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It was ten years now since the Kathryn's brief,tgfud marriage to
Jon Wright. They had parted in anger any misundedstg, and she
had never seen him again.

Since then, the only important thing in Kathrynfe ivas security. It
was for security that she was now on the verge afrymg Francis
Rutland, a man old enough to be her father, forrmvsbe had nothing
but a kindly regard. It was hardly the moment fon dJo come back
into her life again, and in circumstances which mteshe would be
seeing him every day.

Still less was there any future in her realizingttBhe loved him as
much as she ever had -- since he made it quitetblaeshe now meant
less than nothing to him.



CHAPTER |

GEOFF came whistling down the stairs and pushed opeddoe into
his sister's living-room.

'Isn't that kettle boiling yet?'
‘Tea's made," Kathryn called from the kitchen.t'busging it in.'

Her brother sat down and inspected his hands. gibtemost of die

paint off. Ah, thanks,' he took a cup of tea frdm tray, 'just what |

needed.' He helped himself liberally to sugar. @&tiong the room's

not in use. It's taken me such a time. There arertany spare rooms
in this house, and they all need redecorating.'

Kathryn sympathised, 'If | weren't going out,dige you a hand.'

‘Got a date with the Old Boy?' His tone became @t mincing. 'Or
should I call it an appointment with Mr. Rutland?'

Kathryn winced. 'Don't call Francis the Old Boy,d#é

'‘Why not? I'm not the only member of staff who do&b college
principals have nicknames and he's had his forsygau know that.'

'I know, but --'

'‘But it upsets you just the same, reminds you sfdge, doesn't it?
Look, Kath, | know we've hammered all this out wefdut | wonder
if you really know what you're doing. You are ngamventy-seven,
but he, dear sister, is fifty-two, a whole twentyefiyears your senior.
Can't you think again? Is it wise to marry a maherhough to be your
father?'

Kathryn twisted the brilliant diamond around hegagement finger.
"You've said that till I'm tired of hearing it, G&obut it's no use. It's



security | want now, not passionate love. | had tiearly ten years
ago, and look where it landed me—in the divorcertcby the time |
was twenty-one.’

That was your own stupid fault. You should have ggtm America
with Jon. After all, you were his wife. | know yowere only
seventeen, a mere kid, but your place was besitie Bven Gran
thought you'd made a terrible mistake.’

'‘But you know very well why | stayed behind. | félcouldn't leave
Gran after all she had done for us when MotherZadidied. And you
were only fifteen, remember. You had years of studfront of you

before you got all your engineering qualificatioban't forget, too, |

was the only one bringing money into the family rhgfeom the

lodgers' rents.' She frowned. 'Anyway, I'm stilhemced Jon wanted
to be free of me.'

'‘Well, as for writing and telling him you'd foun@dreeoneeslse and
would be divorcing him for desertion, when all th@e you were
crazily in love with him...' He shook his head sadl

Kathryn stared reflectively into the fireplace. thdon believed me,
wrote and told me if | wanted my freedom, | couéVé it, because he
certainly didn't want to keep an unfaithful wifedito him. Said he
was only twenty-two, and would, like me, enjoy lieheleased from
the shackles of matrimony." She sighed. 'So endebeautiful
marriage, all six wonderful months of it. But theas all a very long
time ago.'

Geoff persisted. 'If you're determined to carry anth this
engagement, Kath, make quite sure it's what ydlyreant, because
I'd hate to see you messing up your life a seconel. tYou can't love
the Old Boy, be honest.'

'I'm fond of Francis,' she said primly.



Her brother jerked his shoulders with irritatidrond? Ugh, fond!" He
walked out, saying, 'Thanks for the tea. I'm gotogHelen's this

evening. Enjoy your outingf you can. And don't let the Old Boy ge
too affectionate. Or is he so old he's even beybat?'

He laughed loudly as he stamped up the thinly ¢adpstairs, arid
heard his sister slam the door behind him.

Kathryn had shared the rambling Victorian househwhier brother
since their grandmother had died eighteen montbs@gce they had
occupied it as a family, but now there were justttlio of them. When
their parents had been killed twelve years befora road accident,
their grandmother had risen magnificently to theaswon.

'I'm all you've got now,' she told them. 'I'm goitaggive you a good
education even if | have to take in lodgers to dpiiim some money.'
And that was what she did.

When Kathryn had left school, she had enrolled astualent in
secretarial subjects at the large technical collegéhe town. She
passed all her examinations and got a job as dhsimol- typist in a
local solicitor's office. There she met another mggnvcalled Margery,
who said she was determined to find Kathryn a bmn.

‘You'd better come to tea and meet my brother.ndise's Jon. He's
just left university and he's training to be a teaac He's got a
weakness for blondes, so he's sure to like youladigirl-friend went

off with someone else.

A few days later, she met Margery's handsome aeaeclbrother.
They fell so much in love they could hardly beab&apart. So Gran
suggested the obvious—why didn't they get marrigéte was room



for Jon in the house, and with his grant and Katlsrgalary, and no
rent to pay, they would have no financial troubles.

So they were married. Kathryn changed her job @udime a typist in
the general office of the technical college whére Isad studied. One
summer evening, Jon had dropped his bombshellblddis wife that
he had been offered the chance of a year's podtrgt@research in the
United States. Kathryn knew he was highly gifted egjoiced in such
an opportunity for him. She was determined notdial Ihim back.

'You must come with me, Kathy," he had told heirfe'lwouldn't be
worth living without you.'

But she had refused, and he had been quite uraabiake her change
her mind. She told him she could not leave herdrether alone to
cope with her brother, who was by then a demantkegager. So,
confident in the binding strength of their loveegbld him,

'‘Go without me, Jon, and come home to me when gdirished your
studies. It's only for a year, after all.'

He had taken her in his arms. 'Twelve months,-fiftg weeks, the
number gets bigger the more you think-about itydfi start counting
the days, it's even worse, darling. Come with nari't want to leave
you behind.’

But she had been adamant.

She had told no one of the agony of those lonelgth®without her
beloved husband. When the year had nearly passed,

he wrote and told her that he had decided to adbepoffer of yet
another year's research. His decision came asibléeshod? to her
and it seemed clear that he was plainly regretangimpetuous



marriage to a young wife so early in his careee &alised then that
she would have to let him go for ever.

A heavy knock on the front door startled Kathrywloto the present.
Francis had called to pick her up. Geoff was noeherbe seen. He
made no secret of the dislike he felt for his peasipe brother-in-law.

'‘Bad enough to have him as boss at work,' he wgmidhble, ‘without
having him invade your home.'

The evening Kathryn and Francis spent at the etdgame of their
mutual friends, the Creswells, was pleasant enobGithryn had
recognised early that she would have to accustoraelieto the
company of the older generation. George Creswtéljsh, balding,
pedantic in the way that lawyers often are, wa®m@tamporary of
Francis, and had known Kathryn for many years.

He had dealt with her parents' affairs after tligaths, had helped
Kathryn and her brother when their grandmother tiad, and had
acted for Kathryn in securing her divorce from hasband. He and
his wife had been pleased when their manoeuvrirags brought

together their old friend Francis Rutland, who veaw/idower, and

their young acquaintance, Kathryn Swale, who,hairtopinion, had

been somewhat harshly treated by fate.

Francis drove her home from the Creswells'.

'‘What did you think of that house they told us &by dear? f)o you
like the idea of buying a completely new one? | trasy | should
rather like it.'



'So would I, Francis, and since it's only half-huikuppose we could
look it over any time. Did they have any idea hong it would take to
finish?'

‘George mentioned six months at least. It's onmaastate atthe other
end of the town, in rural surroundings. If this pteuwho are trying to
raise a mortgage on it are unsuccessful, thennktkve should
seriously consider it. The price is right, and écassary we could at
this stage make basic alterations to the design.’

She closed her eyes in the darkness of the cawandered idly if
Mrs. Creswell knew about her marriage to Jon ters/eago, and her
subsequent divorce. It worried her just a littledgse she had not ye
told her fiancé about it, allowing him insteadhiok of her as a young
widow. Mrs. Creswell was such a chatterbox and etlkso
unguardedly that Kathryn felt it could not be lomgfore her fiancé
came across the truth by way of Mrs. Creswell'$tlptalo forestall
this possibility she knew she would soon have ftdim herself.

Francis was saying, 'The new head of the sciengartieent takes up
his duties tomorrow, my dear. You will arrive eaidygreet him, won't
you, and put him at his ease? As his secretaryyyibbe able to give
him an extra bit of help at first.'

'Of course, Francis. By the way, | know his nams tbat's all. What's
he like? | was off work with a cold the day he vwapointed. I've
asked other people, but they're as much in thealaolit him as | am."

‘Well, he's a Ph.D., and he's coming from indudbuyt trained for
teaching some years ago, although he has nevethpaoty into
practice until now. Got excellent qualificationgdameferences, clever
chap, studied abroad for a time. He's a good deahger than his
predecessor, Mr. Smithers. Hope you get on weh wim.'



'So do I.' The words reverberated agitatedly indnain. The car came
to a standstill at a road junction and she stateleared signal of the
traffic lights, strangely fascinated by its briliee against the
background of the darkness.

'‘Wright is his name,' she whispered to herselfstdd’h.D., so he'll be
Doctor Wright. One day, when | know him betted, téll him, "We
share a surname, Dr. Wright. My married name is—wa&ight.
Isn't it odd that we should be working together®ieTraffic lights
changed and the forward movement of the car jeherdback, then
forwards. She sat up. 'lt couldn't be, could itzduldn't be Jon?
Studied abroad, Francis said. Clever chap. Traioeteaching years
ago.' She sank back. Wright was a common nameeWins a lecturer
on the staff already, name of Wright, in the arpatément. No, it
couldn't be Jon. Francis opened the car door.

'‘Goodnight now, my dear.' He gave her a chaste pedke cheek.

'‘Goodnight, Francis." As she waved and watcheddnive away, she
felt glad he was an undemonstrative person, arichéhaever touched
her except for a gentle kiss such as he had jushdier.

‘Although we've been engaged for nearly two mohshe, reflected, as
she opened the front door, 'we've never even taids | don't think |

could stand it if he wanted more of me than thatauld never feel for
any other man what | felt for' Jon.’

She pushed firmly into the alcoves of her mindrlggling thoughts

which did their best to remind her that marriage angagements were
two very different things, and that any man, makrie an attractive

young woman, would demand far more than a chaste how and

then.



Kathryn left the house especially early next mogn8he got off the
bus and walked down the long drive towards therteeth college, the
gravel crunching underfoot, and her eyes scanne@nirance foyer
through the giant panes of glass which the ardsitead thought fit to
install in place of solid bricks and mortar.

She looked at the clock in the entrance foyer awlded it was time
she made for her office and prepared herself td theenewcomer. As
she climbed the flight of stairs to the first flp@he wondered once
again what he was like. 'lIt couldn't be Jon,' stésueed herself yet
again. 'Coincidences like that just don't happen.’

She opened her office door and removed her coatingethe murmur
of voices from the head of department's room. Sheewed her
make-up and tidied her hair, then sat at her tygewronly to rise
immediately as the inner door from the head's ropened and two
men came in. One was Fred Welford, head of theneegng
department. The other was the new member of $tathryn stared at
the handsome face which seemed to swim momentatifgnt of her
eyes, and her hand flew to her throat. She wishedtsuld grasp her
heart in her hand to stop its mad, throbbing beat.

'‘Miss Swale, meet Dr. Wright, head of the scienepagitment—in
other words, your new boss.'

Fred Welford was introducing them with a flouridbrc. Wright, your
own personal secretary, Miss Kathryn Swale. Couwtrself lucky
you've got her. She's the best secretary on tffe sta

Kathryn saw him standing there, tall, lean, hig tiaick and brown,
his eyes deeply probing, and could scarcely bredths itis Jon,' she
thought. She clasped her hands to stop them tregiblihe years have
hardly touched him.’



Kathryn's gaze locked with his and each in silesto@shment
guestioned the other. There came a striving onptré of both to
bridge the gaping chasm which .the years apart d@ehed up
between them. Kathryn's tremulous smile reached touhim in
incredulous greeting and, unguarded as he momgmieaas by sheer
disbelief that they had been brought together admasnfeatures came
alive in response. But the fire so spontaneouslydlked was
immediately and with complete finality extinguisheglthe poison of
bitter memories.

His eyes became like two rooms plunged into sudtdkness, and
cynicism groped its twisted way out of them to shahe half-formed

words of greeting from Kathryn's lips. As she lodle¢ him, she was
conscious of a force within him which had been remmed and
gnarled by something more powerful than the prooéssaturity, and

she drew back in dismay at the harshness of his.gaz

His hand, as it met hers briefly, was cold, anddmoved it as if he
could hardly bear the contact.

'‘Miss Swale?' he asked, his eyebrows quivering upsvthe merest
fraction.'Miss Swale?'

Kathryn nodded dumbly and Fred Welford, misundedtay,
laughed heartily. "Yes, old boy, as yet, Miss Swéalard to believe,
isn't it? But not for long, as you can see froml#uy's third finger, left
hand. She is, as they say, bespoke—to die prinaipdess. So keep
your eyes off, boy. She's yours fawhile, but not more than a few
months, eh, Miss Swale?'

Kathryn had by now recovered some of her usual csone.

‘A good few months yet, Mr. Welford. So Dr. Wrigtgn rest assured
that | shall see him well settled in before |—désan.'



'‘Well, old chap, I'll leave you to your secretangader mercies.' He
put up his hand and whispered loudly behind itptw me than you, |
can tell you." The door closed behind him, cuttof§ his hearty

laughter.

The silence between them had to be broken.

Kathryn said, hesitantly, 'I'm—I'm sorry this haal happen, but
unfortunately there's nothing, nothing at all wen @o about it, is
there?'

His eyes narrowed. 'No? there not? We shall hage¢owon't we?"

As he turned away, she spoke again. 'Is there mgytltan do to help
you?'

He stood for a moment at the communicating doowéen his room
and her office. 'lIf | want you, | shall call yod’he door slammed
behind him.

Fighting the tears which came from her very depths, sank into her
chair and held her head. What cruel twist of fasel made this
happen? How could they work together if his atetwdas to be so
unforgiving and so uncompromising? What had thesydane to him?
There never was before that hardness of stone ieyeis, that touch of
granite about his whole person.

She tried to pull herself together, while her selfitrol gave first aid to
her shattered emotions. Automatically, she soredugh the post,
selecting a handful of letters which she could dedh herself,

without troubling the new head of department. Hguiollected the
information necessary to answer them, she typdédldaireplies. Her
mind was functioning with machinelike precision, taut any

conscious effort. She felt she was playing a peatterrible nightmare
from which she desperately longed to awaken.



As she worked, the same monotonous phrases chasedther round
her brain. What could she do about it, what wowddlb about it?

With the typewritten letters in her hand, she tabpe his door and
entered.

His expression hardened. 'Yes, what do you want?'

She approached his desk. 'l hope you don't olijatt,ve picked out a
few letters from your post and answered them mysalbuld you
mind signing them, please?’

'You've what?' She reeled backwards under the impact of his ang
'‘Answered some of my letters without first allowimg to read them,
and without even asking my permission? Is thislatted yours?'

'I'm—I'm sorry.' She was aghast at his tone. 'Y aid it to help you. |
always did it for your predecessor, Mr. Smithers.'

'Look, Miss Swale.' He leaned back in his chaet'$_get this straight
from the start. I'm a new man here, with new id¥ésat was all right
for my predecessor almost certainly won't be rightne. So in future,
since |, as head of department, must take ultimagponsibility, |
wish to be consulted before you take anything am yovn shoulders.
Initiative is a fine thing in the right place artetright person. In my
opinion, the right person to exercise initiativena the secretary, but
the boss. Understand?’

Kathryn took a grip on herself, controlled her shgkhands.
‘Yes, Dr.—Dr. Wright.'

He slapped the top of his desk irritably. 'Put lgteers there. I'll vet
them, and if necessary you'll have to type thenmadfanot, all right,
this time I'll sign them. Now leave me in peacee ot one hell of a
problem on my hands, I'm sure .you must agree.'



She closed the door between them and sank, wiueslifaand

.unbelieving, on to her chair. For half an hour steeed into space,
reviewing the whole impossible situation. Her mpetspired as she
struggled to find a solution. She couldn't resigmT her job, because
she needed the money. There was little likelindwad Erancis would
bring forward their wedding date, because he iadisnh their making
a fresh start in a new house. Jon could not getfriter, because she
was senior to all the other secretaries, and therdd be too much
raising of eyebrows and awkward questions askied ified to effect a
change.

Fred Welford put his head round the door. 'Jushtpakour boss on a
grand tour of the college, Kathryn. Won't keep lainy longer than |
need. How're you getting on with him? Got him whgoe want him

yet? It' doesn't take most secretaries long totlggt bosses in that
state, let alone a darned attractive one like ydine sound of
something heavy crashing on to the desk top irother room made
him withdraw his head.

