'd say sb@/ed never to let



herself be swayed similarly. Or am | wrong, Hillarpe said directly
to her, his grey eyes glinting ironically.

How ... She mouthed the word but didn't say it. Hmwld you do
this to me? Her eyes said it for her, though, andrae started to beat
in Clive's jaw, but those hard grey eyes still maer mercilessly.

Three things happened then almost simultaneoudg. $elby said
harshly, 'Now look here ..."; Hillary turned todleand Irene Saunders
crumpled to the floor with a little moan. of degpai

It was Martin Wessels, Hillary realised some misutger, who got
her out of the room and the house. He loomed ufhensudden
confusion, placed one large hand on her elbow asndhe Red Sea
might have parted for Moses, in the opposite divadb Clive people
melted out of their path and he led her out om#&oftont veranda.

‘Thank you so much,' she said, foolishly tryingstoile through her
tears. 'l can't imagine what you must think of roavn.'

'‘Don't,' he interrupted. 'Hillary," he added ablyphever care what
people might think of you. That's the least of sqpebblems, believe
me. You ... must have been very young when youiatalive.'

'‘She was,' Clive said right behind them. 'Too yotmgnow any
better. I'll take it from here, thanks, Martin.'

Oh no, you won't—oh no, you won't, Hillary thoughie was saying,
but it was only in her head. She was doing somgthirough,

walking, then breaking out in to something fastestumbling run,
down the steps and along the front path.

But he caught her at the gate.



'‘Let me go, Clive!" She tried valiantly to free r@m, but he said
tersely, 'Stop it, Hillary. You'll only get hurt.’

‘That's something you seem to specialise in d@ngd, isn't it?' she
panted, still struggling furiously with tears oftifity and misery
streaming down her face.

'‘Someone had to try and make you see the truthsaite grimly.
'‘Look, | don't want to hurt you this way, but eity@u come quietly
or that's what will happen. Get in.'

They were standing opposite his car, and quite they'd got so far
down the pavement, she wasn't sure. But he hadgedrta unlock
the passenger door while he still had a hand cldmpend her wrist.

She stared up at him defiantly. ‘No!
‘Then I'll put you in.’

'Clive..."

'I'm deadly serious, Hillary.'

His expression confirmed it and she looked arourgpdiringly, but
it seemed everyone had left her to her fate, inlohed

She got into the car and he slipped into the devsat beside her.
'l ...  want to go home," she stammered.

'‘When we've sorted a few things out,’ he said lyriehd started the
car up.

She watched his impassive profile as he swung tieeiythen, to her
horror, she found herself crying in earnest with linends to her face
and great racking sobs tearing at her body.



He put an arm around her and she collapsed adamstunable to
stop.

She never knew how he managed to drive, but it W&snto his

house and, once there, he helped her out of tharchcarried her
inside as he'd done once before; but to the kitdhmsrtime, where he
sat her in one of the wooden chairs and reachedllfottle of brandy.

‘Hillary," he said gently, splashing some brandy ia glass, 'drink
this. Come on, it will help." He held the glasshter lips and she
swallowed some of the brandy and choked and sphakte

He sat down beside her and massaged her handsoffieeed her
some more, and this time it went down quite smgadhid that awful
feeling of hysteria began to subside.

But in its place a sense of stark reality overtbek as she thought
back to what Clive had said and further back, tesélé and her

inward reaction to Charles Saunders' maliciousdtive. Oh God,

she thought, it did. It made me stiffen my spind ana flash it cut

through all my uncertainty, and if Ray had beenrghkd have

married him on the spot. No, that's ridiculous, duthe same, have |
unwittingly made it a sort of personal crusade tsmynRay in spite of

his parents because of what happened to me? Cobkl do ...

criminally dense?

She looked up at last. 'Is that the truth, do ylomk?' she said
tearfully to Clive.



CHAPTER EIGHT

CLIVE stared at her for a long time in silence. Therstoed up and
poured himself a drink. 'Part of it, probably," $eid finally. "You
know, you've never wanted to tell me about Ray. iBatcurred to
me that he must be pretty ... special, for you ilbngly go through
all that. Then, after the night we spent togetlher|ooked down at his
drink, 'l wondered what it could be that was socggdeabout him for
you to ... give yourself to another man so gendyduse twirled his
glass absently.

'Clive," she whispered, 'you're not just anothen.manean ..." She
stopped helplessly.

‘All right." He didn't look up. 'Have you told him?
'l—haven't had the chance to. He's overseas.'

‘But you plan to.' His lashes lifted suddenly.

'Yes ..." She put a hand to her mouth.

‘Think he'll understand? That he'll honestly nobad®
Hillary took a tortured breath. 'He ... he reatlyés me.'

‘Hillary—don't you see, that's the other part & groblem.Yousee
Ray as being in the position you, were in—thougbt ywere
in—years ago. And you're determined not to do to What | did to
you. But that means, instead of a two-way thingt yloa're in fact
assumingesponsibility for the fact that he loves you. &tinmg | ...
well, you know what | did.' His lips twisted. 'Btt make matters
worse there's the double irony of his parental sgjom. In a curious
way it's like history repeating itself, only you'decided to .. change
the course of history this time," he said intently.



She stared at him with her lips parted. Then shd, sall this is
assuming that | don't really love him.’

He said carefully after a time, if you really lovieith, don't you think
you'd have loved to go to bed with him?'

‘That's notll there isto ...'
'‘No,' he cut her short, 'of course it's not. Bstgt to be part of it.'
'Like I did ... with you?' Her eyes were bleak.

'It's nothing to be ashamed of. But | can't helpnowing it's a part of
you. A special, wonderful part of you—and moretttia something
you've bestowed on no other lover. And that's whiycan't believe
you truly and passionately love Ray Saunders. iflsagomething ...
less.'

‘Are you trying to say ... it's because | can'gé&iryou?’

He didn't answer for a time. Then he tossed oftdhiisk and put the
glass down on the table. 'I'd like to think thhg'said finally. '‘But
there's only one person who can be the judge of theould be,' he
paused, then continued very levelly but with a hofit almost

intolerable strain in his eyes, 'that there's aRiht somewhere out
there for you, who ... combines some part of me sorde part of
Ray—brings it all together for you. If not, thoughit's because you
can't forget me—well, | have to tell you I'm in th@me boat.'

Hillary closed her eyes. 'Oh, Clive,' she murmuraskily. '‘Don'tyou
see—this is also like history repeating itself. €@thise why now?
Why not a year ago—two? The thing is, you're daekstime of your
life again.’



He made an abrupt movement, but she went on, "Améd-l suppose
you could say I'm in a bit of a mess again.' Shigeshfiaintly through
her tears. 'That's when we appeal to each otli@nk.'

'You weren't precisely in a mess when you firstesgbpd to me,' he
said harshly. 'l did that. I'm not trying to dergsponsibility for it,
Hillary, but..."

‘It wasn't your fault | fell in love with you.'