'‘Well, that's one use for a paperweight, to termaina frivolous
conversation,' thought Kathryn ruefully. 'I'd betbe careful it doesn't
come flying in my direction some time.'

By the time she arrived home, she was emotionalhaested, and
tried to revive her flagging spirits with a cuptef. She prepared the
evening meal, then started packing a case for Getid was off to

London the next morning for a two-day engineeriagrse.

The front door opened, and Kathryn called, 'Comédiene, Geoff,
before you go upstairs, will you?"

'Hallo,'" he greeted her, ‘'what's up?' Then he samfdce.'ls there
anything wrong, Kath?'



She' answered him slowly, having some difficultgetting the words
out. Her brain seemed numb, and in a state of slidake you met the
new head of the science department today?"

‘Your new boss? Can't say | have. Why? | heard & avound this
afternoon, but | was lecturing, so | missed him.’

‘Do you know his name?"

‘Name? Yes, they told me. It's something like Wiglhemembered it
for obvious reasons, connecting it with your marmame. But there
are dozens of Wrights around, nothing to do with.yo

'His name," still she spoke slowly, staring at his\Dr. Wright, Dr.
Jon Wright.'

'Is that so? An even greater coincid—He broke off and stared bacl
at her."'JonWright? Not, surely, not your ex- husband?"

She nodded and sat on the arm of the chair tosteadelf. Geoff's

face glowed. 'Not old Jon, after all these yearg¥ Wm blessed! I'l

look him up tomorrow, first thing. Oh darn, | cafhere's this course
I'm going on. Give him my warmest regards, will Ydibet you were
delighted to see him. Tell me, what was the reutiie® Or is it a

secret?’

He saw with disbelief the tears which flooded ihier eyes. 'Hey,
what's up? Has he got remarried, or something?"

She shook her head helplessly. That possibility matdoccurred to
her. 'Geoff, he hates me. He's mad about me beésngebretary. He's
obviously never forgiven me, and it seems as thdugimever will.

He's going to try to get me moved.’

'‘But he can't do that. You're the most senior tyfhisre, that's why
you've got that job, because it's the largest dejeant.’



'‘Geoff, you and | know that, but he doesn't. I&8rpby his venomous
attitude towards me he'll move heaven and eangjetoid of me.'

'Oh, blast this course. I'll have to speak to hioou it as soon as | gel
back.'

'It's no good. It'll be too late by then.'

As her brother went upstairs, she called to hisrHglen coming after
tea?"

'‘No. She's taking a shorthand class tonight. Bytithe she gets away
from the students, it'll be too late. You know tladlyhang round the
teacher afterwards, asking advice and so on.'

‘We'll just have a quiet evening then, you workimg brooding!" She
smiled sadly.

"You poor kid." He really did sound upset. 'l wistould do something
to help you, Kath. You've been good to me, I'd tikeepay some of it.'

‘Thanks, Geoff, for the kind thought, anyway.'

Next morning, Kathryn got up early and saw GeofftofLondon. She
washed the breakfast dishes, then caught the wgrio

Jon was there before her. She was running a cambgh her hair and
powdering her nose when she heard the door offficempen. He
waited for a tense moment while she guiltily put belongings into
her, handbag, then he spoke.

'‘Come into my room, please,’ adding sarcasticaijen you can
spare the time, of course.' --,



Her heart sank. So he had started already. Sheveshtlbe cover from
her typewriter, took up her pencil and notepadedtrio still the
suffocating thudding of her, heart and went inita.h

He saw her shorthand pad. 'Oh, put that away, yanitweed .that yet.
Sit down. | have something to say to you.'

She sank on to the chair in front of his desk, lan&ed up at him. He
stood beside the chair, hands in pockets. Hisiaseexpressionless,
and he paused a moment before speaking.

‘You probably know what I'm going to say. Somehoe/ws got to
become reconciled to the situation in which we fiodrselves,
obviously through no fault of our own." I've beaewa&e half the night
trying to think of a solution. I've come to thesaclusions.'

He picked up a ruler, put it down, straighteneddhigter. Suddenly he
transferred his gaze to her face. She watchedfhghtened almost of
what he was going to say.

'‘Let me tell you at the outset. If | had known why personal
secretary was going to be, | would have turneddhedown without
any hesitation. However, that is past. It did odoune that | could ask
for a change of secretary --'

Kathryn opened her mouth to speak, but he heldsipdnds. 'Excuse
me, but I'm doing the talking now. | am aware ih&atvere to ask for

other secretarial help, it would cause comment speculation. |

would also no doubt be told | was mad to want angkd his smile was
derisive, 'because I'm sick and tired of being tads lucky,' his tone
made the word abusive, 'l am to have you. Needtesay, | have my
own views on that. However, | decided that | sip&iiforce have to
keep you as my secretary, with the following provis



'Since our—relationship nearly ten years ago wasswth short
duration, lasting in fact about as long as a seeddfive affair; since it
was so long ago we are now as strangers, | suggestHnsist—that
we behave towards each other as though we had metdrefore, and
as though we were not even as close, as frientteidistant past. In
other words, now that we are nearly ten years plderare really two
entirely different people, and I'm afraid my attiéuto you will be even
less friendly than a man usually is towardsdasretary because the
bitter feelings | have where you are concerned allbw me to be
nothing else."'

He waited, giving her a chance to reply, but shddpot even think
coherently, let alone speak. So he continued, thbaght has just
occurred to me that you probably had a much deepere lasting
association with the other man than you had withh me

She opened her mouth to cry out in agony, 'Thevem&as another
man,' but he silenced her.

"No, don't tell me how long your liaison lastedldn't want to hear the
sordid details of your past.’

He was plainly determined not to listen to anythshg bad to say in
her own defence.

She whispered from a parched throat, 'Is that all?'

‘No, that is not all. | must have your solemn pregrntihat neither you
nor your brother who, | hear, is on the staff a$ ttollege, will say a
single word to anyone of our past relationship.’

She answered with quiet dignity, 'You have my wtirat | shall be
Silent on the whole subject, and I'm sure Geoff gile his assurance
to be likewise.'



‘Thank you. | simply don't want my present lifeld® hampered and
invaded by my past—mistakes. You have your lifdite, | have
mine. There will be no connection between the two.’

She began to rise, but he motioned to her to keepdat.

'l still have not finished.' His tone rebuked H@wur positions are even
more complicated by the fact that you are, | urtde engaged to be
married, to the principal. | wish to make it quidear that whatever |
may say about him, his work or his ideas, musbeqgtassed on to him
by you. As my secretary, you will be in receiptnay confidences, as
any other person in your position would be. | nfast free to express
my opinion of anyone, including your—your fiande'plainly did not
like the sound of the word, without wondering howain will be
conveyed back to him.'

Kathryn sprang up angrily. 'So; in addition to gtking else that you
accuse me of, you now insinuate that I'm a sneak!

Her Hue eyes blazed into his, she breathed quahkty struggled to
control the shaking of her fingers as they gragpednotepad in her
hands.

A faint smile touched his mouth as he waited fartbecalm down. 'l
see by your rather frenzied reaction to my words yiou've at last got
the message.'

'‘Now have you finished with me?"

He lowered himself in to his swivel chair and swuwogand fro,

considering her. He saw her fair hair curling sofdund her flushed
face. He contemplated her petite but shapely figueaeath her
attractive blue wool dress; he looked at her cygried lips and her
sky-blue eyes clouded with indignant tears. Thersrhged, and his
words were biting and contemptuous. 'Finished watln? | can answer



that unequivocally and without any hesitation whater. Yes,
absolutely finished with you. Thanks.'

Their eyes clashed like cymbals being struck tagretBhe turned
away and slammed his door behind her, knowing wtddening
certainty that it would only bring a smile of tripim to his lips.

Struggling to control her tears, Kathryn put dower imotepad and
stared out of the window. She saw the newly coredledrt and
printing block, towering eight storeys high, its ltplicity of
windows, some open, some shut, reflecting like ttaoé a diamond
the pale January sunshine. She looked across daketdpwvay to the
domestic science and commerce block, where Gegifidriend,
Helen Brown, was working. The college playing fieldvere a
soothing expanse of green beyond the buildings asdshe
absent-mindedly watched a group of students plajoogball, she
looked back over the years and realised how ergdnigér life had
been with the college since her teens. Geoff'sthi@ was tied up with
the place. He had studied there, and after quagjifiiad been acceptec
on to the lecturing staff.

Now she was engaged to the principal, and wastsegi® a man she
had passionately loved, but who had now becommpaossible tyrant
and who seemed to' hate the very air she brealliedman she had
loved:—she knew with sudden dismay that her loviad not ended.
It seemed, instead, to have increased with thesyaad he had only to
lift his little finger and she would go running lham without reserve.

She turned quickly as the door from the corridozrogl.

'Hallo there.' Helen cautiously pushed her predtgefinto view. 'All
clear?' She eased her way in. 'Just wanted td asleoff got away to
London all right.'



With some effort, Kathryn dragged her thoughtshe present, and
smiled at her brother's girl-friend. 'Come in. Yiles,was late as usual
but | got him out of the front door just in time ¢atch the London
train.'

Helen looked at Jon's door. 'What's he like, yaw boss? | hear he's
a dish. Is he married, engaged or otherwise inaflvEhere's not one
unattached female member of the staff who isn'gag&now.’

Kathryn stared at her typewriter keys. 'l couldalt you. | haven't
taken an interest in his private life.’

Helen looked at her watch. 'Must fly. Tell me &k tgossip when you
hear it, won't you? 'Bye."'

So he was the subject of girlish speculation. TKHathryn supposed,
was only to be expected. But had heife somewhere? She correcte
herself—a second wife somewhere? She buried hagttie beneath
the pile of correspondence which she pulled towheis The internal
telephone rang. She grabbed the receiver to sildre@oise which
tore her nerves to shreds..

'‘Dr. Wright's secretary here. Can | help you?'

‘This is Miss Smith, principal's secretary.' Kathryisualised the
forbidding bespectacled lady at the other end eflithe and made a
wry face. 'The principal wishes to know if you aresy or whether you
could spare him a few minutes.'

‘Yes, of course. Shall I go to him or --'

'‘No, Miss Swale. He will call on you in about fimeinutes.' As she
stared into space wondering what Francis wantegéder about, the
inner door opened.

‘Sorry to interrupt you when you're working so hatd



Kathryn winced at yet another pinprick. '—but | Bawnaccountably
lost my pen. Have you seen it?'

She frowned uncertainly. 'l don't think | have.eSearched frantically
in the drawers of her desk, in her letters trayrein her handbag,
knowing that all the time Jon was standing therécliag her with
sardonic. amusement. As a last resort she delvedha pile of papers
which she had removed from his desk the day betosert them for
filing. She found it there, and held it out to hismiling guiltily.
‘Sorry.!

He examined it closely as though he had never dgdmefore. 'This
surely is an ominous sign that my secretary's saffiency is not
always so super.' He turned at the door and taurgeget again, 'Or
did you perhaps have some deep-seated Freudiaveniotidepriving
me of my pen?'

Her face flamed at the question and she bangedtis@utrawers she
had opened in her search.

‘Kathryn?' The principal appeared at the door.yBog/ dear?' He saw
Jon and extended his hand. .'Ah, Dr. Wright. Hogvyaou getting on?
Coping, no doubt, with the help of my charming Gaa?' He looked at
her fondly.

Jon's face was wooden. 'lI've heard she's the esséedficiency.'

‘Well, | know | shouldn't speak too highly of has, | could be accusec
of prejudice in her favour, but I've heard so mualout her

capabilities, it's difficult to remember them allé smiled smugly. 'l

would venture to say that | believe efficiency ® dne of the prime
attributes not only of a good secretary, but obadgwife.'



Jon's face registered polite amazement. "Wouldigdeed? | should
have thought that there were other—assets whiche wabre
important.’

Kathryn stole a look at them both, and her braantstl in a frightening
way to grope for a half-hidden truth which torturéeér by its
elusiveness and worried her by its sudden impogtanc

Watching Francis, his .short rotundity contrastlikg a caricature
with the tall, lean strength of her former husbasitk knew that the
explosive feelings which she had buried deep irvthdts of her mind
would before long clamour to be released from bgedand if she
ever allowed them to see the light of day, they lvdalow sky-high

the rock-like foundation upon which her future wirancis was
based.



CHAPTER Il

'‘OH no, my dear fellow," Francis was saying, poutinthwis ample
stomach, 'that is where your inexperience lets gown. You have
never been married, so you have a lot to learnyDight.' He patted
Kathryn affectionately on the head as though sheaechild. 'This
will be my second venture into wedded bliss, aman only hope it
will be as pleasing and gratifying as my first edrout to be.'

Kathryn saw Jon's half-concealed gesture of dis@rs took a deep
breath and quickly interrupted her fiance's musings

‘What did you want to see me about, Francis?'
Jon turned on his heel and left them.

'‘Ah yes, my dear. About that house we are intetleste George

Creswell tells me that the couple concerned areingakne more

attempt to secure a mortgage, but he thinks thegriagot a chance.
As soon as he heai®m themhe will let me know, and we can view
it.

'l see. It's—it's quite exciting to think in terma new house, | must
admit." Anything, she thought, to re-establish thextise of security
which felt so threatened a few moments ago.

The principal pushed open the head of departmdats. 'We must
have a chat soon, Dr. Wright, about your dutiesies-principal. I'll
give you a ring when I'm free.'

When the principal had gone, Jon reappeared. 'Na ytou have
finished granting an audience to your friends andré next-of-kin,
perhaps you will condescend to grant me one in ooynt. With the
morning's post.'



Forcing herself to ignore the sarcasm, she arratigelgtters in a neat
pile, tapped cm his door and entered. He was stgratithe window,
staring out, apparently lost to the world, andtsthslightly when he
saw her. He sat at his desk @asidshe leaned across to place the lett
in front of him, he stiffened and drew away fromr.Héer heart did a
swallow dive. How long is he going to treat me lasugh | had an
infectious disease? she wondered miserably, anahbegwvalk away.

‘Where do you think you're going, Miss Swale?'
'‘Back to my office.'

'‘Oh no, you're not. Remain here, please, to explencon- traits of
these letters. That is part of your job, is it hot?

'‘Well, | assumed after your instructions abouthbst yesterday that
you wouldn't be needing any help from me in thapeet.’

'Oh, did you? If you honestly misinterpreted mytinstions, then I'm

sorry, but if you do in fact possess the intelligemvhich others, who
seem to know you better, insist that you have, theam only assume
that it was wilful misinterpretation on your padtome back here, and
wait, in case | need your assistance.'

Kathryn stood at his desk, fuming and restlesgrdehed not to sit
until invited to do so, but he seemed equally dwiteed to keep her
standing.

He read the first letter. 'Are you able to explis to me?'

She leaned across the desk, endeavouring to readidids upside
down, and as she did so her hair fell forward aodrvards and
brushed his face. He recoiled again and irritablg ter, 'Don't do
that. Come round here.'



She did as she was told and stood obediently bgities He handed
her the letter. As she read it, he tapped his panpiatiently on the
desk top. 'Well?'

‘Yes, | know what this is about. Would you like e get the
appropriate file? The matter should then be selfaqgiory.’

He inclined his head. She searched in his filingireet and within
seconds extracted the file she was looking forsétamed surprised ai
her speed, but no word of praise passed his lips.

She stood beside him again, but even that displehise. '‘Bring a
chair next to me. And for heaven's sake stop hogeéri

She did as she was told, a lump rising to her thabais intractable
attitude.

With her quick and able assistance, and the files mroduced so
speedily, he soon dealt with the remaining lettéts.thanked her
grudgingly for her help.

She smiled at him sweetly. 'As you said yourseif iright, that's my
job and what I'm paid for. In any case, | was esplgaletailed by my
fiancé to give you all possible assistance, asdmsidered it very
likely that you would need extra help at first, @ese you are so new
to the administrative side of technical educattemyou see, | did it to
please him.'

She walked back to her office, being rewarded lee$bie went by the
sight of his hands being clenched into tight, whkieuckled fists.

'‘One up to you, Miss Swale," he flung at her justoke the door
clicked shut behind her.



She was half-way through the letters Jon had dottathen she
realised it was time for coffee. She wondered & should tell him. As
his secretary, she decided she must She tappad dadr and went in.

'Yes?'

'l don't know whether you're interested, but coffeeserved every
morning at this time in the staff dining-room. Wouldu like me to
show you the way?'

He hesitated, looked at her uncertainly, and rantémgue over dry
lips. 'Well, | could do with a cup.' He eased hithseat of his chair.
‘All right, show me the way.'

Need he be so ungracious about it? she thougeheawalked beside
him along the corridor and up the stairs. It wasakr time for the
students, too, and one of them called to her, "8\&dfter contributions
for the rag magazine, Miss Swale. Any offers?’