He was silent for a time. Then he said ironicallyish | could acquit
myself of that. But about...'

'‘About being in a mess now?' she interrupted: $he took a
shuddering breath, then said in a voice that waslypaudible, 'I've
been a fool about Ray. At least you've made méhsee

‘Hillary ..." He looked suddenly tortured.

'‘No, you were right. The special things about hie @l the wrong
reasons to marry him. It would be like marryingriarid, a brother.
And ... you're right about the other part, too. temibly afraid of
hurting him, because | know how it can be. Butha ong run I'd be
hurting him more by marrying him, wouldn't 1?*

He said nothing, just stared at her with his fat#la drawn.

‘And | think you're right—again,' she went on tréously. 'What |
really need is someone who will ... bring it alyé&dher for me for all
time. Not only the in-between times.' She saw Hinth through a
haze of tears. 'But at least I've come to my se¢rs®s whispered.

He looked away.

'Clive.. ?'



He looked back at her at last. 'Yes,' he said geatid smiled at her.
‘What—what will you do?'

'‘Once I've told Ray?'
He nodded.

'‘Get back to work,' she said a little wryly. 'lesas to be the one arec
where | really know what I'm doing. And hope that Right does
come along one day, | guess.' The corners of hathmicembled into
a smile, but she couldn't quite hide the shadodooibt in her eyes,
which he saw, and he reached over and pulled Heartteet and took
her into his arms.

'He will," he said into her hair. 'Believe it. Adid tell you how to
know that he is—you won't even think about me, ay.Rhat's one
way you'll know."' His lips brushed her forehead aeceld her very
close. 'And that's when I'll know I'm forgiven.'

‘You are, you are,' she whispered with her heaohapfais heart. 'And
one day it could happen for you, the same way.'

Clive lifted his head and stared down at her sigirmair spilling
across his sleeve. Then he closed his eyes ardl t@stcheek on her
head. 'One day ..." he said, but so softly she'tdidich the curious
wryness with which he said it. 'I'll take you honmm@w,' he added.

'‘Oh no! | forgot about her,' Hillary gasped, 'l me thought she
might have fainted, but ... this.'

'‘We all thought that,' said Bea, looking oddly altd tired although
she was still in her black silk dress and withoua@& out of place.
‘Then,' she shrugged, 'there was nothing you ctalde done.
Besides,' she grimaced, 'you had problems of yaun:'o



‘But will she be all right?' Hillary asked with waifaced distress.
'It's too early to say. With the heatrt...’

'l knew there was something ... dreadfully wrong thinute | saw
them. Saw Ray's mother anyway. She looked so old.’

'l thought that as well,' Bea agreed. 'Mind youhdre can ever be a
good side to something like this, | wouldn't mineltting it forces
Charles Saunders to examine some of his prioritie®n't mind
telling you, Hillary, that I've formed the opiniomot altogether
unsubstantiated either, that he's put Irene thrdwghone way or
another over the years. But he was absolutely adigtt—you
wouldn't have recognised him.'

'‘Oh God, | hope it's not too late! She ... hehe meally loves him,’
Hillary whispered.

Bea was silent for a time. Then she said, 'You leskausted
yourself. What happened?’

Hillary looked down at her hands, at her beaubfuk suit which she
knew with a sudden certainty she would never wgama'l came to
my senses,' she said slowly.

'Because of what Clive said?'

Hillary nodded after a moment. 'l apologise fomgeso foolish,' she
murmured. 'You tried to tell me too, didn't you?,Qtot that bit
precisely, but that | was marrying Ray for all theong reasons. |
only wish | hadn't had to be hit over the head witpublicly, to

make me see it,’ she said painfully. 'Especiallyv nihis has
happened. She tried to tell me too—Irene. | didaft to believe her
either. It's strange though, she read me ... asraiety as you and
Clive. In one way.'



They looked at each other and although Bea saldnmgpHillary read
the compassion and understanding in her aunt's agdsknew there
was no need for words.

'‘But,’ she said presently, 'this ... these twogkihappening at the
same time is going to ... going to ...

'‘Make it harder for Ray?' offered Bea. 'Possiblgtie said
thoughtfully. 'And ... where does Clive stand now?'

'In the place | took years too long to put him.afesparkled on
Hillary's lashes but she went on resolutely. ‘Ghsone who did care
what happened to me, and still does. But not tgkt person for
me—either.’

'‘Does he ... agree?'

'Oh, yes:' Hillary licked the salty tears from hpr'He said that some
day Mr Right would come along for me.’

Bea Selby turned away sharply and Hillary frowned.
'‘What is it?' she queried.

'‘Nothing. Nothing—come to bed, my dear,' Bea sa&idtly, turning
back with only concern in her eyes.

Six months later, Hillary was walking through théyCMall on a
bright summer's day when she stopped at a flowksrsend breathed
in the heady scent of the masses of carnationsclebed her eyes
and wondered why she felt like crying.



Then her eyes flew open as something was pusheténthand and
she gasped because it was a bunch of pink carsadioth Ray was
pressing them upon her.

'Ray ... oh, Ray!'
‘Hillary...'

She was in his arms then, laughing and crying tke,liand the
flower-seller retrieved the carnations from theldeb, dusted them
off, pushed them back into the bin and selectedhandounch.

‘Here you go, lady,' he said patiently.

'‘Oh! Oh, I'm sorry," Hillary said guiltily. 'l gtuch a surprise.’

‘Me, too,' said Ray. 'How about a cup of coffee?'

'l ... think | might need one," she answered treuslly.

'l can imagine why you were surprised,’ Ray saidenvthey were
seated in a dim, quiet little coffee shop. 'Aftee things | said to you
all those months ago. | should have been shot.’

'Not you

‘Yes, Hillary. But what with my mother's illness...

'‘How is she?' Hillary interrupted.

'Fine. Although she'll always have to take thingsetly. Most
important of all—she's happy, as she hadn't beemltmng time. So is
my father, at last. It's as if he's found peacallfyri

'I'm so glad ... And you?' Hillary said hesitantlyread that you'd
refused pre-selection for the by-election. Becadis@ur mother?'



'‘Partly. But mostly because | decided | didn't wembe handed a
blue-ribbon seat on a platter. When | stand, whithbe at the next
election, it will be in a seat where | have nothgmng for me but
myself.'

Hillary stirred her coffee with intense concentratbecause she was
too moved to speak.

‘And | have to thank you for making me see thatthhe way it had
to be, Hillary,' he said softly.

'Oh, Ray, you don't have to thank me for anythifter what | did to
you ... So long as you don't hate and despise menare...’

He smiled. 'l could never hate you, Hillary. | knovknow. | said it
all pretty forcefully. And for a long time | conwed myself |
believed it. But wounded pride can be an ugly thing

'l know that," she said shakenly. 'Is there," slo&ed up, 'someone?'

‘Yes ... It sprang out of nowhere.' He paused.as the last thing |
was looking for too," he added wryly. 'Hillary,sheyes searched her
face, 'is there someone for you? At one stage ughbit might be
Martin Wessels.'