But she waved him away. 'Sorry, Bob, ask my brgthar Swale,
engineering department. He might give you a few egok
—all-printable, of course.'’

The student laughed and went on his way. Anotheh@d his way
across the crowded corridor and asked her, 'Misal&wou in this
play the drama group's putting on?'

She did not want to delay Jon by stopping to cbatshe answered
over her shoulder, ‘Might be, Don, if | can fine ttme.'

Jon looked bewildered at her popularity, but magleamment.

She opened the swing door of the dining-room animefpass in front
of her. 'Coffee is served by a waitress,' she lbafd ‘It's lunches that
are self-service.’



He looked round dubiously at the sea of faces whinied ' to inspect
him. 'Where do | sit?'

'‘Anywhere you like.' She waited for him to movenfrber side, but he
seemed rooted to the spot. She felt an irresigitgle to say something
which she knew she should not, but the temptatias wo great.

Realising that the circumstances would protect$tes,whispered, 'Or
would you like me to hold your hand?'

He turned astonished eyes towards her, then sheavalvay and left
him. 'One up to me, Miss Swale,' she told herselfl sat next to her
friend from the general office.

Hallo, Jill. How's life? Had a good Christmas?’

'Fine, thanks. You look very pleased with yoursédfath," Jill
commented. "Was that your new boss you came irfA\tidoks super.
What's he like?'

Kathryn looked round and saw that Jon had chosesmguty table by
the window, and was looking out of it in a lonelgendless sort of
way. She had to force herself not to feel sorryhiom.

'He's all right. And I'll tell you straight away,don't know if he's
married or not.’

The younger girl groaned. 'And here we all arehwiir matrimonial
tongues hanging out, waiting for the answer to tbhtso-vital
guestion!'

Kathryn stole another look at him, and saw thaiMas gulping his
coffee as if he could not get back to his room &asiugh. His gaze
roamed across the heads of the other members fbfasid as he
spotted her, their eyes clashed and locked. Het Heha somersault.
She turned her head quickly and covered up hewusanf by talking



to her companions. They laughed, although she wasware that
what she had said was funny, and she heard hirpesbiack his chair
and leave. She bit her lip. She knew he would asstimat she had
been making fun of him.

As she drank her coffee, she wondered why no odeapproached
him. Members of staff usually made a point of befrigndly to
newcomers. She pushed away her cup and left heardfi As she
walked past some of the teachers, one of them atbper.

'‘What's he like, this new boss of yours?'

'He's—he's fine,' she managed to say. 'Why didnit gpeak to him
and find out for yourselves?'

'‘We didn't like to. He is the vice-principal, aslhas a department
head, and anyway, he's not really one of us, isH&®® come out of
industry and stepped right into a top job."'

Kathryn raised her eyebrows. 'l don't see whaetbffice that makes.'

When she returned to her room, Jon was standitiggatoor. "You're
late back, Miss Swale.’

'I'm sorry to disagree, Dr. Wright, but I'm one oti& early. Your
watch must be fast.'

He took two or three paces towards her. 'And anyenaheeky
remarks like the one you shot at me in the dinmgar, and you'll get
exactly what you deserve.'

'I'm sorry if | was cheeky." She began to type, imgkfurther
conversation impossible. He seemed mollified byaperogy, and left
her.



The afternoon passed tranquilly. Jon returned fiois teaching
session at four-thirty and called Kathryn into diiice.

‘There are one or two questions | should like tio ya®u. Please sit
down.’

She watched him while he sorted his papers interifit piles and put
his pencils and ruler into a drawer. Kathryn fouhe prolonged
silence unnerving, and wondered what was comirgytitme.

At last he spoke. 'Tell me, is it correct that ybusther is a lecturer in
the engineering department? If so, why have | aehhim?’

'Yes, he works here, but he's away today and t@mwoattending a
course in London.'

'l see.' He swivelled slowly from side to side.t'b@& see, how old is
he now?'

‘Twenty-five. He was fifteen when --' She stoppedt knowing
whether he would like her to refer to the past.

'‘When --?'
'‘When you left to go to America.’
'‘Precisely. | too can do arithmetic.'

She coloured at his sarcasm, to which she stilldcoot accustom
herself.

‘And you are now --?'

‘You don't remember?' She could hardly believe he heally
forgotten.



'‘No:' His voice rose a fraction, asking the questiGShould |
remember?'

Well, | was seventeen and a half when we—when gfiu Now I'm
nearly twenty-seven.'

'So you are.' His dark eyes appraised her. 'lts\ary long time ago.
Where are you living?'

'In the same house as you—as we have always lived.'
‘Alone?'

"No, with Geoff. My grandmother died eighteen mandgo.'
'I'm sorry to hear that. She was a good woman.'

'‘She was wonderful." Kathryn paused for a momdan tcontinued,
‘The house and its contents were left to my broéinelr myself. That's
all there was. No money.'

'Is the house divided into two?'

'‘Well, Geoff has a couple of rooms upstairs. | hthwe downstairs
rooms. And the kitchen, of course.’

She was becoming impatient with his cross-exanonaand the tone
of her voice showed it. However, he chose to igmaneirritation.

"You have a car?'
'No.'

'Geoff?'



'‘No. He can drive, but we couldn't—really—affordeohe house is
rather expensive to run. It's so large.’

'‘What will happen when you marry?'

She stared at him. 'How can he sit there,' shegtitotorgetting all the
love and passion we once shared, and calmly talknypfcoming
marriage to another man?'

She stood up. 'He's unofficially engaged, and maldoubt be getting
married himself some time. We haven't discussegblelem yet. We
shall meet it when the time comes.’

He rose, and indicated with a nod of the headshatcould go.
‘Goodnight, Dr. Wright.'
'‘Goodnight, Miss Swale.'

During the short journey home on the bus, she atiedrto bring some
order to her chaotic thoughts. What had that cadeclveen about?
Why the sudden interest in her affairs?

She spent an unhappy evening brooding about thetpasg almost
in vain to recall what it had been like to be medrto Jon so many
years ago.

Next morning, she helped him with the post agamwas distant and
formal and she found his coldness almost harddsetr than his
outright hatred of her.

Without warning, he produced a piece of collegeepaper and
pointed to the printed heading. ' "All replies te addressed to the
principal," he read out. 'What in heaven's namesdbat mean?"



'It means what it says, that all letters, no mateo signs -them,
which are sent out from the college, receive rgpiiddressed to the
principal, and not to the writer of the letter.'

'‘But what a shocking waste of time. Do you meateliame that there
are some girls solemnly sitting in the college a#fiopening every
single envelope addressed to one man, simply ttgrgscover from
the letter inside who should actually receive it?'

‘That's right.'

‘Well, I'm sorry. If that is the case, | refusectanform. In future you
will- cross out that particular instruction on egubce of notepaper
and type in "please reply to the undersigned".'

Kathryn was horrified at his anarchy. 'Surely ydwwdd ask the
principal's permission first?'

She was quite unprepared for the fury with whichuraed upon her.
‘Consult the principal? Why the devil should 1?7 Moy'll do as | say,
please, without argument, without question." Comtesntered his
eyes. 'And no running to the principal with tales.’

Frightened by his anger, she tried to placate Hirsuppose—they
didn't have that tort of thing in industry?'

'‘No, Miss Swale, they do not have that damn-fochragement in
industry. If they did, this country, would haveléa economically
years ago. Imagine all the replies being addressdetle managing
director of a firm the size of the one | was wotkior!'

She was so upset by the ferocity of his temperfained she was still
shaking when she returned to her office. It saddi¢éree that ten years
had brought about such a disastrous change irhhracter.



At coffee-time, she found enough courage to tapisdor.
‘Are you going to coffee, Dr. Wright?'

He looked a little uncomfortable. 'Not this morning
'I'l—I'll introduce you to the others, if you wish

‘No, thank you. I'd rather drink water here tharugdhere again. Tell
me, are members of staff usually so unfriendlygevcomers? Or is it
just me they object to?'

She flushed slightly, and was annoyed with hergmifdoing so,
because she knew, it would make him think she wiedottom of it.
'l think it's because you've come straight fromustdy into a top
teaching job. So | heard, anyway.'

‘You heard? It wouldn't, of course, be poison itgdanto their minds
by you, would it?'

She paled at this, but assumed nonchalancepl#atses you to think
that, go ahead.'

She turned and left him, but as she drank her eaoffiéh her friends,
her mind wandered away from their gossip to the sitiimg alone in
his room. He was like a small boy, she mused, dtaventure out to
get what he plainly longed for, in case his collesg)rejected him
again. A sweet kind of pity flooded through herd ae finished her
coffee quickly, excused herself from her friendsl avent into the
kitchen.

'‘Could you give me a cup of coffee to take to mwrmss?' she
whispered to Mary, the waitress. 'He's too shy aone€ up here
himself.'



This touched Mary's soft heart. 'Of course, dedfiere, take him a
large cup.'

‘You're a dear, Mary. How much?'

Mary told her. She took the money from her pursé, gave it to her,
then walked back to her office, carrying the steantiquid with great
care.

She tapped on his door and went in. 'Coffee?' Stlked across the
room, trying not to spill any into the saucer, doered it on to his
desk. She was rewarded with the warmest smile dgdtagiven her.

'‘Angel!" It was a spontaneous exclamation whicheatnaight from
the heart, uncensored by his conscious mind. Hedagrateful eyes
and saw the answering pleasure in hers. He redhsgdwhat he had
said. The light in his own suffered an immediateveo cut and
cynicism elbowed its way back.

‘The act of an—almost—perfect secretary. You're lopany chance,
trying to ingratiate yourself into my good books?'

Tears welled up in her eyes and she did not thide them. 'Just how
unpleasant can you get?' Her voice was thick witbteon.

‘Unpleasant?' he drawled. "But this is nothingah de a great deal
nastier than this—especially to someone who, like, as in the past
inflicted on me such an incalculable amount of myigend pain. | have
a very unforgiving nature.' He leaned back and nessly watched

her tears. 'And every time | see you cry, | knoat {tve had just a little

bit more of my own back.'

She stared at him through blurred eyes. She whadp&fou can't, you
surely can't be as warped as that!



'‘Can't I?' His voice was dead. 'l think you'd bregie.' He pushed aside
the untouched coffee.

By the time the evening came, Kathryn was longmgher brother's
return. He was her ally, the friend to whom shdaouwrn in moments
of stress.

He was late and he was tired. He was also hungryreade short work
of the meal Kathryn had prepared for him. He adkad things had
gone for her at work.

She mumbled, 'Could have been worse.'

He looked at her pale face. 'Now come on, out witWhat went
wrong today? Did Jon put you through a mincer?'

She gave him a stricken look. 'Oh, Geoff, you demiw what it's like.
He treats me as if | were a bit of rubbish to b&eon. He's carrying
on a personal vendetta against me. You could alnoadt it
persecution.’

'‘Oh, come on now, Kath, don't get melodramatic. rimagination's
working overtime.'

'Imagination? | certainly don't imagine the insuitsthrows my way
every time we meet, which is pretty often.'

‘But why, Kath? What's his motive? If he reallyltisd you, he
simply wouldn't bother with you, wouldn't even betlo be nasty to
you, would he? But if he still -- He stopped ange@ her
speculatively. '

‘Still what?' She hardly seemed to hear what hesagsg, she was
immersed in her unhappy thoughts.



'Oh, nothing. Nothing.' He moved to an armchaioiDmind if | relax
down here a bit, before | go up to my room?"

She shook her head. "It's nice to have you back.’

‘You're a nice sister to say that. Look, I'll coared see him in the
morning. Has he asked about me, by the way?'

'Yes. Listen, Geoff, he doesn't want anyone ataald that includes
Helen, to know of my past relationship with him. Was quite nasty
about it. So, | promised on your behalf that neigfoal nor | would tell

a single person. Geoff, you must keep that proniosemy sake.'

'If you both feel so strongly about it, | suppo%ienkive to keep mum,
but I'd rather not. | tell Helen most things.'

'‘But not this, Geoff, please.’

'Oh, all right. But we'll have to try to sort oudwyr troubles. Can't have
you miserable like this.' He got up. 'Thanks fag theal, Kath. Just
what | needed.’

Next morning, Jon was standing at her side asygiezitan envelope
for him, when her door opened. Jon turned his hegzhtiently,
resenting the interruption. Then he tensed and gelight seemed to
take possession of him. 'Geoff!' He moved towalds iewcomer,
hands outstretched.

‘Jon!" Geoff's face was alight as his hands camé¢oomeet the other
man's. 'Boy, is it good to see you again! You kndan, you may be
nearly ten years older, but you haven't changat'a b



"You don't think so? Well, my outer casing may he same, but,
brother, have | grown older and wiser inside! YGepff, | must say it,
although you'll probably slay me, but my, how yeugrown!'

They laughed, they shook hands, and the pleaseselbth felt in
their reunion was beginning to communicate itseKKathryn, who sat
and watched them with astonished eyes. She coulgetoover the
change in Jon. He seemed years younger, he lookdteeent man.
He even talked differently—to her brother. His bebar towards
Geoff brought into even sharper focus his unpleaatitude towards
her.

‘Come into my office, Geoff. We'll have a nattenvidlong have you
got?'

'I've got a free period.’

Jon turned to Kathryn, and his expression anddhe of his voice
underwent a metamorphosis. 'l don't want to beudbsd for the next
half-hour,' he snapped. 'ls that clear?'

She nodded. Now perhaps Geoff would understand whatwas
talking about. But he had already gone into Jayosrand had heard
nothing- She worked sporadically, typing and listenityping a little
more and listening again. She could not hear wieat were saying,
but their loud laughter, alternating with quiet alission, only
increased her sadness, and intensified the felaighe was shut out.
on the other side, not even looking in.

The telephone rang and it was a call requiringsJatténtion. She was
uncertain whether to interrupt him or tell the eatie was out. Finally,
she decided to brave his anger—after all, her brothas there to
shield her—and tapped gently on his door and opé&ned



Jon was on to her like a guard-dog after an intrutléhought | told
you | didn't want to be disturbed?’

'I'm—I'm sorry, Dr. Wright, but this phone call ntusceive attention.
The Youth Employment Office wishes to have, a verbi@rence on a
student.'

'Oh, blast them. Look, can you deal with it youfBel

Her smile was saccharin-sweet, her expression emipas she asked
‘Using my own initiative, Dr. Wright?'

The flash of anger which flared in his eyes wasendy Geoff, who
was staring at his hands.

‘Touche,Miss Swale. Using your own initiative, please.itl6 no
trouble, of course.'

‘Will you excuse me, then, while | get the studefilie?" .

She crossed the room to the filing cabinet neas tesk. Geoff stood
up and stared out of the window, while Jon swayattlyg from side to
side in his chair and watched her with lazy eyé® jgrked open the
drawer of the cabinet, selected the correct fald#r lightning fingers
and returned swiftly to her room. She picked up ftbeeiver and
closed her ears to the noise which had startech @gasoon as she lef
the two men alone, with speed and efficiency, shd out to the caller
the relevant details from the student's file.

She was so busy with her work that she was latenfoning coffee.
She resolutely turned away from Jon's door and iddirout,
determined this morning to do no good deed as fahea was
concerned. But as she went into the dining-room veds so surprised
to see him sitting among a group of his colleagu€xeoff was one of



them—that she let the door swing back on to heulsleo. Rubbing it
ruefully, she went across to her friends' tabldjchmmy with dismay
that Jon was sitting across the gangway from wadr8ummers had
kept a seat for her.

They were already half-way through their coffee, Kathryn looked
around anxiously for the waitress. She dreadedgdei alone at the
table.

'‘Hallo, Kath,' Jill greeted her. '"You look likelaunhderstorm that's lost
its way. Cheer up.'

‘Do 1? I'm not surprised. If | were a weather még, be full of
depressions.' The girls laughed loudly and onevordathers, including
Jon, looked their way.

Jill whispered to Kathryn, 'l see our Annette hasdlaws into the new
head of department. And it doesn't look as if higtging very hard for
his freedom, either.’

Liz Williams, another typist from the general officshielded her face
with her hand and said, 'She's giving him the ghbegitgreen light.
Someone ought to warn the poor chap that whereAounette's
concerned, it's green, not red, for danger. | wotilike to trust that
female with a man of mine. Can't you warn him, Kaltte's your boss,
and he looks too nice to be left to her tender rasrc

Kathryn shrugged and fiddled with the sugar badé's my boss, yes,
but not my responsibility. Let him find out for hself.'

But her casual words belied her true feelings, Whiere tied up in
knots. Her heart cried out, 'She's like a greatdardjerous whirlpool.
She's drawing him in. He'll soon be lost to me.’



Mary arrived at last with the coffee. She wavediaard at the money
Kathryn offered her. '‘Pay me later, dearie. I'mbahind today.'

By the time the liquid was cool enough to drinkliksn's friends had
gone. Having no one to talk to, she was forcedidterl to the
discussion which was proceeding at the next table.

She glanced at Jon and saw that his attention erapletely absorbed
by the beautiful young woman at his side. He wasnbpadmiring her
jet-black hair, drawn back loosely and tied withraglt red chiffon
scarf. He certainly liked her large brown eyes \Wwhstione into his,
and her well-shaped lips, which now and then dairgiiffed out
clouds of cigarette smoke. When they were not pgffthey were
pouting, and her speaking voice had a husky, ingngaality which
charmed the listener. There was no doubt at alhibapresent listener
was charmed beyond words.'

Did your wife mind moving to the Midlands from Laashire, Dr.
Wright?'

Annette Linton's subtle way of discovering Jonatst in life was
answered bluntly and to Annette's complete satisfiac

' have no wife.'

Kathryn heard the reply, spoken distinctly and incéce he knew
would carry. He made the word 'wife' sound almastiadteful.

'I'm what is usually described as a "bachelor g&jigible could also
be added.’

‘A bachelor?" Fred Welford was astonished. 'Noww hdid a
nice-looking fellow like you manage to escape theaties of a female
for so long?' He leaned back and patted his stonihglas caught
when | was twenty. Never ceased regretting it.'



Annette tapped the ash from her cigarette, andrfealdisbelievingly.
"Now, Mr. Welford, you know that's not true. Notlprdo you look
well fed...'

‘Call me Fred Wellfed and be done with it," he intpted, laughing
with the others at his own joke.

'—but you look well cared for and, may one say,|\esled?' Annette
looked again at Jon and gave him a wink full of meg.

'He's lapping it up,' thought Kathryn moodily. '"Hean he fall for that
sort of talk? She's a line-shooter, surely he eartlsat.' She caught he
brother's eye and he frowned and turned down higtimd<athryn
knew he could not stand Annette Linton and was alsly hating to
see Jon, whom he once hero-worshipped and for wieostilhhad a
high regard, falling for her hook, line and sinker.

Mr. Welford was saying, 'But personal experiencarggd don't hold
with young marriages. My son wants to marry a ¢k craning
summer. He's twenty—still at university, and | tbich, "Wait, son, a
couple of years at least. If you do what | did, '{ldire to regret it!"

'‘Now, Mr. Welford, if | had been your wife, | shalht that point have
thrown something at you good and hard. Fight bdk;s my motto.'
Annette's eyes delved into Jon's. 'Especially men.'

They smiled at each other.

'It's said that young marriages don't last." Jeawhhis controversial
statement into the argument with a secret smitati&ics prove it.’

Jim Mexby, head of commerce, eased his long frarmte the chair
opposite Annette's and signalled to the waitressi® coffee. 'They
do say that more youthful marriages than matures @ up in
divorce.' He smiled knowingly at Annette. 'Sinceiye definitely not



in the teenage category, Annette, by the time yofihished sowing
your wild oats and finally pick out Mr. Right—er—alpgies to Dr.
Wright here—you'll be all set for a marriage whiakts, won't you?" '

Annette's eyes fluttered coyly at the speaker.dwdts, Mr. Mexby?
Oh, but women don't sow wild oats.'

Kathryn saw Jon flick a glance at the girl's befalface with more
than a spark of interest. 'Oh? What would youicalhen?'

Annette turned her large eyes and looked into Juatls subtle
intimacy. 'l, Dr. Wright, would prefer to call thermsay, a series of
romantic interludes—more feminine, don't you think@Aore
intriguing, perhaps?’

'Intrigue is right, where you're concerned,’” materGeoff, who
obviously felt he had been silent too long.

‘Now, Geoff, you're giving our new head of departtrtbe impression
that | have something of a reputation where mercaneerned.' She
smiled at Jon again. 'That's hardly fair, is it, Diright?’

'l don't know.' He looked at her reflectively, assiag her in detail and
clearly finding the summing-up worth while. 'lt mayact as an
incentive to me to find out for myself.'

A chortle of triumph escaped from Annette's thraat] Geoff snorted
in disgust. He rose. 'I'm off. | have work to d@niing?' he asked Jon

‘You carry on, Geoff." Jon waved him away. 'I'llldav later. My
interest has been aroused.' Again he contemplateette.

Kathryn had heard enough. She scraped back hersth&udly that
Jon turned to look. He saw her flushed and angrg &nd narrowed
his eyes as he watched her looking for Mary to fomyher coffee.



Then Kathryn heard Annette say, 'By the way, Dright; my name's
Annette—to you.'

‘Mine is Jon,' was the immediate reply. 'Call mat.th

‘Watch it, Dr. Wright.' Mr. Mexby rose and pushachis chair. 'She's
got you sighted in her radar screen. Before yowmkwhere you are,
you'll be brought down in flames by those lasentea her big eyes.’

"You think so? I'm not thirty-two and unattached fasthing, you
know. | can take evasive action with the best eftlat the moment of
kill. Years of bachelorhood teach a man how tolbsiee.' He shot a
challenging glance at Annette who, surprisingiyljoared under his
keen gaze.

Jim Mexby shrugged and walked away. He called tiesshoulder,
‘You have been warned.’



CHAPTER Il

As Kathryn made her way back to her office, sheggfled with her
temper and put it on a leash. She was sidetracked ier unhappy
thoughts by a group of noisy students, who surredriter as if they
had kidnap intentions and demanded an intervieWw gt on the spot.
There was still no sign of Jon, so stetedinto a classroom to look at
the wall-clock.

'‘According to that, there's seven minutes of yoaak-time left. Come
to my office and I'll see you there, my boss peingt'

They sped along the corridor and down the staiashin racing With
them, and she preceded them into her room. Gasgpirlgreath, she
asked them what they wanted.

Maureen, a pretty young art student, spoke firstput it briefly, Miss
Swale, we would like you to be the leading ladpum play. It's an old
Russian comedy, translated into English. You'venbieeour plays
before, so please, Miss Swale, would you do thefpaus?'

David Hickley, students' union secretary, backeadipe'lf you'll do it,
Miss Swale, you'll be the main draw. You're jughtiin Colouring,
build, looks, the lot. We name it, you've got it'

Kathryn laughed at his flattery. 'It all depends—tia big part, and
would | be able to learn the words in time?"'

They reassured her that it was easily within heabdities, and used
pressure and persuasion in increasing doses wwiht@ally she
agreed to their request.

Having got that settled,’ Maureen said, 'could fjodius a hero? What
about your flancé—is he someone on the staff? Wbeldo it?"



Kathryn thought this so amusing she began to laagt,as the irony
struck her—that her fiancé was so far removed ftoenhero-figure

they had obviously concocted for her, they wouldenaeen horrified

if they had known the truth—her laughter becameoalnysterical.

There was an impatient sound from the other offacel the students
looked round.

'‘Who's that?' Maureen whispered. Tour boss? Woelddthe part?
Can't you ask him?"'

Again Kathryn thought this was an ironic joke, fus time she did
not laugh. 'Absolutely no. Look, it's time | staltwork. You too. I've
agreed to be the heroine, but you must produce gwarhero.'

‘But if we choose one, Miss Swale, you'll have &b mim. After all,
you'll be the one who has to kiss him.’

‘Kiss him? | never bargained for that.'
'‘But all heroines kiss the heroes, don't they?'

Laughing again, Kathryn shooed them from her romst as Jon's
door opened. He looked irritated.

'‘What was that all about? You seemed to find ir@siatingly funny.’
Kathryn explained. He looked comically indignant.

‘Me act the part of the hero? No, thanks. | wogjcea to do that only
cm condition that I'd be allowed to choose my owsaroine.
Unfortunately, it seems as though the heroine maady been chosen,
and their choice most decidedly would not be niine.’

Kathryn bit her lip.



The telephone rang. A husky female voice gratednag&athryn's
ear. 'ls Dr. Wright available, please?’

'Who's speaking?' '‘As if | didn't know," Kathryrotight.
‘Just put me through to him."'

She handed Jon the receiver. 'A woman wants yown'tVgove her
name.'

That sounds distinctly promising. Hallo, Jon Wrighere. Oh,
Annette. Yes? Tonight?' He sounded pleased. "Yadrée. At your,
place? Fine. Yes, I'd appreciate some home cookileglowered his
eyes pointedly to Kathryn. 'Haven't had that luxtoy years. You
know, living in hotels and all that. Time? Addredd@ scribbled cm a
piece of paper. 'Right, I'll be there.'

He dropped the receiver on to its cradle. 'My wahadt woman is a
fast worker! What's her surname? | didn't catclwlien we were
introduced What's her job?'

'She's Annette Linton. She's head of the domesignise department.
And," she tossed at him before she could stop kerske's a
man-eater.’

Jon's broad smile irritated his secretary intensélgw that makes me
even more eager to go. Man-eater?' His eyes toakfamaway look, 'l

can imagine no greater ecstasy than to be conshynémbse beautiful
and very feminine jaws.' He looked askance at Herd speaking

from a purely personal angle, the hungrier and djezeshe is, the
better | shall like it.'

Kathryn began to type. She held in her irritatioer, exasperation anc
her misery and wished he would go away. He did.



'What did Jon tell you this morning, Geoff?' Kathigsked later. "You
were in there long enough to have exchanged pdrhataries from
the year dot.’

'Oh, he told me quite a lot." Geoff was evasivaasat by the roaring
fire in Kathryn's living-room. 'Can't remember It. dt appears that
after you—broke with him, he went a bit haywiredlame girl-friend
after another. Then he came back to England, woidedis ph. D.
and got it. He found a job in industry and stayeétth whe same firm all
the time, being promoted eventually to quite a hgisition for his
age. Then he took the job here at the technicldg®l That's about it.'
He paused, looked sideways at his sister.

'He—he asked me about the "other man", Kath.'

She turned anxious eyes to him. "What did youhiefi?'

'Said | was too young at the time to know what wasg on. And

anyway, it wasn't my business. | told him to aski,yd he really

wanted to know.'

'‘What did he say to that?'

‘Mumbled something like "not on your life" and clgad the subject.’
"You mustn't ever tell him, Geoff. Promise me yaver will.'

Geoff shrugged. 'l still think you're being a costpl idiot. But it's

your business.' He hesitated, then said, 'He'sedivne to dinner on
Sunday evening at his hotel.'

'‘On my birthday? Did you accept?'

He nodded. 'Didn't think you'd mind. You're goimgthe OIld Boy's
place, aren't you?'



'I'm going to Francis' house, yes, so | don't niiydu go. Where's he
staying?'

'‘Don't you know? At the Continental.'
'‘What? The largest hotel in the town? How can feréthat?'

'‘Seems he can. He said he's had no one to spemdhésy cm all these
years, so he's just left it in the bank to accumeuldave you seen his
car? It's a white Jag. One of the new ones. Newk rpau. Mint
condition.'

'‘By the way, did you know he's been invited to Atiteis this evening?'
‘What?' Geoff was aghast. 'Already? He only metinsrmorning.'

She smiled, remembering Jon's comment. 'As hehgasklf, when he
received the invitation, she works fast. He seed&tighted to accept.’

Geoff-shook his head. 'I'll have to warn him.'

'It's no good. I've tried. Made him more eagershil.' She sighed.
'‘Well, go on. What else did he say?'

'Only that he's looking for a furnished flat. Caeitnember any more.’
He rose and stretched. 'Got some homework to mefbrd Helen
comes. "Thanks for the tea, Kath.'

So, Kathryn thought, as she washed the dishesabkanvited my
brother to dinner, but not my brother's sister. Waund that was
somewhere in the region of her heart became jligteadeeper, and
just a little less easy to bear. .



Kathryn made a determined effort to be early neatrmmg. She was
hanging up her coat when she heard raised voicdbeimead of
department's room. One of them was Jon's; the,athemrealised with
surprise, was her brother's. No wonder he had dusbheimmediately
after breakfast. He had wanted to arrive beforedsthe.

She sat at her desk and did her best to shut eutwlords, but they
spoke so loudly she could not help overhearing.

'‘Who put you on to this?' Jon was saying, 'yourcipres sister? |
thought so. Well, if | didn't know she hated theyweground | walked
on, I'd say she was jealous. You can tell her fno@to keep out of my
private affairs.'

'‘She only had your interests at heart, Jon.'

‘After what she did to me nearly ten years ago? iyane to be joking.'
He stopped, but, receiving no response, continlkedk, old chap,
you're a man. When a woman like Annette positivietgws herself at
you, what normal unattached male, which | am, wauld the other
way? I'm only human, Geoff.’

‘Well, I'm just warning you. That woman's poison.'
‘Yes, but what poison, and what a wonderful wagléd

'‘Be cynical if you like, but | don't know how yoa, man of high
principles, can overlook the doubtful morals ofvamanlike her,
when, on the other hand, you can't seem to forgive.

Jon cut him off. 'Geoff, | wouldn't even begin tot @ wife of mine,
from whom | would expect the highest standards ofahbehaviour,
into the same category as a woman of Annette'sdredli There
appeared to be a short silence. Then, 'Don't wattout me, Geoff. |
can, if necessary, play the lady at her own gaive become adept at



it over the years. I'm a hard nut to crack thegs daoy, and she knows
it. That's why she's so interested.’

Geoff seemed to capitulate. 'Well, | suppose yoovkmvhat you're
doing, but --'

'I'm sorry, Geoff, but where women are concernéd,d complete
cynic now. I'm immune. | take them as they come-d go. Thanks,
though, for your concern. | appreciate it, butisplaced. | can look
after myself. But, after your sister, I'll neveugt another woman
again.'

Kathryn heard Jon's other door close and suppaosedlsi her brother
leaving. The inner door opened. Jon stood themw'tdng have you
been in here?'

She did not look at him. ‘Long enough.’
'Have you been listening to our conversation?'
‘Your voices carried, Dr. Wright. | could hardlylpét.’

‘Then you deserved everything you got. You know twthay say
about eavesdroppers.'

‘But | --'

He slammed the door on her words.

A few minutes later, her internal telephone raridr. "Wright's
secretary here.’

'Is that so?' came the sarcastic reply. "'Then Dighwants you at
once.'



She appeared at his door. "You—want me, Dr. Wright?
He heard the sugar in her voice, and gave herthisgdook.

'‘Don't be pert. It doesn't suit you. Sit down. Intvaome information
from you. Nothing else.’

She dropped her eyes at the expression in hissardbwn.

‘Tell me, I'm a new boy at this job. | see thesetasember of my staff
leaving soon. Is it possible for an existing teacttebe promoted
automatically to the vacancy, or does it have tadheertised?'

'In education, every vacancy has to be advertised.’

'‘Suppose there was someone on the staff whom Isidened quite
capable of doing the job, what then?"

"It would still have to be advertised. You coulficourse, point out to
the teacher concerned that the post was vacant@elhe takes the
hint and applies. Even so, the interviewing- comemitiight prefer to
appoint someone else.'

'So the poor chap on the staff would be passed ®N@rdoubt he

would get a job elsewhere and the college would fbgood teacher.
Senseless way of going oh. In industry, promotsausiually automatic
within the company if the person concerned is geaugh.'

'‘Some people in education, Dr. Wright, considebetter for an
educational establishment, especially one concemmitd further

education, to keep drawing in new blood, in otherdg, new ideas. H
people already on the staff were continually bgirmmoted, the only
newcomers would be at the bottom of the scalef@mgloung to have
had any worthwhile experience which would proveuaale to the
college or school they join.' She smiled at hiradsngly. 'After all,

you were ah outsider and came into a top job. Somen the staff



may have been passed over for you. Their ideas preteably nil,
compared with yours which are new and challendiegause you've
come from the "fresh air" outside.’

'l suppose you're trying to say that doing it mywtaat is, promoting
internally, would cause a form of educational irdgli@g which isn't
healthy?'

'Yes, | am.' She looked down at her hands, fealirajngely moved by
the atmosphere of equality which had manifestedlfitas their
discussion proceeded. She glanced at him shylgt eanountered an
odd expression on his face as he regarded herhwiniced her heart
upside down. She caught her breath and said, railidy, '‘May | go
now?’

He was about to answer when his internal telephshelled,
shattering utterly the pleasantness between thee.lifted the
receiver. 'Yes?' He was abrupt and annoyed. "Yess sere with me.'

‘Your fiance.' He hissed the word, as though hatach syllable.

She leaned across his desk to answer it. 'Haldmdis. Yes, Francis, it
Is. Yes, on Sunday. Yes, I'd love to, thanks.'

Jon apparently could not stand her one-sided coatignsany longer.
He jerked himself out of his chair and stood atviredow.

‘Now, Francis?' She stole a look at the head oadegnt's back.
'‘Well, all right, yes, Francis.' She replaced theeiver.

'‘Must you keep saying "yes, yes, yes, Francis"?rmpired of the
window pane in front of him. He turned on her. 'Dgou eversay
"no, Francis"?'