'Oh, no. Well ... He rather thought he wanted ibéo but in the end
we decided | was his lame duck. Anyway, most ofghblicity was

because of the film. No, there's no one. But,'sshiied back at him, 'l
haven't given up hope that ... it will spring ug otinowhere for me,
too. Only I'm so busy these days | could trip oiteand never
recognise it!'

'‘And—Clive Eastman?' Ray said quietly.

'Clive?' Hillary stared over Ray's shoulder andised that for the
second time in a matter of moments she'd seerathe girl walk past



the coffee shop entrance in the arcade outsidec&@hdn't imagine
why this girl should have caught her attention,eptqerhaps that
she looked lost. About twenty, Hillary judged, amektty but in a
slightly uncoordinated way. As if it was somethitingit came from
within and she hadn't yet worked out how to hel@ldng with
clothes, etc. 'l haven't seen or heard anythingia@Bbve for— well,
since | last saw you. Round about then. | expddé.did say he was
going to try his hand at conducting and | can imadiim being very
good at that. | expect when we next hear about himill be in a
blaze of glory.'

Ray started to say something, then bit his lip lao#ed at his watch
instead. To start with surprise. 'Hell," he samksty, 'I'm supposed to
be meeting someone. | was early when | saw yodamil..." He
stopped awkwardly.

‘Somewhere near here?' Hillary asked.

'‘As a matter of fact, yes. Well, just at the enteto the arcade which
is only...'

‘A few yards away. Give her these, Ray,' Hillangsand handed him
the carnations. 'No, | want you to. Isahappy for you—both. I'd like
to her to have them,' she said with tears in hes€go on!

He stood up, then picked up the flowers and, stapkissed her on
the forehead, and was gone.

They bumped into each other, right outside theesoffhop, Ray and
the girl who had looked lost. Her quietly prettgédit up and became
beautiful as he took her into his arms. And a sdcbanch of
carnations fell to the ground, but after a while #ent down and
picked them up and buried her face in them ...

* * *



‘Some man rang for you,' Wendy said, that afternd@ouldn't leave
his name. Said he'd try again. Hillary," Wendy &pper teeth with
her pen, ‘am | talking to myself? If so I'll go @ince

your name went up in lights...'

it hasn't. Nor is it going to," Hillary interposatsently. 'All that will
happen will be that my name will flash briefly aettail end of the
titles.'

‘Nevertheless, up to this point in time, there rmoefewer than two
film directors and three theatre companies vyingytr services.'

'‘God knows why. All | did was rustle up some laiteetteenth-century
furniture.’'

‘Mr Wessels,' Wendy said severely, 'thought youdradt talent as a
set designer. He told me so. I'd say he's beemadipigethe word. But
to get back to the man who rang...'

'l thought we'd disposed of him—Iost him in the is®uof this
monologue,' Hillary teased.

'‘Not at all," Wendy replied placidly. 'He's the trahfigure.’
‘What do you mean?'

'He was a Pom,' said Wendy with the air of pullangabbit out of a
hat.

'So?'
‘A very posh-sounding Pom!'

"‘Well?'



'l think he might also be after your services.dtild even have been
Richard Attenborough or...'

'‘Wendy!" Hillary protested laughingly. 'l can asswyou it wouldn't
have been!'

‘That's better," Wendy said complacently.
'‘What ... what do you mean?' asked Hillary, stilhging.

‘Thought you looked a bit down in the dumps. Thdughtry and
make you laugh. Something happen today?' Wendy iagu
delicately.

Hillary put the sheaf of papers she had in her
hand down and grimaced, in a way. | bumped into.'Ray
'‘Want to tell me about it?'

Hillary did, briefly. '‘Actually I'm very happy fohim, and intensely
relieved. She looked—ijust right for him. So I'mlhgaot down in the
dumps at all,’ she added brightly.

Could have fooled me, Wendy thought, and sighedardly; but as
was her habit, although she would willingly havediior Hillary she
sometimes thought, she didn't pursue the matter.

'‘By the way," said Hillary, looking at the timeidd't you want to get
oft half an hour earlier today? | thought Len waiang you down the
coast for the long weekend and you wanted to Iesatraffic?’

'‘Well, yes," Wendy said slowly.

'‘What's this? Having second thoughts about Len?"



Wendy's face softened. 'No,' she said. 'Althoughobably should.
When love comes to one this late in life," she mued a little

ruefully, 'you tend to be a bit cynical about ititB've worked out that
he can't be after my money because | haven't gbintiach, he can't
be solely after my body because, it could be daidve more than
enough in that line, so it must be me, baay soul.’

'‘Wendy,' Hillary said softly, 'I've seen him loogimt you when he
thinks no one is watching and if he's not a mamplyaa love, I'll eat
my hat!

‘Do you ... really think so?' Wendy's voice was haracteristically
shaky.

'Yes.Now off you go. And have fun. Because you're s@erin a
million and you deserve it.'

'Here,' smiled Wendy, dabbing at her eyes, 'l thiwkl. Before | get
all emotional. See you Tuesday, love,' she sad paessed Hillary's
hand. Then she was gone.

Hillary moved quietly around the shop tidying updafound it
curiously soothing. These days she didn't getémdpnuch time in it
at all and sometimes regretted it.

Then she made herself a cup of coffee and toakthe counter, but
instead of spending the last ten minutes beforgir@poup checking
the takings, she sat with her elbows on the cowmdrher chin in her
hands, staring at a last ray of sunlight comingugh the window to
iluminate an old brass kettle so that it lookedfas was made of
pure gold.

And she found herself thinking again of Ray and hawe what she
had said to Wendy was. She was intensely relidvechuse she had
borne a burden of almost intolerable guilt over plast six months.
Not only for what she had done to him when she th&tlhim she



couldn't marry him but also because of what hereadaled in that
bitter, hurting confrontation.

When she had disappeared for those three dayspdsa)\ Ray had
turned on both his mother and father and accusemh tf having
found some new way to break up their engagemestndither had
broken down and told him she had been to see Hiléard what she
had said, and the ensuing row had, as often happersfiroomed. To
the extent that Ray had found himself accusinddiiger, in front of
his mother, of being a lecher and, if that wase&picable enough, a
self-righteous hypocrite; it seemed he had knowraftong time of
his father's extra-marital activities.

And for months after, Hillary had been haunted, oy by Ray's
agony but by Irene Saunders' face on the last sighthad seen her.

'‘What do they say?' she murmured, coming backa@tésent with a
shiver. 'All's well that ends well. How trite! | @e, I'm glad it's ended
well, but can you ever totally forgive yourself?’

She blinked and realised that the ray of sunligit faded and the
kettle was back to brass. And I've got a long wadka front of me,
she reflected, and nowhere to go and nothing td\athing that |
really feel like doing anyway. | wish Aunt Bea waesck.