'I'm sorry, Dr. Wright, but he—he wants me in leem. Now.'



'‘Now? In the middle of my work? What do | do uytiu get back? Go
for a run round the block?'

'l don't think I'll be long. Do you mind?'
'Of course | mind. Oh, go on, go on.' He wavedaveay impatiently.

Kathryn went along to Miss Smith's room and putinesd round the
door, but the secretary was missing. Kathryn taggethe principal's
door.

'‘Come in, my dear,' he called.
His secretary was sitting meekly by his side, tgldictation.

'Sorry to disturb you.' Kathryn thought, with soamausement, 'Quits.
Now we've all been disturbed.'

With bad grace, Miss Smith rose and smiled stiffler eyes, behind
gold-rimmed spectacles, darted swiftly towards thaggpal. 'Shall
we resume later, sir?'

Kathryn winced. 'Sir," she called him. How coulddmeourage her to
say that? But he actually seemed to like it.

'Please, Miss Smith. | shall be—oh, about ten neimat the most.'

Annie Smith skirted round Kathryn as though she s@sething that
had crawled from under the carpet. 'l do believe'ssfealous." The
ridiculous, wild thought struck Kathryn so suddenihe nearly

giggled.

'‘Now, my dear, sit down, do.' Kathryn occupied M&mith's chair.
"You confirmed on the telephone that your birthdayon Sunday.
That bears out what is in my diary. Well, | haveshén my drawer,' he
searched at the back of it and withdrew a smalll-weapped packet,



'my present to you. You may either keep it untih@ay, or open it
now, as you wish.'

Kathryn flushed and took the gift with shaking henSomething deep
inside her wanted unaccountably to reject it, tg, 4do, | must not

have it. | should be taking it under false pretaridg@ut she quelled the
feeling, resolutely turned her back on her stirrcapscience, and
removed the layers of tissue paper. She camedag harrow box,

opened it, and gasped. Inside was an expensiveteniand beautiful

gold watch.’

Her eyes thanked him before the words came out. Fedncis, it's
wonderful! Thank you, thank you so much. May |—nhgut it on?'

"By all means, my dear. Here,' he rose, 'let meefas.'

He stood close to her while he slipped the expanldracelet over her
hand and on to her slim wrist. Then he leaned fodwand, without
warning, kissed her full on the mouth.

Kathryn almost cried out at the unexpected intintatetact. She had
to hold herself in with such force that she paf#fte wanted to tear the
gift off her arm and throw it back at him. He hasvar done such a
thing before. She was aghast at herself, guilt ae-disgust
swamping her.

Somehow she remained outwardly calm and smiling] axen
managed to make herself peck him on the face. Hedeitghted with
her action.

'On Sunday evening, my dear, | shall take you owlinner. Come to
my house, please, at seven-thirty, and we shalhdooon there. Now,
| must continue with my work. Goodbye for now.'



She turned at the door. "Thank you again, Frahtigct, | don't know
how to thank you.'

‘Just by being yourself, my dear, that's all | asteturn.'

She walked slowly up the stairs to her office. @ik not feel like
facing Jon, and had to steel herself to meet mdosic gaze. He was
standing by her typewriter, fiddling with the keyde noticed her
heightened colour and too-bright eyes, then he sawvhtch.

As she stood by him, he took her wrist in cool &gy and inspected
her present. 'That must have cost him a packet.|étked at her and
his expression hardened. 'Now | wonder what Misal8&Wwad to do to
deserve that?'

The pressure of his fingers increased unbearalblg. shatched her
wrist away and tried to rub out the pain.

‘No, don't tell me,' he continued. 'lI'd rather kiodw.'

Wild stallions would not drag the truth from heusj to satisfy his
curiosity. She turned away. 'You can think what jike.'

She was in no mood for his sarcasm and his bateswas still too
shattered by the revulsion which had nearly steshgher when
Francis had kissed her on the lips for the firseti

It was Sunday afternoon. Kathryn was curled indrenchair in front
of the fire, reading. She had made herself a cupagfand had nibbled
a few biscuits to keep her going until her mealhwirancis. She
wondered where he would take her; probably to tnaet little
restaurant in a side street where they had cetbtheir engagement.



She took a quick bath. Then she dressed and ap@retake-up with
extra care. 'lt is my birthday, after all," shedtblerself. 'l must try to
rise to the occasion however tied up inside | feel.

She chose from her limited wardrobe a deep pirgk\iool, dress. The
colour emphasised her fair skin and the styledtatl her petite figure.
As she walked to the bus stop, a gale swirled abeutlegs. She
hugged her fur collar close to her cheeks and hdipedvind would
not create too much havoc with her hair-style.

She walked along the path to Francis' front doangrthe bell and
waited, almost fearfully, for the door to open.

A tall, fair-haired man stood there and regardedvki¢gh surprised
interest. 'Yes?'

Taken aback at not being invited in, Kathryn asied;rancis—is Mr.
Rutland available?'

'He is. Who shall | say has called?"

"Kathryn—Kathryn Swale." She hesitated over her @afeeling
puzzled and a little put out at her rather cooéption.

The young man's expression underwent a completegeha
"You're not, you can't be my father's fiancee?'
'I'm sorry,'-Kathryn told him in a small voice, 'dirh afraid lam.'

The door swung open wide. 'Come in, come in. Whihiyau think of
me? I'm Max, his son. Surely he's told you abou? @& does he
regard me as a skeleton in his cupboard?'

Kathryn laughed as she stepped into the warm launge



Max held out his hand. 'First, let's do the thingperly.'
Kathryn put her hand in his. Max gazed at her fraed.

'It's not every day that one meets one's stepmaotkiee for the first
time. What am | saying, you've got me so bemused!vird, my
father has better taste than | ever credited hith.Wwi

She gave him a small curtsy. 'Thank you for these Kind words.
They were just what my buffeted ego needed.’

'‘Give me your coat. Make yourself at home. I'lllcAbhd. He's
polishing his shoes.'

His father, it seemed, instructed him to give hisife stepmother 9
drink. As Max handed her a glass of sherry, heedtat her again.
‘You know, you can't be a day older than | am. Ma&aynquire your
age? Is it done to ask one's stepmother such ghin

'It's my twenty-seventh birthday today.'

‘Well now, if that isn't a coincidence. My twentgventh birthday is
cm Tuesday.'

'So I'm not a day older than you. I'm two." Kathigughed. She
decided she was going to like her stepson very much

‘Are you on holiday?' she asked, smiling up intface.

He could not keep his eyes off her. 'No. I'm horasdal for the next
two or three months. My wanderings around the wbdde ceased
temporarily.'

‘Your father tells me you're a chemical engineer.’



‘Yes, a roving one. | like it that way. You knowwish | hadn't got a
date this evening. I'd have gate-crashed youraééte and come with
you.'

His father appeared in the doorway.

‘Then it's just as well you are otherwise engagedson.’

Max turned to him. 'Congratulations, Father, on ryctoice of
fiancee. | couldn't have chosen better myself.'

'‘Oh dear, your compliments are going to my heatefafhan this
wine.' Kathryn drained her glass and rose. '‘Argyoiag, Francis?'

'Yes, my dear. You look very charming. Worthy oé thest hotel in
town, | think, especially as we are celebrating rybuthday. Max,
Kathryn's coat, please?"

Max held it for her as she slipped it on. He redehsier hand
reluctantly as she bade him goodbye.

'‘We shall beyond doubt meet again soon, Stepmofthieat's a
promise.’

There was dread in her heart as they left the hesseely they were
not going to the Continental? If so, she could lyapkrsuade her
fiance to change his mind.

Francis' large car nosed its way through the hdeaffic. It was
raining heavily, and driving conditions were difflt

‘When we arrive at the Continental, my dear --'

'Is that where we're going, Francis, the Contin@hta



'Yes. You haven't been there before, have you@Gught it would be a
nice surprise. I've attended dinners there giveiobgl associations
and so on. It's an excellent hotel, | can assuve yo

'I don't doubt that, Francis.'

'When we arrive, would you please wait for me ia émtrance foyer,
while | garage the car?'

‘Yes, of course. You won't be long, will you?'

He drew up at the kerb and Kathryn hurried outhefrain through the
swing doors, which were held open for her. Frasosn joined her.
Their coats were taken to the cloakroom, and theyewed to a
reserved table near the centre of the dining- rddrair feet sank into
soft carpets and Kathryn's eyes were dazzled Hdiahti lighting
effects and the glamour of the scene in front af Adey settled
themselves at the table and studied the menu. &déy/ldared to raise
hey eyes. Somewhere, near or far, sat Jon and.Geoff

After they had made their choice and Francis hadrgtheir order,
Kathryn found a scrap of courage and looked ardwerdimmediate
vicinity. Then her eyes became brave and roamed iwider
circle—and stopped short. There they were, atle &tyoss the room,
and they had seen her. Geoff raised his hand,utaed a scowling
face towards them and immediately looked away.

/ Now Jon knew she was there, and she knew whemakesitting.
How could she keep her eyes off him for the reshefevening? She
forced herself to become animated, to appear twyenall, because if
was her birthday, and a special occasion.

As the meal progressed, she talked gaily to heicéaand he was
plainly charmed by her. He smoothed his grey hatr polished his
spectacles, and adjusted his tie, and made it fdaamyone who was



interested that this happy, beautiful young womgimg opposite him
made him feel many years younger. He was prouatogbod looks,
proud of her intelligence and proud, above allt #iee had consentec
to become his wife.

'l hope you don't mind, Francis, but I've agreeddbin the students'
play. I've been in one of their productions befane | love acting, as
you probably know.'

'Of course | have no objection, Kathryn. It will @a@leasure to see yol
on the stage. Is it a big part?"

'It's the heroine. But the most amusing thing & they are pressing
me to find my own hero. They asked me who my fiamas, and could
| persuade him to act the part?"

Francis threw bade his head and laughed. He poantfathyer to his
chest. 'Me? Act die part of a hero?' He laughednag&/hat did you
tell them?’

‘To find their own leading man. | don't know anyaevigo would do it.’

Francis was still laughing at himself as the makdl in a students'
play. He attracted some attention by his prolongedisement, and
Kathryn felt as well as saw Jon's look of angehastared at them.
Did he think she was doing this for the purpose?

'I've just had a bright thought, my dear,' Franzas saying. 'My son,
Max, is an ardent amateur actor. Do you know, Ighirbe persuaded
to fill the vacancy, especially when he hears wimléading lady

would be.’

Kathryn became excited at the suggestion. He wdaddall the
students could ever want—tall, handsome and dehonai



'‘Would you ask him, Francis? Perhaps he could mee ring and tell
me his answer.’

'‘By all means, my dear. Which brings me to anotimatter. You
remember the house our friends the Creswells ®about? Well, it's
back on the market. The couple who were interefstibed to raise a
mortgage. Would you like to view it some time?"

Kathryn thought quickly.

‘Well, I know Dr. Wright has to go to the educatidepartment on
Wednesday morning. While he's out that way, heccpubbably take
me along to have a quick preliminary look at it-yifu don't mind,
that is.'

‘That is an excellent idea. You can tell him he mgspermission to
take you. He could use my car, in fact, to savaismetrol.'

'l don't know if he would want to do that ... Bik $ee what he says.
She glanced with some trepidation across the robimen former
husband, who was once again scowling their way.

For some inexplicable reason, she began to relssarimoyance. Why
should she not be enjoying herself in this mostetent hotel? He
hadn't got a monopoly on it, he didn't own it. Watinch thoughts she
justified her presence there, and shrugged off aheiety which
weighed her down whenever she. thought of whatightsay to her
next morning.

Francis sat back in his chair and eased his ratluvenp body into a
more comfortable position. He seemed to be sufjeaitittie from a
surfeit of food. He looked around for the first @rmnd spotted Jon anc
his guest. He leaned across the table, tappedamer énd said, 'Isn't
that Dr. Wright and your brother?'



Kathryn allowed her eyes to wander round the roonh settle with
simulated surprise on the two men, who were deepmvention.

'‘Why, yes, it is. Oh, | remember now—Geoff told freewould be
coming here this evening. Dr. Wright is apparestlying here, and
invited my brother to dinner.'

'l didn't realise they knew each other.’

‘They—they played chess together some years agy.rétboth chess
enthusiasts.’

‘Are they? | must challenge them to a game some. s you know,,
it's a favourite pastime of mine.' He looked ddifpuzzled. 'Then if
your brother knew him, you too must have made taggiaintance.’

'l was—friendly with his sister.'

'l see.' Then he changed the subject. 'Forgive aneankntioning it
now, my dear, but it was pointed out to me by myresary—and it
came as an unpleasant shock—that—er—that you, a$Vbght's
secretary, were deleting the instruction on théegel notepaper that
all correspondence should be addressed to me gwitiegpal. Can
you explain this?

Taken completely unawares, Kathryn had to summansbattered
wits, and to give herself time, frowned and presghthnocence."Then
she exclaimed, 'Oh, of course, now | know what rgotalking about.
Dr. Wright told me that the administrative sidaradustry, which he's
just left, was run on very different lines from tlod education, and he
thought—the instruction only—er—confused matters.ditin't think
you'd mind.'



Kathryn knew that she had never wriggled so harfibrbeto get
someone off the hook. 'And small thanks I'll getnfrthe head of
department in question for my efforts to shield him

'l see," her fiancé said. 'Well, | would apprecitiieyou would tell him
that | wish this practice to stop, otherwise | ddchave to let all the
others do it, and | could not tolerate that.'

Why don't you tell him yourself? Kathryn wantedcty out. But she
merely answered, 'If you wish me to tell him, il

'‘One more thing, my dear. | remember Dr. Wright timeng on the
day he was appointed head of department that hecarasitted to
attending a conference in Derbyshire towards thek anthis term.
Apparently he is one of the organisers and becanw\ed at his last
place of work.'

'He hasn't mentioned it to me yet.'

'‘No doubt he will. As the subject of the conferenoterests me
greatly, could you possibly persuade him to obgaticket for me to
attend? And if you would like to accompany me, @oreyou.’

'But—but what interest would | have in a conferehioe 1 that?' --'

He patted her hand. 'l should like you to come \mth It would be a
break for you and a pleasure for me. You coulditjeeas a visitor or,
iIf that is not possible, as his secretary.’

Kathryn recoiled from asking Jon such a favour. &hdd imagine his
reaction, and she did not care to face it.

Francis smiled into her eyes. "Would you do thatnfi®, Kathryn? |
should be most grateful, my dear.’



'‘Ask him these favours yourself,' she wanted to lueg 'Are you so
afraid of him that you must use me as a go-betweBn? she
answered, 'I'll—I'll see what | can do.’

How she would feel when the time came to pleadirce's case with
the man of whom she too, deep down, was afraid¢cshkl not even

begin to imagine.



CHAPTER IV

GEOFF was having his breakfast when Kathryn walked itite
kitchen.

'Hallo," she said. 'Enjoy yourself yesterday?'

'Fine, thanks. You did, too didn't you? Anyone coskee— and
hear—that."'

'‘What do you mean?'

'You and the Old Boy were making enough noise.wanning you,
Kath, Jon was livid that you took the Old Boy te thontinental. Why
did you, Kath?'

‘Why did 1? My dear brother, it was the other waynd. | had to go
there. Francis took me as a pleasant surpriseast nvy birthday,
remember, or had you forgotten? Anyway, whoseaideg/ou on? Has
Jon poisoned your mind against me now?"'

'‘Don't be daft, Kath. But you might have chosenaahere else.’

'If I'd had the choice, | can assure you | woulthave gone within a
mile of the place knowing that—that man was stayirege.'

Geoff merely said 'Don't be daft' again and waitwath his breakfast.

Believing that attack was the best form of defehryn stormed
into her office, removed her coat and flicked a bahrough her hair.
She knocked briefly on the head of department's dod went in. He
was plainly taken by surprise. He raised an eyebrow

'l didn't send for you.'



She fired the first round. 'l understand you weréwd" was the word
my brother used, at my having the audacity to ¢hse night atyour
hotel.’

'‘Was 1? | was hardly aware of your presence lagttdi
Kathryn persisted. 'l expect you thought | dicbit the purpose.’

'l have no doubt you did it for the purpose. Haviaded to get an
invitation out of me, you did the next best thilYgu persuaded your
fiance to take you there,' He looked at his watth.ready to do some
work now.'

She ignored his remark. 'l suppose you think litdigst to annoy you.'

He sighed. 'I'm perfectly sure you did it just ttnay me. Now can
we...'

‘All right, if it gives you any satisfaction to tik that, yes, | did do it to
annoy you. In fact, | do everything to annoy youealt, drink and
breathe to annoy you. | live to annoy you, and uidceven die to
annoy you, just to deprive you of my secretarialises.' Tears welled
up and spilled down her cheeks. 'Now does thaifgatou?'