But her aunt was with a party of friends, sampling wines of the
Barossa Valley. Everyone's with someone exceptghne,thought
wryly, and jumped as the someone came into the.shop

Hillary peered through the half gloom at the figwfea man and
thought she must be imagining things.

Then she said, 'Why, Ned—I mean, Mr Cartwrightt really you?'

'‘None other,' Ned Cartwright replied with a chuckBut please call
me Ned.'



'Oh," Hillary laughed a little embarrassedly, @t mean to be rude.
But I've always thought of you as Ned since theldaryce started to
... write a letter to you for Clive ..." She traileff awkwardly.

‘Telling me | was fired, no doubt?’

'‘Well ... But he changed his mind. Did you .. hHst.. | mean, did you
come in to buy something?' She stood up.

'l came to see you, my dear,' Ned Cartwright séfd.very nearly got
to meet each other once, but | didn't expect yoretmgnise me. |
rang earlier, by the way.'

'Oh! It was you ... There's nothing ... Has sonmgthhhappened to
..She couldn't finish and realised her heart waditg like a drum.

‘No! Clive's fine, Hillary. May | call you that? Aagally, | was
wondering if you'd have dinner with me tonights iy last night in
Australia.’

'‘Well, yes, but...'

'Fine,' said Ned Cartwright. 'I've got a taxi wagfioutside for me and
an appointment in fifteen minutes, and if you didhink it was

extremely discourteous of me, | was wondering if'gacare to meet
me in the restaurant of my hotel,' he named if,&a. eight o'clock?’

'Yes. No. | mean | don't think it's discourteotBlfary said dazedly.

‘Well, | shall be looking forward to it very muchléd said, and left as
quietly as he'd come.

Hillary stared at herself in the mirror and frowrsgdhtly. She was
wearing a simple linen dress in a dusky pink thagether with a



lavender blue, wide soft belt and matching shoess wertainly
elegant enough to be seen in, taking dinner dttked where she had
once worked.

But it had suddenly dawned on her that the weigatted lost in her
figure was beginning to show in her face, too. Amad only that.
There seemed to be permanent faintly violet shadwsveath her
eyes. All of which, she knew, bore testimony toaachhalf year in
more ways than one. She had worked like a dog atad not only on
Martin Wessels' film but more and more on interd@corating
projects.

'l need a holiday,' she murmured. 'And now tha Had Ray's news
to ... set my mind at peace, this might be the tioake it.'

She reached for her slim, dusky pink suede handbhdgoticed that
her fingers were a little unsteady, and she fohmrdelf to take a deep
breath and relax.

But why me? she asked her reflection. Why does Sadwright

want to have dinner with me? It has to be somettordp with Clive

because that's the only point of reference betwseAnd that being
so, should | be doing this?

This thing is, you've left it a little late to badut now, Hillary,
haven't you?

Yes...

'It's a curious thing,' said Ned. 'I'm not a greaveller, you know.
But this is the second time I've been to Austrialidhe space of a year
now. | really find it fascinating. How is your dugk

'‘Delicious,' Hillary said. "Then—you're only outreeon a holiday?'



'Yes. Well, mostly. And it's been magical. I'versélee Great Barrier
Reef, Ayers Rock, the outback ..." He went on deisy his holiday
to her while Hillary tried to pretend that she vilmsigry when in fact
she was wading through her duck with no appetitdlawhich isn't
his fault, she thought. He's done his best to paitatnmy ease and
despite ... What did Martin say about him that tiglsuch a
dry-looking little man ... Despite that, he's rgalither sweet. And he
has the wisest eyes | think I've ever seen. Allshme, why did he
want to have dinner with me?

'‘My dear,' Ned's voice broke into her thoughts ptiyu 'I'm afraid
I've been a little foolish. Leave that duck—I ca&® $t's becoming a
monumental task to finish it. Here, let me top @orywine. You're
wondering, I'm sure, what this is all about?'

Hillary nodded after a moment and put her knife &mdk down
relievedly. 'I'm sorry,' she murmured unhappily.

'‘Don't be. | really wanted to meet you. And | wahte talk to you
about Clive. Do you mind?'

' ... |..." Hillary whispered. 'l don't know. Has he asked you to?'
'‘No! He has no idea.’

‘Then what did you want to talk to me about?"

'He's ... getting married.'

The world seemed to tilt sideways, but just asatyllconfidently
expected everything on the table to start to gifeit righted itself
and she heard the muted babble of voices agaithamsbft sound of
the piano playing in the background and the chinkrackery.

She swallowed. 'That's great news."



Ned Cartwright studied her keenly but said nottiorga moment.
Hillary licked her lips. 'How ... how's his musioigg?'

'He's given it up completely—professionally, theat i

'‘What!' Her voice was hoarse with disbelief.

‘Strangely enough,' said Ned, 'l think he's maderifpht decision.
Whatever else he did in that field would only besw®l best for him.
Clive was a genius, | believe. Perhaps the bestH&ard on some
occasions. He could express himself on a violithaoit got into your
soul. | think he's realised that it was his spearala and to pursue
another form of it would only be frustrating. Hedge of those
all-or-nothing kind of people.’

'‘But what will he do?' Hillary asked, as she'd donee before.

'‘Well, he's nothing if not resourceful,’ Ned saitrifie drily. 'As a
matter of fact I think it was one of his early t@mnts, that he could
turn his hand to so many things. For one things beught a farm
near Beaudesert and plans to breed and race hBoseanother, he's
writing a book, an autobiography, which from whatlseen of it,
and if I'm any judge, could become a bestsellercaBse he's
handling it with a great deal of humour as well ssne quite
punishing insights into the kind of egotism thataften drives a
virtuoso of any description. All the same, | d@uppose he's having
an easy time of it, exactly.'

Hillary shivered and found herself picturing, witle utmost clarity,
a broken violin...

'‘And who is he marrying?' she asked very quietly.

'‘An exceptionally beautiful young lady—that goegheut saying.'
Ned's eyes twinkled briefly. 'She's part of thedksh gentry of the



area, the daughter, in fact, of the property n@drdo the one he's
bought.' He paused. 'l found her ... beneath trestutsful and
undoubtedly intelligent exterior, | thought she wast a little hard.’

Hillary blinked. 'She might need to be,' she whisde'Why ... why
did you want to tell me this?’

'l gather Clive was instrumental in helping yowatmid an unsuitable
marriage, Hillary," Ned said gently.

Hillary stared at him, her eyes shocked and indoedu "You're not
suggesting | do the same for him?"

Ned shrugged. '"Why not? | happen to know that yaurhean a great
deal to each other.'

"No..."

‘You don't?" he enquired, with his head cockedlglgy one side.
'l mean—I couldn't do it. This is different.’

in what way?'

Hillary closed her eyes and summoned every ounceatdnal
thought at her disposal. 'For one thing—forgive ng,what makes
you think this is an unsuitable marriage for hia8tbecause you ...
didn't altogether like her?'