He sighed again and leaned back in his chair. 'Ktaueajuite finished
your childish histrionics? You should keep youryaleting for the

stage. Look, I'm just a cool, calculating scientisty at all times to be
rational and detached. To me, emotion is simplyréating incidental

to life, so don't think I'm moved every time yourtwn the tears.'

‘Your—you're not rational. You're prejudiced, owveaiing, stupidly
blind and as hard as—as reinforced granite!" Steesehbing now and
searching madly for a handkerchief.

He produced a clean, folded one from his pockehirk this is the
drill, isn't it—you use my handkerchief?'



He waited patiently for her to calm herself and ldey tears.
'I'm—I'm sorry,' she mumbled, after a few minutes.

'‘Right Now | know just what you think of me, pleas#n we get on
with some work?"

Quite subdued, she stuffed his handkerchief intgbeket. 'I'll wash
this and return it.'

'Oh, don't worry about it. I've plenty more."'

She collected her notebook and pencil and theyrbegeork.

She was busy typing when the internal telephontertied her.
‘Kath? Jill here. How went it yesterday? Have & micthday?'

‘Just a minutejill." Kathryn got up and peeped cautiously inta'So
room. As she thought, he was still away at the hefadepartment's
meeting.

‘All clear, Jill. Actually, I'm up to my eyes thmorning. After these
letters, I've got a pile of exam papers to type.athd you want to
know?" Jill repeated her question. 'Very nice, khgou. Yes, | had
guite a few cards—thanks for yours, by the way—aadhe lovely
flowers from Francis, and his watch, of coursehdwed you that,
didn't I? Geoff and Helen gave me a heavenly sweatgas so cold, |
wore it all day yesterday. And in the evening, Erartook me to the
Continental, no less. It was a complete surprige.riever been there
before. It's marvellous, Jill. You should find dfiieent boy-friend to
take you there some time.'



They laughed together. 'Incidentally, | met Fransan. Yes, he has
one. My age, exactly. All you could ever wish fordkt fair,
handsome, smooth—the lot. If he hadn't been theofomy fiance, |
could have fallen for him myself. No, I'm only jokj. Must go, see
you later.’

She returned to her typing, but the telephone napéed her again.
Jon's voice instructed her, 'Will you come in?he Sound his door
ajar. 'Next time you have a purely private convessa he said, ‘and a
particularly feline one at that, would you pleasskensure my door is
shut?'

'l thought it was. Anyway, you weren't there.'
'"Weren't" is the operative word. | came back.'

'If I had wanted you to know what | was saying,duld have told you
outright and not in such a roundabout manner.’

‘There are more subtle and effective ways of makingan feel a
complete heel other than by telling him so to laisef' His gaze fell
away from hers. 'I'm sorry | forgot your birthday.'

‘That's all right,’ she answered slowly, 'l dide%Xpect you to
remember.’

Because she turned to go out, she did not seedawhaf something
very like pain pass across his face at her words.

It was after lunch and Jon was looking through spagers. Through
veiled eyes, Kathryn studied his serious face usthrched expressive
brows and firm, determined chin, and remembered blog&/used to
trace his profile with her forefinger after theydhaade love. Her
hands clenched into tight fists as she tried totrobrihe fount of



tenderness which welled up inside her body. Thedes she had
undertaken to ask him on behalf of her fiance teduher conscience.
‘Not yet,' she told herself, 'later today. Or et@norrow.’

The telephone shrilled its way between them. Hesexirunder his
breath. 'Yes? You want Miss Swale?' His eyes restdter bent head.
'‘Who is that speaking? Max?' He handed the instnaroeer to her.

‘Someone who calls himself Max.'

‘Shall | take it here or in my room?"
'Oh, go ahead, talk to your boy-friend. Don't mingl.'m
‘Hallo, Max. Yes, you did disturb us.’

‘You can say that again,’ Jon growled, walkinglessty up and down
the room.

Max's voice slipped smoothly into her ear. 'Lookest Stepmother,
I've been told by my dad that you're interesteacqquiring the services
of a hero. Is that correct?'

She laughed. 'Quite right. The students were stdnipe a tall
handsome leading man for the play they're producidg you

qualify?'

'‘My dearest woman, | more than qualify. I've gadttaéy want and
more. Am | being modest enough?’

Again she laughed. 'Well, trumpet-blowing apart] wou help them
out? Who's the heroine? | am. Incidentally, theyned me there
would be some kissing in it. Does that put you 'off?

She became aware of an agitated movement fronthiee end of the
room. Then the door snapped shut and there wasile-,



'Put me off? My dear girl, now | know that, jusy tto stop me
accepting the part! Look, let's meet for lunch toroev and we'll
discuss it. I'll call for you at the college. Wreybur lunch-hour?' She
told him. 'Right, twelve-thirty on the dot. Weamse pretty clothes,
and I'll take you somewhere nice. Where do you sstjyj

Jon returned noisily, and she heard his mutterethmation, 'What,
still at it?'

'‘Would the—would the Continental be outside yourksi? | so loved
it there last night. It's spoilt me for anywherseel

'‘My sweet stepmother, since it's my birthday, tleathental it shall
be. See you tomorrow.' He rang off.

'I'm sorry,' she said to Jon for the third timet tthay.
'Oh, don't keep apologising. It gets monotonous.'

The internal telephone rang. 'Wright here. Ah, AteneHis eyes grew
brighter. 'Yes, | tried to get you earlier. Lookyetie, will you have
dinner with me this evening? At my hotel?' He satnd and motioned
Kathryn out of the room. 'Dinner at eight. I'll Rigou up,’ he was
saying as she closed the door behind her.

Kathryn studied her face in the cloakroom mirr@plaed a little more
lipstick and was satisfied. Max had told her tosdrep, and she hopec
she hadn't let him down. She returned to her offind while she
waited for the hands of the clock to move to twelviety, she did
some more typing.

She started at the light tap on her door and raxegen it, instead of
calling out the customary ‘come in'.



‘You've done me proud, Step-mum,' Max told her,eambpected the
new powder-blue suit she was wearing.

"You look smart, too.' She touched the white flowehis buttonhole,
and he produced from behind his back a miniatursy pof
sweet-smelling flowers for her.

‘They're lovely, Max.'
'‘Give me a pin or something, and I'll fix thorn fa@u.’
She found one and he attached the flowers to bkefa

'‘Before you go to lunch, Miss Swale..." The voiehibd her stopped
abruptly. She could not turn because Max had ndgHed.

‘Yes, Dr. Wright?' she asked over her shoulder.
'Oh, nothing. | see you are entertaining. It cait.va

‘There you are,’ Max stood back and surveyed tfexteBeautiful
flowers to enhance a beautiful woman.'

'‘Er—Max, this is Dr. Wright, head of the sciencepaement. Dr.
Wright, may | introduce Max Rutlandyy fiancé's son?'

Jon nodded. Max said, in an excessively polite e/oidlow do you
do?' and turned away.

Kathryn had the queer notion that the two men la&drt an instant
dislike to one another. 'That's odd,' she thouglst.not as if they had
ever met before.'

'‘Er—Kathryn, if it's not a rude question in presenmpany,’ Max
looked pointedly at Jon, 'but since we are lunchingelebration of
my birthday, it is possible, | take it, for you t@mve an extended



lunch-hour? |—er—asked my father's permission, thie readily
gave.'

Kathryn dared not meet Jon's eyes. 'Is that alitngith you, Dr.
Wright?'

‘By how long, may | ask?'
'‘Oh, half an hour or so,' Max addressed Kathryh,Joaq.
'l can hardly refuse, in the circumstances, can 1?"

'‘No, since we merely consulted you out of courtdgigx answered
shortly.

‘That was exceedingly nice of you both." Sarcasrdled the words.
‘Just bear in mind, Miss Swale, that | am going taeeting later this
afternoon, and that | wish, your presence perngiftia dosomework
before | go.'

As they walked along the corridor, Max eruptedthigt the creature
you work for? I'd like to punch him on the nosevHgan you let him
speak to you like that? How long have you , knoun-khten days?
You Should put him in his place.’

'Oh, |—I've got used to, it,’ Kathryn murmured vatywl hoping he
would drop the subject.

'‘Miss Swale, wait a minute.' David Hickley stoppeer. 'Any luck
with your hero?'

'‘Why yes, David. May | introduce Mr. Max Rutlandynsof , the
principal? He's an experienced amateur performdrisuwilling to
take the part.' She turned uncertainly to the nmeside her. 'That is
right, Max, isn't it?'



He laughed. 'Well, sweet, the object of this pleasxercise we are
about to undertake—having lunch together—was toudis it. But as
you seem to think it &it accompli...'

She took him seriously. 'You won't take me to lynmadw?’

He looked down at her. "You look so like a schabigho's about to be
done out of a treat that it would be cruelty tdar@n to prolong your
agony.' His arm went round her shoulders. 'Of aaiins taking you to
lunch.’

David looked relieved. 'You'll do it, sir? You ahktiss Swale together
would just make our play. Wouldn't they?' He turniechis friends,
who had just joined him. They agreed wholeheartedly

One of them asked Kathryn, 'Are you two—is he yguir.
'‘No, he's dot my fiance.' She looked at him. "Wieoy@u, Max?'

He squeezed her shoulder and looked into her fae#'s just
say—we're very good friends, shall we? Now tha#t you chaps
talking, won't it?'

They all laughed, but their gaiety was frozen outabvoice from
behind 'Will you please excuse me? May | trouble gmmove so that
I might pass?'

Reluctantly, Max moved Kathryn to one side andsltoode past them
along the corridor. Max asked, 'How long was handing there?'

'‘Quite a few minutes, sir. | thought you'd seen.him

Kathryn twirled the empty champagne glass betweegef and
thumb, and felt unusually pleasant inside. She bagbyed a



wonderful meal, and Max had been excellent compaly.her
troubles seemed far away, and she had even matadetyet the
shattering look Jon had given her as he had pasked) in the
corridor.

'‘Any more to drink, Kathryn?' Max smiled at heralmey expression.
She shook her head violently.

'It's my guess that you're approaching capacity.| Aigiht?'

She nodded slowly. 'Reached it, in fact," she laha happily.

'‘Now, how can we sober you up enough to greet woid- tongued
boss in precisely'—he consulted his watch—'fift@einutes' time?'
He smiled wickedly. 'Or shall we deliver to him legkstly sozzled
secretary? Now that might be worth watching.’

'Please, Max,' she pleaded, 'some strong coffeedoefjo back. He's
steely-eyed enough when I'm sober. Can't begin &gime what he'd
be like if | turned up a little bit," she pausedfitad the right word,
‘alcoholic.’

‘All right, sweet, I'll take pity on you.' He sigtedd the waiter and
Kathryn was speedily presented with a cup of strblagk coffee,
which almost restored her to sobriety. But notejuit

When she flung open her office door, she still &bl to take on three
Jon Wrights, let alone one. She put down the diamtof chocolates
which Max had given her, 'in lieu of a birthdaytgifas he put it, and
resisted the temptation to lift the lid and gazéhatenticing contents.
She had left her escort in the entrance foyer.

'l refuse to go any further," he had told her, gmding to shake in
alarm, 'in case I'm devoured by that wild animahdifoss of yours.'



They had arranged to meet at the first rehearsahefplay, and
Kathryn was to let him know the date of it.

She tapped boldly on the head of department's aladmwalked in.

'So you're back at last." He examined her flustmezbks and shining
eyes with undisguised interest. "You're just &litit drunk, | believe.
It would appear that you enjoyed your jaunt withuytuture stepson.’

'It was wonderful. The food was superlative,’ sharmed to her
subject, 'and Max ordered champagne, because we ceézbrating
our combined birthdays. He said it almost madeniisst but he was
glad he wasn't my brother.' She frowned. '‘Camiktiathy. He gave me
an enormous'—she heavily emphasised the word—'bolxazolates.
Would you like one?’

She turned to go to her room, but he raised higl.H&lw. Come back
here.' He got up, walked round his desk and leagaghst it, resting
on his hands. His gaze crept over her and it dessptre colour in her
cheeks. 'Now that you have unburdened yourselfs I8isale, it's my
turn to lecture you. To throw your own expressiachin your face,
that man is a woman-eater. He's too smooth to be, the's a
line-shooter and, in my opinion, not to be trust&tth the opposite sex.
Although knowing your natural feminine perversttyat will probably

make you even, more interested in him.’

She frowned again, and felt her irritation growagyshe listened. She
was sure Max was none of these things. Then,fsetling a little
light-headed, she broke into a brilliant smile.

‘To throw back in your face the words which youdiabout me to my
brother, Dr. Wright, if | didn't know you hated thvery ground |
walked on,' she mimicked him daringly, 'l'd say yeere jealous!



With great satisfaction she watched him tightenaigh incredulous
fury. His hand groped about on his desk for a rassiis fingers
closed on a book. As he raised it and drew it batk the throwing
position, she laughed in his face and ducked othefoom.

'So you've sobered up now?' Some time later, Joveged his
subdued secretary who waited, notepad in handhigadictation.

'I'm—I'm sorry about that. As you would probably s#ll have to
learn to take my drink.’

'‘Not at all. With your reserve gone and your basraown, | found you
intensely interesting. However, don't let it happagpain—during
working hours.'

He smiled, extracted a packet of cigarettes from pocket and
proceeded to light one.

Kathryn was stunned. "You smoke, Dr. Wright? Youeraused to.'

‘Yes, | smoke. | began a long time ago after we-kénop. Then |
stopped. Now I've started again. Any objections?’

‘That's Annette's influence,” Kathryn thought. Alowshe said,
‘Smoking's bad for your health.'

‘Well now, I'm glad to know that you still have nmterests at heart.'
He produced the packet again and held it out to'Tigr one?"

‘Certainly not, thanks.'
'l can't corrupt you?'

'‘Not in that respect,’ she replied, without thirgkin



He pushed the packet into a drawer and raisedzziqal eye at her/
‘That sounds distinctly promising. | must try sotimae to corrupt
you—in other respects.'

She grinnedathim. 'I'm incorruptible.’

‘Are you, indeed? Now that is a real challenge.rétgrded her with,
narrowed, assessing eyes, through the cigarett&kesnitudging by
your past record, you are not.'

Her smile vanished. 'The other man again,' shegtitomiserably.

His eyes still on her, he remarked, 'Isn't it time switched to less
personal topics and did some work?

'I'm rarin' to go, can't you see?"'

'‘M'm. Sarcastic, too, is she?"

He dictated some letters and stubbed out his digare
That's all, Miss Swale.'

But she remained where she was. 'Dr. Wright? ksnitopportune
moment to pass on to you a message from the pal¥Cip

'It's as good as any, | suppose.' He started othanacigarette and
leaned back in his chair, waiting.

She took her courage by the ears. 'The other daycks told me
that—that it had been brought to his notice that-ydVe— | was
crossing out the words on the letter heading alvepties being
addressed to the principal.’

His eyes were hard. 'Well?'



She faltered a moment, but breathed deeply andtagain.

'He told me to tell you he doesn't approve of tldbe licked dry lips.
‘And would you please stop.'

His eyes flared. 'And what if | don't?' She shoek lhead, helplessly.
'‘And who "drew his attention" to it? No, don't tefle, | can guess.
You.'

She paled. 'Me?' She stood and faced him squédelywright, if—if
your lack of trust in me as a woman,' her voiceoghbadly, 'is
affecting your trust in me as your secretary, tittentime | found
another position.'

He looked at her, placed his cigarette carefullytloe ashtray and
came slowly round the desk. His arm curved acressimoulders. '‘No,
don't do that. Come on, calm down. If | was unjusfologise.’

Because the feel of his arm around her was so sweetause she
desperately wanted to turn and hide her face aghiagacket and
cling to him with all her strength, she tore awawl daced him with
blazing eyes.

He stared at her. 'Good God, woman, don't shrioifmy touch like
that!'

She saw his deep anger and knew she must havenkecdkitie note of
anguish behind his words.

As he sat down again, he said with heavy sarcashalni't notice you
objecting to the principal's son when he did that.’

They were silent. Then he asked dully, 'Is thesghang else?’

‘Yes, there is.' She hesitated for a long time.



‘Well, come on. Or," he smiled unpleasantly, 'are gfraid?'
‘Yes.'
Astonished, he looked up and saw for himself tlae iie her face.

His hand went to his head. 'So much for my sciendiétachment. I'm
sorry. I'll try to keep my temper, but heaven knpws all the
circumstances, it's very, very difficult.'

‘The principal mentioned that you're one of theaargers of a—-'

'—of a conference on a certain aspect of physiashwinterests him.
Yes, | know, would | please wangle a ticket for Aiforrect?’

‘Yes, but that's not all. He also wants—me to g Wwim.’
The words came out in a rush, and she waited ®ostibrm to break.
'You? What the blazes do you know about it?'