'‘My dear Hillary, no.' Ned sat back and pursedlips 'Perhaps,’ he
said then, 'l should explain some things to youatWlam, commonly
called an agent, is a term that covers a vast rafdhings. You
generally become closer to your artistes than amy&ee, wives,
mothers, the lot. You become their ... punchingsb#weir confessors
and a whole lot else besides. And sometimes yoarbegenuinely
fond of your ...enfant terrible’ He smiled slightly. 'l was that long



before this happened to Clive. | will always holthhn great esteem
and affection despite the fact that he can be madifficult at times.

And now, | have a new respect for him for the walsttoping with

this disaster.' He paused and sipped his winetdling you all this

for two reasons, Hillary," he went on. in the hdpat you might

understand why I've taken the liberty of intrudiag,well.’

'‘Well...!

Ned held up a hand. 'Let me finish, please. Fomgita, | think I'm
probably the only person in whom Clive finally cmi&d about you.'

Hillary moved abruptly.

Ned went on undeterred. 'When he came back to Eusopyears
ago, he was like a man possessed by the devilveld thard—harder
than usual; his playing was brilliant, yet it boreié on ... it's hard to
describe, but there was a touch of evil genius taliond he not

only played as if he was tormented, he looked, Then, finally,

when | thought he was going to have a nervous bi@aR, | taxed

him with it. Boldly. I said to him, Clive, have yddlled someone?
Have you committed a murder? Because you're begiroilook as
if you're pursued by all the guilt in hell.'

Hillary held her breath and again it was as if sthimg) had happened
to the world.

'He didn't answer for a long time," Ned said. 'Thenlooked at me.
And he said, yes. Who? | asked, considerably takack as you can
Imagine, since my question had only been intendethdck him. He
replied, innocence, faith, purity—I killed them.all

Hillary made an inarticulate little sound and spdime of her wine on
the tablecloth.



Ned swiftly placed his napkin over the golden stamd poured her
some more. 'Drink it," he said gently but imperaliv

She did as she was bid and some colour came baa&rtoheeks
gradually. 'l know now,' she whispered, 'that redlyeegretted what
happened. | do know it..."

'‘But | wonder if you know what else he said to mdt@r I'd almost

forcibly made him explain, he said, if only one kbturn back the

clock. If only I could wipe it all out and meet hagain when she's
grown up properly, when she's more sure of hens@lén she's not so
defenceless—you know what I'm like, Ned. Becausesdud then,
I'm very much afraid | might have killed my heastwell...'

‘Are you ... what are you trying to say?' Hillagkad with her eyes
dark.

Ned drew a deep breath, 'I'm trying to make it knadavyou, Hillary,
that you touched something within Clive Eastmai tiseone else has
ever touched. Something that this girl hashopeof reaching ... In
fact, | think that's why he's marrying her, partitofHis talent for
being an evil genius hasn't altogether deserted Ihimafraid.’

'l ... I don't understand,' Hillary stammered.

Ned looked at her compassionately. "When Clive daaok here,' he
said, 'l think he confirmed something to himselhal he'd always
loved you and always would. But that he couldntt toback the clock
because the injury he'd done you was too greathalsame, | think
he might have tried?' He looked at her with hisbegess raised.

'He ... but really only to stop me from marryingyRethink," she said
unsteadily. 'And because he was—Dbereft.'

‘Exactly," said Ned.



| ..." She looked at him bewilderedly.

'If you could put yourself in his place, wouldntiuy be inclined to
wonder whether any respongeu might have made was dictatec
by—pity, perhaps?'

Hillary caught her breath. 'l still don't see ...

'‘What it has to do with this marriage? | think glgte simple. | don't
think he trusts himself not to try again. | thing'$itrying to put as
much space between the two of you as he possihly ca

'‘But that's diabolical! | mean, the poor girl Hillary stopped
abruptly and stared at Ned helplessly.

'I've never denied that Clive can be diabolical whe sets his mind
to it. However, | suspect she can more than fendhéoself. But we
do do strange things at times, don't we, Hillatypfus?' Ned said
intently. 'Or was Clive wrong to interfere your marriage plans?’

Hillary put a hand to her mouth. 'No," she saidradtlong time.

He sat back. 'Of course,' he said gently, 'all thiacademic if you
really find you can't forgive him, can't live withm, are better off,
happier without him.’

'‘W-what if you're wrong...?'

He smiled wisely. 'I'm not. But it's easy enouglptove, isn't it? Just
go and ask him. Oh, I'm not suggesting you do tha spectacular
manner he did—on the other hand, why not? Someifolvn
medicine might be what he needs.’

'l ... I couldn't! Hillary protested, her face $lued now and her hands
unsteady again. 'You may know Clive, but how can e so sure
about her? Maybe she really loves him?'



'Hillary—and | spent a week with them—I sinceregtibve she's the
kind of person who loves nobody better than hergatid in that

respect, perhaps we were a little hard on Clivéiezal think he

knows it.'

‘Are they ... are they living together?'

'More or less.'

More or less. More than less—no, he didn't say. that how could |
do it? Clive, I've come to ... interfere in your mage plans! I've
come to check your fiancée out, see if she's aldaitvife for you ...
Why? Why not? You did no less for me...

Hillary pushed aside her tangled sheets and gotoupvander
restlessly over to the window. It was a stiflingimi with the humidity
so high she was covered in a thin film of sweahalgh her ceiling
fan was on and clicking madly at full speed. And thindow was
wide open and the curtains drawn back, but there meahint of
movement in the air. Nor was there any moonligfit Bo it was a
dark, shapeless outlook she gazed upon.

‘Anyway,"' she murmured, 'if | were to appoint dallie wife for you,
Clive, what would she be like? Apart from her neirlg like me, the
choice could be limitless. It's not as if you suffem the kind of
hang-ups | did ... A little hard? Well, as | saod\ted, she might need
to be, only ... Was he right? Ned, | mean,' she samversationally to
the darkened landscape. 'He could be only guessemgustbe to an
extent. All the same, he didn't strike me as thnel laf person who
would ... gamble on an uninformed guess. The tlEnghat would |
be gambling on if | did as he suggested? It's\adr@and done with
now, it has to be, so | could only be ... creaingxtremely awkward
situation, perhaps. Unless ...'



She pulled her nightgown away from her body areditto fan herself
with it. 'No," she said with sudden decision. 'Nb.would be
madness.'



CHAPTER NINE
A PAIR of exquisite green eyes regarded Hillary lazily.

'l ... wonder if | could see Mr Eastman, pleasesKed Hillary,
stammering in her nervousness, but not only timaher conviction
that she had lapsed into insanity from the momeatsd steered her
car in the direction of the Beaudesert Shire tloigely Sunday
morning.

'He's out," the girl in the doorway said abrup#jraightening to
reveal a lovely figure that not even the jodhpurd Bbose shirt she
wore could disguise. And she flicked her red-gcodar lback as she
added, 'Something important? Perhaps | can helgik fiancee.'

'l... Will he be long?' Hillary rubbed her handgether awkwardly.