She shook her head, and he saw the moistening efyas. He held up
his hand. 'For pity's sake, don't turn on the tagesn. | couldn't stand
it. Anyway, I've run out of clean handkerchiefdigbrought a watery
smile to her face, which he apparently saw witlefeHe looked at his
watch. 'l have a meeting in thirty minutes. Leaweith me, and I'll see
what | can do. All right?' His smile was almost ckiriNow, | have

twenty minutes exactly in which to read some papelesvant to said
meeting, and | do not want to be disturbed undgramumstances.
Not even for royalty. Got that?'

‘Yes, Dr. Wright.'

He pulled a pile of papers towards him and wavedbeof the room.



Ten minutes later, Kathryn's door was pushed openette Linton
stood there. 'l wish to see Dr. Wright. Is he in?'

'He's in, Miss Linton, but he gave me strict ordewsto disturb him.'
'Oh, he wouldn't include me in that. Just tell im here.'

‘But | --'

Annette walked towards his room. 'Well, if you wtari’

Kathryn pushed herself between Annette and the. ddbtell him.'
She knocked and entered.

Immediately, his head came up and he shouted gt¥er know what
| said. Don't disturb me. Now get out!

'I'm sorry, but --'

‘Jon, it's me.' Annette's head appeared rounddbe dnd she smiled
at him.

'Oh, it's you, Annette. Come in and sit down.'

‘My word,' she looked Kathryn up and down, 'youdasecretary like
a watchdog! | had to use guerrilla tactics to oware her resistance.’

‘Yes,' said Jon vaguely, 'she's just a little tificient at times.'

Kathryn slammed his door so hard the windows trechbh their
frames. It gave her just a little satisfaction éahhis shout of anger a
her deliberate act of revenge.



CHAPTER V

KATHRYN sat in Francis' car and waited apprehensivelydor When
she had plucked up sufficient courage that mornmgsk him the
principal's third favour—to take her to view theule on his way to
the education department—he had rounded on heulyi. This time
there was no kindliness to soften his words.

'So it seems that once again you have been disgussi affairs with
your fiance, despite the fact that | warned you nvhstarted this job
that you must be absolutely discreet in that respec

She had no real defence because it had been Heefduwely. She
supposed she had merited his wrath, and the dbeltad voiced yet
again as to her integrity.

He swung out of the college entrance doors anavthimself into the
driver's seat. 'lt's time you learnt to drive,nhattered savagely, as he
took the ignition keys from her, and revved theieagnto life. 'Then
you could have taken yourself in this mockery ofdhicle he calls a
car.'

He crashed the gears and cursed as the enginedstdl started it
again and this time they moved forward out of tagark cm to the
main road. They drove to the other end of the tawd when they
drew up outside the education office, Jon colledtedpapers arid,
without a word to his companion, walked off.

Kathryn drooped in his absence and recalled withetwostalgia the
day she. had first met him. Margery Wright, the nigypist in the
solicitor's office, was a friendly girl.

'‘Come home with me this evening, Kath," Margery said. 'lll show
you the bridesmaid's dress I'm wearing for my agasvedding.'



Margery had persuaded her mother to let her weand had paraded
in front of the mirror in her bedroom. Then Kathtyad tried it on.

'It's not fair, you look better in it than | do,'dwyery had pretended tc
be jealous. 'Come and show Mum how nice you look.'

They had gone downstairs to find Mrs. Wright.

"Look at me, I'm a fashion model," Kathryn had lbedswalking up
and down an imaginary cat-walk.

The lounge door had opened. A tall, dark-eyed, ssrijung man
stood in the doorway and stared at the vision, gy unable to tear
his eyes away.

Margery had effected a careless introduction. "Kath meet my
brother Jon. He hasn't long left Oxford Universityd he's a B.Sc. anc
he's training to be a teacher. Oh, and if youtera@sted, he hasn't got
girl-friend at the moment'

'Hallo, Jon.'

Hallo, Kathryn.' They gazed at each other and kinmy were in love.

It had been as simple as that. Before she hadhefhouse, he had
arranged to meet her the next evening. By the értdeoweek, they

were engaged.

Kathryn opened her eyes as she heard Jon's basktdps coming
towards the car. He was still in a bad temper.

‘You'll have to show me the way to this estatewaut to go to. | don't
know the new part of the town. I've been away g ltme.'

She directed him with the aid of a street map Fsahad given her.
Like most building sites, the estate had a soulle=sgative air. Parts of
houses pushed half-heartedly upwards from the {stickvn earth;



walls, unevenly finished, had the flavour of twettt-century ruined
abbeys; full-grown houses, windowless and withoaord, stared
blindly across muddy, rutted tracks which would dag boast tarmac
and parked cars and street lamps and childreragt pl

‘Are you coming with me?' she asked Jon uncertagdyhe pulled in
to the kerb.

'‘What?' he backed back. 'Look round a house whicFormer wife is
intending-to share with her second husband? Whatodotake me
for?"

He reached over to the back seat and tugged leifcase to the front.
He pulled out a wad of papers and flipped throdgdnt. 'l trust you
won't be long. | haven't got all day.'

Kathryn picked her way over the rubble and stoodhenthreshold of
the house. Because of its unfinished state, ital@sst impossible to
visualise how it would look when completed. Theaamhich was
surely designated as the lounge was hardly digshgble from the
dining-room, and the space which appeared to bfothmlation to the
kitchen seemed impossibly small.

She looked upwards to the head of the staircastefitore than an

unstable ladder—and decided to attempt the climi, vidhen she

reached the top, discovered there was no upskamsrfg. She stepped
cautiously on to a joist and started to make hegr aang it, but soon

decided the going would be too dangerous. So sikeb@ckwards to

the staircase, and descended it warily, step lpy bex hand spread ou
against the rough, unplastered wall for support.

She had almost reached the ground floor when het foeade
precarious contact with a pile of bricks, slitheoédt and turned over.
There was a wrenching pain in the region of heteaakd she swayed
with agony and nausea. The faintness eventuallysegoasand



overcoming with some effort her feeling of genensdakness, she
tried to walk, but discovered with dismay that thet could not bear
any weight.

She managed with great self-control to hobble ¢éodbor-. way, and
called plaintively, 'Jon?" --\

He didn't stir. She tried again, louder this tirden?’

Still he didn't move. Tears threatened. 'I'm suess tdoing it on
purpose,' she thought.

‘Dr. Wright!'

'Yes?' He answered as if he had heard all the tiiie.voice was
disinterested.

'I'm very sorry, but I've hurt my ankle.’

He got out of the car reluctantly and approachedalseshe leaned
weakly against the door frame.

'‘Well, what do you want me to do?'

She was bewildered by his attitude. 'l thought gpshif you could
help me to sit down somewhere for a few minutewsjgght feel better.’

But he just stood there regarding her sceptic8he thought that if
she explained, he might change his attitude. 'My $tipped off some
bricks and it's obviously aggravated my old trouble

He frowned at this statement.

'l injured my ankle as a child and it created an@arent weakness
there.'



'‘Really?' He smiled cynically. 'l knew you in yoiens, did | not? |
can't remember your ever mentioning such a thing.’

She was growing tired now and her good ankle wagnheng to
complain at the extra weight it had to bear.

'‘No, perhaps not,' she replied in a tired voicet You didn't know
everything about me, did you?'

'Oh, didn't I?*

She ignored the deeper meaning in his words. 'Aaddidn't know
each other for very long, either.’

'I'll grant you that.'

He looked at the builders' rubble around the 8illesee if | can find a
piece of wood you can use as a stick.'

As he moved away, picking up pieces of timber asgtinng their
lengths, she said quietly, "Your arm would be bgtheit he chose not
to hear her.

She was thinking that if he did not return soorg siould sink to the
ground with fatigue, but he came back at that mdaraad handed her
some scrap timber which seemed to be exactly togtatke her weight.

'‘Use that to get you to the car," he threw at aloasly, and walked
away.

She closed her eyes to stop the overflow of teggitsed her teeth and
limped to the roadway along the sloping boards WwHhad been
thrown down haphazardly to accommodate the builde
wheelbarrows. Without looking at her awkward pr@gteor even
putting out a hand to help, he opened the car alodvatched her ease



her way into the passenger seat. He took the mia®od from her,
threw it back on to the building site, got into tte and drove on.

He drew up at last in the college car-park. 'l sggpmu still maintain
you can't walk unaided?"

Her ankle was aching more than ever. It had stadeavell and was
beginning to throb. She shook her head and satl, awwueful smile,
‘Afraid not.'

Jon wrongly interpreted the smile and looked atwién contempt in
his eyes. 'l see you think it's a big joke. | sdly this for you, though:
you're an excellent actress.'

Was that what he was thinking—that she was puttingan act?
Before Kathryn could decide upon a suitable retwethad slammed
out of the car and was walking away, calling overdmoulder, 'I'll tell

your fiance. It's his problem, not mine.’

Francis soon came hurrying out of the building. '8ar, what has
happened? Dr. Wright said you seemed to have sastaome son of
injury. What have you done?'

His lined face seemed very concerned as she twidhbw she had hurt
herself. 'l shouldn't have allowed you to go onryawn, but I've been
so busy. You shouldn't have gone clambering akbkatthat. Now
what can we do? Dr. Wright said he could not takelyome, as he has
an appointment. I'm busy with a councillor. Woulauy brother be
free, do you think?'

'He might be. If he is, he won't mind running mSri® I'm afraid |
wouldn't be much good at work today, Francis. | lsardly walk.'

'Of course not, my dear. And don't come back yatilr ankle is quite
better. | think you'd better see a doctor.’



Kathryn promised that she would, and Francis wértbdind Geoff,
tie came almost immediately.

'l had some free time, lucky for you. Is it youd dfouble? How did it
happen?'

On the way home, she told him, leaving out theystdrJon's lack of
sympathy. Her brother helped her into the housedsaday on the
couch with her ankle, which was very painful nowstmg on a
cushion.

Geoff telephoned the doctor. 'He'll be along asismhe can,? he tolc
his sister. 'I'll leave the door ajar so that he gat in.'

'‘Look after Francis' car, won't you?' she callédrafim as he went out
again. 'l think Jon would have wrecked it, givelf bae. chance.'

Geoff laughed. 'Don't worry, I'll return the rattegp quite safely to the
Old Boy.'

Next morning, Kathryn sat in her living-room, reaglithe paper and
waiting for her brother to take her to the locatpital. Her coat was on
and her bandaged foot rested on a stool. The dbatbcalled the day
before to examine her injury. He had applied stiragppand given her
some tablets to dull the pain. He told her an Xanas advisable,
although he doubted if the damage was very gredtfydcause of her
old ankle' injury, a hospital visit was arrange@o® had been given
Francis' permission to use his car to take heether

She heard her brother's key in the lock, and call#d'lI'm in here,
Geoff.! She heard him come in and folded the nepepaRight on
time, for once,' she commented, without looking up.

'Yes, | am, aren't I?'



Her head jerked round. 'Jon!

'Hallo,' he said, smiling down at her.
'‘But |—I expected Geoff.'
‘Disappointed?’

'‘No, | mean, what are you doing here?'

'I'm taking you to the hospital.' He stood in frafither and looked at
her foot. 'I'm here to apologise. I'm—sorry for atjitude yesterday.
Geoff confirmed what you told me about your ankle.was
unforgivable of me to treat you like that. You mhat/e been in some
pain.'

'l certainly was. But you wouldn't have believed ifnehad told you,
would you?' She looked at him curiously. 'Is thisaat of penance,
taking me to the hospital?’

He smiled slightly. "You could call it that. Nowow do we get you to
the car?'

'Your car?"
'Yes. Pleased?"

She nodded. She lowered her foot to the floor aed to support
herself on the injured ankle, but the slightesspuee gave pain.

‘Jon, I'm afraid I'll have to borrow your arm. Douymind?'

He studied her for a moment. 'There's only onetaap this. I'll carry
you.' His arms came out and he scooped her into.th&ut your arm
round my neck, for goodness' sake, otherwise it'tweork. | don't
bite, you know, even at close quarters.'



She felt strangely shy in the arms of this man veledpng ago and for
so short a time, had been her husband. He lookedhar face and she
felt his breath on her pink cheeks.

'‘My word, this takes me back some years. Justdilidimes. Still as
light as a snowflake.' He dwelt on her mouth. 'hder if your kisses
taste the same.' She turned her head away. 'Oheyoute safe with
me, Miss Swale. | wouldn't dream of tearing dowe tharriers
between us. | never plunder another man's territory

‘Jon, we must go.'

He carried her to the car, which was parked in glieway, and
lowered her gently to the ground. With the samdlgeass, he helped
her into the front seat. Then he got in the otie and drove off.

"Your appointment is—when?"'
'Eleven-fifteen.’

‘Then we're in good time.'-

"How are you managing at the college, Jon?'

‘Not too bad.' He gave her a quick smile. 'No omelspensable. Not
even you.'

'‘Put in my place again,' she thought dismally.

The traffic was heavy and delayed their progreksyWwere waiting at
the third set of traffic lights, when Kathryn sai@his is a lovely car,
Jon.'

‘Yes, itis. | know you've been itching to try iitd

"Who told you that?'



‘Your brother. He gives away your little secretsy know.'
She was silent, refusing his bait.

‘Tell me something.' His tone was edged with cymti'Now that |
possess greater financial flexibility than | evesed to have—for
instance, | can now afford a large car, and cag atatop-flight
hotels—would you take me back as your husband?’

She knew he was not being serious. She heard tedss in his voice
and recognised the insinuation that all she waseasted in nowadays
was the size of a man's bank balance.

'‘No, don't answer that question. | don't want town

He drew up in the hospital car-park and with hisphghhe moved
slowly across the forecourt to the outpatientstagrde. 'Painful?’ he
asked, as they reached the building.

She bit her lip and nodded. He whispered in herkapicked you up
now and carried you, it would cause quite a stialBwe try it?'

She gave him a brave smile. 'One look at me iretlard they'll bring
me a wheelchair.'

‘Cheer up,' he said, 'we're nearly there.’

He was being so sweet she wanted to cry. They dieszeted to the
waiting-room and he led her to an empty seatthgre. I'll make some
enquiries.’

He went across to the office window and told tlezlcl'l've brought a
patient for an ankle X-ray.'

'l see.' The clerk handed him a printed form. 'gesther to fill in the
relevant details on this, would you, please? Cang#t to the table?’



"'l help her, thanks.'

His arm round her waist gave her firm support am sank on to the
chair next to the table. She read through the famch searched in the
depths of her handbag.

He slipped his pen from his top pocket. ‘Use mine.'

She looked up and smiled her thanks.

Her hand hovered over the word 'name'. She heasitaleng time.
‘Your name is Wright.'

Startled, she looked at him and saw that he wasnirg. '‘Unless
you've changed it by deed poll back to your maideme, Swale?'

She shook her head.
‘Then your name is Wright, Mrs. Kathryn Wright."'
Something inside her held her back. Still she hesit

'I'm sorry," he persisted with some asperity Hdrsng a name with me
sticks in your throat, but that's what it is in #ees of the law?'

‘Anyway," he added, as an afterthought, 'take h#avton't be for
much longer. You'll soon be safely married, woouy

She flushed and proceeded to fill it in. He watclesdry word she
wrote, then returned the form to the clerk. He aélper back to her
seat, handed her a magazine and found one for hirtisseemed an
interminable wait, and Kathryn was about to tefl fmleave her there,
when a nurse called out, ‘Mrs. Wright?' and lookaahd the room
enquiringly. 'Is Mrs. Wright here?'



'Yes, here," Jon replied for her, before Kathryd had time to collect
her wits and respond to the unaccustomed surname.

'‘Come this way, please, Mrs. Wright.'

Jon helped her to her feet and began to guidedriesato the door.
The pitying looks of the other patients unnerved d&d she clung
tightly to Jon's arm. The nurse quickly saw hedp@ment and linked
her arm into Kathryn's free one. The trio then peated along the
corridor to the X-ray room.

'‘Would you like to wait in there, Mr. Wright?' Thmreirse indicated a
small waiting room adjoining the X-ray theatre. v¥avife shouldn't
be too long.'

‘There's no need for you to wait, Jon. | could goa by ambulance,
couldn't I, Nurse?'

The nurse nodded, but Jon spoke curtly. 'Of collfseait. | wouldn't
dream of leaving you.'

The nurse smiled. 'You have a very attentive huspltrs. Wright.'
Kathryn stole a quick look at Jon, but his face emsressionless.

The radiographer was quick and efficient and it waslong before
she had completed the series of X-ray pictures reduby the
doctor-in-charge. The nurse reappeared and help#dty to a chair,
promising to return soon to take her back to thiéimgaroom. Kathryn
wondered nervously how long the nurse would be lampoed Jon
would not be too annoyed at the delay. She heareésne ask him
whether he was a patient waiting to be attended to.

'‘No,' he answered. 'I'm waiting for my—my—for M#&right.'

'Oh, | believe that is the lady in there who's sedd Come out. So if
you would like to collect her, you could be awaywio



"Yes, of course,' Jon answered, and then he wadistain front of
Kathryn, holding out his arm. '‘Coming?'