'‘Shouldn't think so. We're expecting twelve pedpftdunch in about
an hour's time. Although if | know Clive he'll ondyet back at the last
minute. You can wait if you like,' the girl saiddifferently, if it's that
important.’

'‘Oh no," Hillary said on a breath. 'I'm afraid Itleosen my time rather
badly. And it's nothing important really.’

A faint frown came to those green eyes. 'Then vieymystery bit?"
she demanded of Hillary with sudden hauteur.

‘There ... there's no mystery,' Hillary said withedfort.

'‘Could have fooled me. And why are you so uptightigre was more
than a hint of a frown now in the way she was lagkat Hillary.

Oh God! Hillary cried inwardly, and couldn't havedm more
surprised at the manner of divine interventionisheked—it had to
be that, she thought later, a great flash of isjin which led me to



reel off a whole tissue of lies so glibly. Or ishe devil who helps one
to lie so convincingly?

'l ... am a little embarrassed. | ... have a chilb plays the violin,
you see. She's very good- well, —we think so. Amgé wondering
If Mr Eastman would perhaps be able to spare justalittle time to

... to hear her. Of course | realise it's a gregdasition, but..." She
stopped as the redheaded girl—Clive's futwiée, she reminded
herself—burst into a peal of clear, high laughter.

‘Well, | doubt it,' the girl said finally. 'He's\g@n all that up.’
'‘He has?' Hillary managed to look totally shocked.
'‘Uh-huh.’

'Oh, I'm so sorry! | ... I'll go now. Do forgive nfer this.'

‘All right." It was quite obligingly said. 'You wen't to know. 'Bye
now!'

"Bye."

How she managed to drive home was something ofracthaito
Hillary. Because, what with castigating herselfiaving ever taken
any notice of Ned Cartwright's advice, and gettogj in the dusty
gold backblocks of the Beaudesert Shire, with i=autiful old
homesteads such as Clive's had been, set amidsd¢hes of ground,
and hating herself for ever thinking she had tgatrto interfere—it
wassomething of a miracle she made it home.

But once home, she was seized by a desire to eagmn. Because
after all, home was the place she'd spent thevastiays agonising
over what Ned had told her, home was the placeawis'd made the



mad decision to go and see Clive, home was the pldere she'd
unearthed a map and traced a route out of Bristoathe address Ned
had given her.

Home was the loneliest place on earth—was that whg'd
succumbed? she wondered torturedly.

Well, | can do something about that, she answeeesklf in the next
breath. Instead of dreaming about a holiday, Itaka one right now.
All I have to do is pack and leave a couple of aoWendy can hold
the fort for me and I'll probably be back beforenABea gets home

anyway.

An hour or so later, just as the sun was setting vg&as ready. Noosa
again? she wondered as she put her case down raltihend rifled
through her handbag for her car keys. No ..

She jumped then as, just as she put her hand omldbenob,
someone rapped on it from outside. She forced leisdake a
steadying breath. It can't possibly be ... No, &le herself, and
opened the door.

But it was.
'Clive!" she gasped.

He said nothing for a moment, just stood there ilogpktall and
formidable in his jeans and suede jacket.

Then, he murmured, 'Hello, Hillary. I've come ttdin to this ... child
of yours who plays the violin.'

'It wasn't me..." The words were out before shddcetop them and
she turned instantly scarlet, as if what she'd Badh't been enough
of a giveaway. And in an agony of despair, sheltieeslam the door
on him, but after a sharp, angry struggle, he veanly inside, but



he'd picked her up and carried her into the lowargkdeposited her in
a chair.

‘You're lying,' he gritted through his teeth, asrhprisoned her in the
chair with his hands on both arms. 'l want to krvatuy.'

She licked her lips. 'How...?"

He gazed down at her white face, at the shadowesféiknt bruises
beneath her eyes, and straightened abruptly. 'HoW khow it was
you? Stacey described you. In fact, she did mohne. t8rned your
visit into a lunchtime anecdote—such an amusinggtthappened
this morning, she said. This woman turned up, Cliared for a
moment or two | quite thought it was one of your exstresses

Hillary closed her eyes.

‘Naturally," he said ironically, 'l pricked up mare and wanted to
know more—despite the fact that | haven't had dress for some
time. Stacey is never one to ... miss an oppostuitprove how
sophisticated she is, or what a good raconteus@é&bmatter, so she
pushed the story to its limit. She described yatuee by feature,
also how ... desperately anxious were the wordsisée, you looked.
Then, when she had us all breathless, she pulletheyunch line
about the kid who played the violin. Everyone thaug was
hilarious,' he said grimly. 'Everyone except mat th. Because | was
wondering if it was an amazing coincidence—wasedlsermeone in
the area who fitted your description exactly? Sameewith straight
fairish hair and a heart-shaped face and smoky-&yes, someone
not very tall and in her mid-twenties—who even dran identical
car?'

Hillary made an inarticulate sound.



'Oh, she got it all, Stacey did. She's very pereeph some ways.
And she has an instinct for some things. The rightinct in this
case.'

They stared at each other. 'Do you mean ... shetdidlieve me?'
Hillary whispered at last.

'‘Quite possibly she has some doubts," he said. dtilhaven't
discussed it with her. We ... left it at that.'

She buried her face in her hands and the minuesdiby.
'‘Why did you come?' he said at last.

Hillary tried to speak several times, but whenetdme obvious she
couldn't, Clive lifted her to her feet and held lmea savage embrace.
'‘Look at me," he said roughly. 'And start talkiAge you in some kind
of trouble?’

'No ... no.

‘Then what have you been doing to yourself? | cpudl you up with
one hand! Don't tell me you've been pining for Reypdy Saunders!
He put a hard hand beneath her chin and forcetbHeok up. 'You
stupid little fool," his grey eyes glittered memayly, 'he was never
the right one for you. | thought we'd sorted thatt'o

A spark of anger lit Hillary's eyes. 'l wasn't pigifor him,' she said
huskily. 'But | just can't dismiss people as eaa#yyou can,' she
added contemptuously.

His mouth tightened. 'As easily as | dismissed ylauyou mean?'

‘Nol'



'Oh, 1 think you do,' he said silkily. in fact litik you're more like
your mother than you ever dreamt, Hillary. You jces't forgive, can
you? Is that what happened today?' he asked, dwegrher shocked
protest as well as her futile struggle to free ékérdDid you—God
knows why you came in the first place—but did yat g shock to
discover yourself confronted with my fiancee? Saahock that you
lied in your teeth. Is that what happened?’

'l already knew ..." She stopped abruptly.

He put her a little away from him and stared at Wwe&h his eyes
narrowed. 'Did you now,' he said finally. ‘Well! §lplot thickens.
You know, you're going to have to explain, my dear.

‘Let me go, Clive,' she whispered, white to ths.lip

‘All right," he said after a moment, and released But I'm not
leaving here until you do,' he said casually, aaddok his coat off
and strolled over to her cocktail cabinet and pdurenself a neat
Scotch, which he tossed off and then poured hinasedther. 'Like
one?' he queried, and without waiting for an angyeerred another
and brought it over to her and put it into her hagd down,' he said
genially, and did so himself.

A living tide of white-hot fury welled up within Hary. 'l hate you,
Clive!" she cried, dashing the Scotch on to th@etarAnd | was so
wrong. | came up to see y-you,' her voice shodgdhse | thought
you might be the one making a mistake this time.|Busure you're
not at all. I'm sure you know exactly what you'zendy and I'm glad
you're doing it! Do you hear? Glad . .." Her vogank on the last
word and she gritted her teeth and

stared down at the empty glass in her hands watdisgash it, to do
something, anything that was violent and destrectanything that
would ease the dreadful turmoil of her mind ...



She lifted her head at last to find that Clive stwing at her with
something very much like disbelief in his eyes.

Then he put his glass down carefully and stoodngpcame over to
her.

She swallowed and backed away a step. But he dhdgp just stood
there. 'Did you say you thought | might be the oraking a mistake
this time?' His voice was low and a little unstedayhy?’

'l... wondered if she was the right one for younhispered Hillary, her
rage leaving her as suddenly as it had come, lgdnendesperate for
the right words to say and on the verge of tedrs.lfinked and tried
to smile. 'l know it was foolish because—well, bore you're not as
stupid as | can be ... was. You were right about. Re&e's found

someone else who really loves him, | think..."

Her articulateness, if it could be called that,eltteed her then and,
after a few false starts, she went to turn away hleuspoke; at last.
'‘How did you know?'

it doesn't matter
‘Then why,' he said with an effort, 'did you gelocieet?'
'l told you...'

'‘Does that mean you don't really care? That yanoee afraid of
making a fool of yourself?"

Hillary licked her lips. 'l do care...' She swallkedv 'Oh, Clive,' she
said with sudden intensity then, 'it's not onlyttitae caused enough
people so much pain with my ... blunderings arouhgou only
knew!



'l do. But you can't blame yourself for what hapgegrto Mrs
Saunders, Hillary.'

‘All the same, it's hard not to ... How did you knabout her?’

'‘My old mate Clarissa kept me updated,' he expthiff@om her point
of view, | doubt if she's ever given a more sewsel birthday party.’

Hillary shivered and he put out a hand, but whemrelved sharply
away, he let it drop to his side.

‘All right,' he said in a different voice, 'shaleyust put what you did
today ... down to an impulse?'

‘A foolish one,’ she said tremulously—and addedensteadily, '‘As a
matter of fact, | thought ... Stacey was very |lgvahd spirited, and
you have my blessing.’

Something flickered in his eyes that she couldetigher. But he said
only, 'Thank you. Will you do one thing for me?'

'‘What?'

He gazed at her. 'Take a holiday or something. /ol as if you
could do with it.’

'Funny you should say that! | was just on my wagwkou arrived...'

Two minutes later she was staring at the closedwdb her hand to
her mouth where he'd kissed her lips lightly. Ahd snade no move
for a long time, just stared at the door with a diag look of horror

in her eyes.

Why now? she wondered numbly, why do | know nowthwitter
certainty,that | love him in every way it's possible to loaeanan?
Even if he is impossible, even with his talent foevil genius, even



after what he did to me ... What's finally unlockbd secret? Is it
because | can't have him? Or because | did neadgrbe more like
my mother than | ever dreamt? Unable to forgivé®r.was it you,

Ned? What you said, rather, that made me hope gbktriuly love

me? I'd never dared to believe it before, not ye&ut you see, you
were wrong and | was right all along—about Clivgstdnrong about
myself. You poor fool, Hillary, she marvelled.

‘You poor fool!" Bea Selby said witheringly, andchase those words
seemed to have burnt themselves into Hillary'sthithough it was

nearly three months since she'd said them out touderself, she

winced from sheer habit, then looked at her auqueimgly.

'‘Who?'
‘This silly woman.' Bea rustled the Sunday papgratently.
‘What silly woman?'

‘The one ... oh, it doesn't matter. She's so tdnggtewith husbands
and lovers— It's a great source of concern to méarki that
whatever you do for them, women on the whole de & lot of
sheep. In fact it's worse, they remind me of thbdua Party!" Bea
said haughtily.

Hillary grinned and didn't even attempt to clatife cross-references
in this speech.

‘Which reminds me," her aunt continued, glaringdgundly at her niece
instead of the paper. 'What's happened to youylatdlhy do you
look as if you've reached some hidden nirvana? tNat I'm not
happy to see you looking better—I just can't wouk the reason for
jt’



'It could be that I've shed myself of husbandslawdrs,' Hillary said
tranquilly.

'l have never,' Bea pronounced chillingly, 'dertiegir value—in an

orderly sequence. | do deplore it when you geth® stage,' she
flicked the paper with a finger, 'of not knowing evis the father of
your child and end up subjecting us all to the slelss of paternity
suits. Besides which, you've never had a loveraarylife. Only a

husband. So don't sit there being smug.’

'I'm not. And I'm not going out to get a lover justplease you, Aunt
Bea. Does that make me a candidate for the Labay P

‘Hillary," Bea said abruptly.
it's all right, Aunt Bea," Hillary murmured. 'Realt is.’'

Her aunt regarded her searchingly, but Hillary ardwgtinued to look
amused.

Bea sighed inwardly and picked up the paper agaisay, not very
long afterwards, 'Well!"

'What's it this time?’

it's—oh, nothing," her aunt murmured, and glancedhea watch.
'‘Good Lord, I'll be late for lunch if I'm not catdf And she folded
the paper and placed it on the coffee table. 'Damghing yourself?'
she asked Hillary.

'Yes. Washing my hair, my underclothes, giving nifysa
manicure—all the things you do on Sundays,' Hillegplied, and
added, 'when you're a working girl,' fully expegtiner aunt to take
issue with her, but for once in her life, Bea sisgul her.



She came over to her and kissed her cheek. 'Selatgouhen, love,’
she said gently. 'I'll be back for dinner, probably

Now | wonder what that was all about? Hillary musémly to
discover a couple of hours later what had causedum@'s change of
mood ...

She had washed hex hair and decided to dry itenstm, and she
picked up the paper Bea had left folded on theeeoféible to take out
on to the veranda with her.

But as she sat down a face seemed to leap out ahtewith startled
eyes, she began to read the caption to the photaceys
Thornton-Smith, it said, pictured above and welliknoin riding

circles, has announced her engagement to Bradleyreus. This
marriage will bring together not only two notabkariilies of the
Beaudesert Shire, but also two top competitorserequestrian field.

Hillary closed her eyes and let the paper dropaBse it was as if a
gaping chasm had opened up at her feet—the samgheftepulled
herself out of not so very long ago ...

'‘No, don't do this to me,' she whispered with sitears rolling down
her cheeks. 'lI've come to terms with it, I've learto live with it ...
For a time | felt like dying, but | clawed my wayadk and built
another wall—is that all it was? | was so surealithiieved peace at
last, but this ... more than proves that, eveheéfwasn't the right one
for him, I'm not either or he would have come...’

She buried her face in her hands and wept into (tiiemhair still
damp and springy and glinting in the sunlight dslitawry over her
hands.

She couldn't say what it was that impinged on hiexf,gout all of a
sudden she looked up, to see Clive standing adetvaway.



For a heart-stopping moment, she couldn't belidnex.eyes, then she
took a gulping breath and climbed to her feet, dallge able to stand
beside her chair defensively, although she wardedrt for her life.
And the paper lay on the floor between them withc8y staring
upwards ...

Her eyes were drawn to the picture like a magneétrenfollowed her
gaze, but looked up immediately.

He knows, she thought chaotically, and felt here&lseébegin to burn.
Caught red-handed ... 'You mustn't feel sorry for,' mbe heard
herself saying, as she pressed her palms togdthert's not what

you think, really. | mean, you must be feeling vead. She was ...
she was so lovely..." What am | trying to say? sWendered

frantically.

'‘She also broke offur engagement of her own free will, Hillary," he
said, 'it wasn't anything | did other than beingself; so much as that
she came to realise that she'd loved Brad for @ fione. They were
childhood friends, you see, but sometimes ... faniy tends to
cloud the view. | was, for her, a sort of samplufighe field, in a way.
Not intentionally, perhaps, but that's the wayatked out. She's very
happy, now.'

‘Why ... why are you telling me this?' Hillary star@red.

He said, 'In the hope that, now | can prove to ty@ino onewill be

hurt if you and | get married again, you ... wiysyes. | did
understand one thing you said to me the last tirmemet—that it
would be useless to tell you and try to persuadetiyat | loved you
and always had while there was still Stacey. | alsderstood that |
couldn't just cast her off, that you'd never faght about it and
neither would I." He sketched a smile that didedah his eyes. 'l
might finally be learning that one has to pay foe's thoughtless
actions—belatedly. Is ... that what you were tryiogsay to me,



Hillary?' His grey eyes were suddenly very acléas | right?'She
put her hands to her heart and her lips formeddnse, but no sound
came.

'If,' he said with an effort, 'you're wondering whwanted to marry
her in the first place, | can tell you that, too. Stop myself from ever
hurting you again. | know,' he said, as her eyedened, 'it was a
lousy thing to do to anyone, but | guess you opathple must know
how ... extra capable | am of these things. Baeémed to me, in a
moment of bleakness and despair at the thought Itthakilled
everything you ever felt for me ... it seemed kkgood idea.’

"You didn't..."

'‘Well, not quite everything,' he interrupted. "Yproved that there
was still... understanding left, compassion, arad'show | thought |
could go on hurting you, you see. And myself,' &id arely audibly,
and looked away briefly. '‘Myself, by trying to reaxbre into it than it
was; you, by trying to persuade you it was more thevas. Then you
came up to the farm and | thought, | wondered bedan to hope
again. Only to realise, that same night, that wreatéhe reason you'd
come, it was too late for me because I'd made @ Ilate,
single-handledly. That you couldn't live with Stacen your
conscience, as you thought of it, too.'

'Oh, Clive,' she whispered, her heart beating ieaify and her lips
trembling.

‘Hillary," his grey eyes were shadowed and hisevoigeven, 'there's
still no reason—I mean, none of this is any redsoiyou to say yes
to me now, unless ... you love me. It's my affaattl found out so
many things too late. And just about anyone inrthght mind would
tell you to keep clear of me, but if...'



'If | love you?' she said shakily and found she wasng again. 'l
never stopped ...'

'‘Oh God,' he said torturedly. 'I'll probably newdrange in some
ways.'

' know.'

'In fact it could be worse now. | still get horgblfrustrated
sometimes—you know what it's like..."

'Yes, but I've grown up. And I've got a career nomich | can keep
on with. I... it's something that makes me—welkesof myself, and
that's what | lacked desperately before. | alsoknow that | could
only ever loveyou."

‘After all | did to you...'

'Clive,' she smiled through her tears, 'did you edorask me to marry
you again or talk me out of it? I'll never marryyane else, you
know.'

His left eyebrow shot up. 'Oh well, in that cake,said softly, 'if you
honestly and truly...'

'l do," she whispered, and went into his arms.

The shadows were lengthening outside when Hillamresl and
murmured something drowsily.

'What's that?' Clive asked against the satiny gkirer bare shoulder.

She came fully awake with a jolt, then started tailes 'l was
dreaming of you,' she murmured. 'l wonder why?'



‘Something to do with what happened before you westeep?' he
said, and started to kiss the hollows at the bakerathroat.

Hillary tilted her head back in sheer pleasureabgbly..
*You know," he lifted his head, 'l could spend mfg tloing this.'
'So could I, she whispered.

Clive laughed softly. 'Seriously," he said a momiater, and pulled
another pillow behind her head so that she wdssktihg up, naked
to the waist where the sheet lay, with the glowhefsunset that filled
the room gilding her breasts and her hair, 'pervegpshould pace
ourselves.'

'‘Why?' She lifted a hand and touched his hair, ttraned one
eyebrow with her fingertip.

He caught that wandering finger and kissed it.I'&an get a chance
to say some of the things I've been wanting tofeago long.'

'You don't have to.'

He stared into her smoky-blue eyes for a long tifked when he

spoke finally it was a little unevenly. 'Yes, | d6o that there can
never be any misunderstandings again. You're lkether lover I've

ever had, Hillary. You're like no other person Bxeer known. You're
... like a part of me. The heart of my heart. Theezg thing is, you

always were...'

'‘Don't,’ she whispered, and smoothed away the figgin on his
forehead.

'l had to say it...'



' think," she said tremulously, still stroking lfé€e, 'I'm glad you did.
But now | think we have to put it all behind us astdrt again from
here. You know what I'd like?"

'‘What would you like?'

'I'd like to be pregnant ... | think I'd; like theery much. Reckon
we're going the right way about, it?' She lookdd ims eyes with a
tiny, teasing smile on her lips.

Clive caught his breath and buried his face inHa@r and they clung
to each other for a long time. Then he let her g gazed down at
her and lifted a hand to touch her breasts. 'Tleyay, if at first you
don't succeed, the thing to do is keep tryingmuemured with the
utmost gravity.

'Oh, | love the thought of that!

Bea Selby turned the passage corner and was abeuntdr Hillary's
bedroom when she stopped abruptly, spellbound.

Then she whisked herself away and there were su@des in her
eyes, not only for the sheer beauty of what shejistdseen—Clive
and Hillary totally oblivious of anything but thesiges, laughing
tenderly at each other and about to embrace withiranst tangible
aura of love encircling them—-but tears of relief.t

‘Thank God,' she whispered, leaning back agairesp#dssage wall
briefly. Then she pushed herself upright and wal&esy, shaking
her head wryly. 'We're strange creatures!'