She stood up, and his arm went round her waiste#tsier this way."'
He turned to the nurse beside him. 'l take it @seaiit will be passed on
to the doctor, who will contact us at home?'

‘That is correct, Mr. Wright. Your own doctor watlvise you as to the
treatment he wishes your wife to have.'

They were soon back at Kathryn's house. Withoutdtem, Jon lifted
her out of the car and carried her to the frontrdoo

He held her while she' slipped the key into thé&l@nd turned it. Then
he carried her into the living-room and lowered gently to the
couch.

He looked down at her bright eyes. 'Now you caayt ygou've never
been carried across the threshold. Will you beigiit if | leave you?
How will you get your food?'

"'l manage somehow. I'll hobble into the kitchen.
"You must rest your ankle, you know. What aboutvtieekend?'

'Oh, Geoff will be here, and Helen will come overhelp. Do you
know Helen, Geoff's girl-friend?’

'‘No. A pleasure to come, no doubt.’
‘Thank you, Jon, for everything."'

'‘Don't mention it, Miss Swale. All part of the clffeuring service. I'll
send you my bill, plus ten per cent service chargkeu of trig. Now,
my watch tells me | must be off. | have a lunchedat



She had to ask, although she knew she shouldnith-**/with
Annette?’

'‘With Annette. Right first time. Now perhaps youdenstand why I'm
anxious to go.

Kathryn was desperate in case the hurt she feltldhghow in her
face. Her smile was fixed as she thanked him afgaitaking her to
the hospital.

He shrugged. 'I've got to live up to my reputatigau heard what the
nurse called me—an attentive husband. About tersytea late.' Then
he was gone.

That evening, Geoff brought Helen home. Kathryn imathaged to get
herself a light lunch by limping round the kitchdmlding on to
cupboards and chairs, but she had to apologiseoff @&r not having
his tea ready.

‘That's what I've come for," Helen told her chderfu'll feed you both
tonight And we'll wash up, won't we, Geoff darlihg?

‘Yes, we will, Helen darling.' They laughed intoclkeeother's, eyes,
exchanged a quick kiss and disappeared into Kathkyichen.

She heard a great deal of laughter and rattlingrotkery, and her
pleasure in their happiness was outweighed bygingnwhich stirred
restlessly within her, to experience such happimesself. She had
known it, of course, with Jon all those years &joe had known the
ecstasy of loving and being loved. Now the tastéhefpast was bitter
in her mouth. Jon had Annette. She, Kathryn, hatd¢is. She fought
off the creeping doubt which sprang upon her likeeature from the
wilds, and her thoughts came out panting from tieoanter.



They had their tea sitting by the fire, and whewais cleared away,
Helen and Geoff joined her again. The evening mhpksmsantly.

Next morning, the doctor told Geoff that his sidtad sustained a bac
sprain and that no bones were broken, but the ojdryi had
aggravated the trouble, as they had suspected.

Geoff managed to get some lunch for the two of thieenfollowing
day. It was Saturday and Helen had promised to ¢eet and bring the
food with her.

Kathryn was on the couch again, reading a magazmeh Geoff had
bought her, when she heard odd noises overheade Were voices
and a certain amount of scuffling, and footstepsand down the
staircase. She called to Geoff to ask him what gaasg on, but he
didn't seem to hear.

Then there was a sound which made her bristle—riassef loud
sniffles at the base of her door. A dog—it museblube a dog. To
confirm her fears, there came a short, sharp bé&wkowed

immediately by a shushing sound. Clearly, someoag wging the
animal to be quiet.

After that, Kathryn was determined to find out whais going on. She
called in a loud, big-sister voice, 'Geoffrey, coiméere at once!'

She heard his muffled answer, '‘Coming soon, Kath.'

Ten minutes later, footsteps stopped at her livows door. There
was a whispered, ' 'Bye, Jon, see you later,' i@tb by, 'Won't be
long, Geoff. | wish you luck!

Jon? What was he doing in the house? 'Just whait'g @n here?'
Kathryn rapped out. 'Would you be kind enough tome?'



Her brother took cover. 'Give me a chance, Katbnfse not to hit the
ceiling when | tell you.'

'How can |, when | don't know what you're talkirgpat?'

‘Well,' he sat on a chair near the door, sensiagltie might need to
make a quick exit, 'you know we have some sparmsagpstairs, the
one I've decorated, a kitchen and another room?

Well," he eyed her uncertainly, 'I've let them.'di=ared his throat. 'To
Jon.’

'You'vewhat?'
‘Let them to Jon.'

'‘But—but that's out of the question. We can't hdwe living here.
Now can we? What a ridiculous suggestion! Anywdyaven't given
my permission as part-owner of the property, and gan't do
anything without that.’

'‘But I've done it, Kath. It's all settled and Jansved in. Today.'

Her voice rose shrilly. 'But he can't have!' Gawitided. 'You've done
all this, without telling me, taking advantage of mjury, knowing |
couldn't interfere...?'

'Sorry, Kath,' he was very much the younger brotiosv, 'but we both
knew you'd make a fuss. That's why we arrangeltiwitiout telling
you. He's paying a terrific rent, Kath—far morerthavanted. He said
it would help us and help him, until he finds & & his own.'

Kathryn was bewildered. 'But | heard a dog.’



'Yes, he's got a dog. A beauty—a golden labradou'liYlove him.
You know how you love dogs. He was in kennels wbda was at the
hotel, and Jon didn't like that at all. So thatsvht all came about.'

‘And when did you two plan this—this underhand k?icOn my
birthday while you were dining together at the Hdiethought so. It
was | mean of you, Geoff, not to tell me. | stidirdk agree that he car
stay.'

Geoff turned as the front door opened. '‘Be quiet, e's back.'

'l don't care. | don't want a tenant. | don't wiaimt here. Or his dog."'
She dropped her voice slightly, "You know what MZsosbie's like

about animals, Geoff. She won't work in arty howbkere there's a pet,
because of the hairs and mess they make. She&d,|&eoff. You've

got to tell him to go.’

Her brother gave up. He stood at the door andctalstairs, 'Jon, it's
no good. | can't get her to agree.' He went oavjie the dooopen. A
few moments later she heard him say, 'Over to yon, | hope you
have better luck than me.’

Jon stood in the doorway, then he walked in, clageddoor and
looked at her. His eyes explored her from headrtgghng bare toes,
and she became uncomfortably conscious of her faldedslacks and
shrunken, once-white sweater. She knew he was dioargpurpose,
and she wanted to curl up and crawl away from fokopged scrutiny.

‘Now, having reconnoitred the enemy, and summeldeupotential,’
he selected a cigarette, snapped his lighter opdndeew upon the
flame, 'I'll fire the first salvo." He regarded hagain. Deliberately
slowly, he moved the chair Geoff had vacated, plaiceext to her, sat
sideways on it and draped his arm over the back.

'l understand that you are objecting to my presamtas house.'



Unnerved by his lingering inspection, she floundeeand tried to
collect her disordered thoughts.

‘My—my chief complaint is that | was not consultesipart- owner of
this house. How can | agree to letting you, opalbple, live here?'

'"You are referring, | assume, to my past relatigmslith you. But that
was years ago, and no one is aware of it, surebgp us?'

She tried again. 'What | mean is, we live a vemypde life. This house
Is not luxurious, not even particularly comfortabl®¥e don't have
central heating. We can't offer you the attention'ye been used to in
recent years.'

'‘But I've lived here before.'

'l know, but circumstances, and you, have alteredesthen. Your
status in life has risen.’

'‘By that | suppose you mean I've gone up in thddyevhereas you
have stood still, and | should therefore considet frou and your
brother are not good enough for me.'

She had no answer to that.

"You surely know that I'm not the sort to turn nack on old friends?
Anyway, I'm fond of Geoff, always have been.'

She made another attempt to oppose him. 'But wdmattgyour food?'
She realised with horror that her opposition wasntiing and that
she was actually in the process of giving in.

'l can cook for myself. Years of necessity havekdume how.'

Your—washing?'



'l just send the whole darned lot to the laundas\E
'‘Furniture? We haven't got much to offer you.'

'l have some of my own in store. A few bits anccpgcollected over
the years.' She found she had nothing to say. Urideelentless gaze,
she was becoming powerless to counter his arguments

He raised an eyebrow. 'Run out of objections?'
'‘Well, there's the dog.'
‘Yes, there's the dog. You don't like dogs?"

She crossed her fingers and hoped he would belie/ée she was
about to tell him. 'No.'

'‘Now that's a pity." He watched her through narwges, put his
cigarette to his lips and drew on it. 'A great pitylove them.
Especially mine. He's everything a woman is not-alpgffectionate,
undemanding—and above all, faithful." He rose, Is&ab out the
cigarette on an ash-tray from which he first tippedl the pins, paper
clips and buttons. He grinned. 'lt's quite obvigos don't smoke.'
Then he became serious. 'We shall just have to &eepf your way,
my dog and |. Now.' He towered over her, his handbe pockets of
his brown casual trousers, his thick white cabiketst sweater,
emphasising the darkness of his eyes, 'Since Heeked out of the
hotel and checked in here, since all my belongargson the premises
and since I've signed an agreement with Geoff abgutenancy—a
minimum of twelve months with two months' notice either side
after that—and since that tenancy has alreadyestavhatever you
might say now, you can't throw me out. Sorry.'

He stood at the door. 'And rest assured, my dod anitikeep out of
our charitable and charming and welcoming landkady as much



as is humanly and caninely possible. But let thahes landlady
remember that she is also my secretary, and thater boss, have the
whiphand at our place of work.'

He slammed the door behind him. Kathryn lay backh@ncushion.
She was palpitating with fury, and only the weakn&s ankle
prevented her from rushing up the stairs and thigwierself on to
him and beating a mad tattoo on his arrogant chest.



CHAPTER VI

HaLLO, Kath.' Geoff came into Kathryn's room ten mindsgsr and
handed her a cup of tea. He asked with forced fiieess,
'‘Everything settled now?'

'Yes,' she snapped, took her tea, put it on thdl sahde beside her and
returned to her magazine.

He grinned. 'That's good. Jon told me he'd talk ipaund. He said he
usually could in the past, and didn't think he'st lois touch over the
years.'

She glared at her brother, picked up a cushiorhanéd it across the
room.

Hey,' Geoff ducked out of the way, 'it's Jon yooudd be chucking
that at, not me!"

'‘With the greatest of pleasure,' she hissed.

The heavy door-knocker echoed through the hall, Gedff dived to
open the front door. 'Helen darling, come in. Yejust in time to save
me from my sister. She's in a filthy temper.’

Hallo, Kath.' Helen peered round the door. 'lsafeso enter? How's
the ankle?'

'‘Good to see you, Helen. It's getting on nicelgnits. |, should be
back to normal in a few days.'

Helen handed Geoff a large shopping bag. He peesadk it. 'M'm,
food. We're all starving. Is there enough hereltor as well? He's just
moved in with us.' He looked askance at his sis@&me into the
kitchen, darling, and I'll tell you about it. Byghvay, would you be an



angel, love, and help us make his bed? We've feane blankets and
if you could start us off...’

‘That's what I've come for, Geoff, to help. Of cmut'll make his bed'
Geoff called upstairs, 'Jon, come and meet mydpdst

'‘With pleasure, Geoff. Be down in a second' Foptsstame down the
stairs, then Jon's voice said, "You weren't inyitel. Up you go. She
doesn't want you in there.'

But it was plain that the dog did not want to golgao his master wait
up again and the dog scampered behind him.

Geoff stared at his sister. 'What did Jon mean,danit want the dog
in here? You know you love --'

'Sh-sh, Geoff! | can't have him in here because i&. K@rosbie. If she
finds dog's hairs in every room, she'll leave.'

Jon came in, eyes on Helen. 'Jon, this is my geht, Helen Brown.
When we can afford it, we'll be getting a ring, Wave, darling?'

'Yes, Geoff darling. Hallo, Dr. Wright."

'Let's start off on the right foot, Helen, if ydddrgive the pun. Please
call me Jon.'

Jon's eyes moved to Kathryn, who looked back at $oorly. His
smile was bland. 'Still working hard, | see."'

She tossed her head at him and looked at Helengdbd of you to
come. You're going to be a real asset as a srstiami.'

Geoff's arm went round Helen's waist and she gamtedhis eyes. 'Am
| going to be an asset as a wife, Geoff?"'



'‘My love, you couldn't be anything else.' He drap@ekiss on her
upturned lips, and they seemed to forget they wetalone.

Jon studied them for a long moment, then glanceticimasly at
Kathryn. 'Watching these two love-birds persuadestinat we two
have missed out on something in our lives. | wondeat it feels like
to be as much in love as they are?'

Helen turned to him immediately. 'Why, haven't gaer been in love,
Dr. Wright, | meanJon ?'

He stroked his chin thoughtfully. ‘Well, I—er—ysds;was, many
years ago.'

'‘What happened?'

'‘Oh—er—the lady in question ditched me, good anaper. I've
almost forgotten the whole incident now." He glahabliquely at
Kathryn, and greatly enjoyed her distress. 'Sheweag young at the
time," he went on. 'Didn't know her own mind." .Himusement
increased as he watched her clench her fists.

'Pity,' Helen said, safe in the circle of Geoffi:ia. "Love's wonderful.
Why don't you two try it some time?"

'Helen, please!" Kathryn's shocked voice broughéiidown to earth,
and she realised what she had said. Her hand di&wsrtmouth.

'‘Oh, I'm sorry, Kath, | forgot about your Francis.'

Geoff hurriedly interrupted. "You talk too much,leie, my love. Now
what about that work you've come to do?' He pregelier into the
hall.



Jon edged to the door with mock-anxiety. 'I'd begfet out of here
fast, otherwise something a lot heavier than aioashmight come
hurtling through the air at me.' He grinned provivedy and left her.

Kathryn tried to get interested in her magazind, dould not settle
down. She heard the laughter and chatter of thersthpstairs, and
occasionally a playful growl or a short, sharp b&tke longed with all
her soul to be with them, sharing their happin&®e grew more
dispirited as the evening progressed, because faparseeing Helen,
who brought in her meal, she was alone until begltidelen called in
to say 'goodnight’ and promised to return the failhg evening.

Sunday passed quietly. During the morning, Fraptisned, and

Kathryn told him that her ankle was a little betesach day. She
managed to cook the Sunday joint and Geoff offemade of it to Jon,

who apparently joined him upstairs for the middaaimThey were so
quiet, Kathryn might have been alone in the ho&é& guessed thal
they both worked during the afternoon, marking seiting homework

and writing up lecture notes.

Kathryn slept so late next morning that she didh&atr the men leave.

That evening, there was a tap at her kitchen dGood evening, Miss
Swale. May | come in?'

'Yes,' she answered with a minimum of politeness.
Jon closed the door behind him.
‘Still not forgiven me for coming to live here?'

She looked at him then, and noted with a stab nécence that her
attitude seemed genuinely to be troubling him. &hded slightly. 'l
forgive you.'



'‘Good girl." He watched her progress round thehkitc "Your ankle
seems a lot better. When are you coming back t&®vor

'‘Probably on Wednesday, when my medical certificats out. Why?
Missing me?'

'‘No." Her smile faded. 'Just missing your efficignahich 1 find
indispensable. Not you.'

Did he always intend to hurt? she wondered unhgpit did he not
realise that what he was saying was like a sldparface?

‘The girl who has taken your place, Jill Somethimgst be one of the
original proverbial dumb blondes.' He looked athfgmh's fair hair.
'‘Present company always' excepted, of course.'

‘Jill Summers. She's a friend of mine.’

'Friend or not, she hasn't a clue. She's all aghihe routine jobs, but
Initiative, none at all.’

Kathryn smiled smugly and opened her mouth to speatkJon held
up his hand. 'All right, Miss Clever Swale, | knaiat you're going to
do—remind me of my reprimand to you on my first d#pu have
since made me eat my words. Satisfied?'

‘Very.'

'Incidentally," he changed his position on the eoraf the kitchen
table, 'is there something about me which makegalhg women
cry? This Jill seems all the time to be on the gevftears, just like
you. Tell me why, will you?'

She turned to him agitatedly. 'You don't speakiliad you speak to
me, surely?'



'‘Why not? Is there a law against it?'

She looked at him sadly. 'Oh, Jon, you don't urideds You've
changed so.'

His eyes narrowed. 'Well, go on. Tell me how.'

She turned away from him, hesitated, then spoka woice full of
emotion, 'The boy I fell in love with and marriedShe stopped.

'‘Carry on,' he said quietly.

'He was sweet and compassionate and thoughtful. Hée-was
wonderful.'

There was silence for a long time. When he spolkevbice was
whisper-soft. 'Let's face it, Kathy, he's gone. Hmae for ever and
he'll never come back. There's only me left.'

The door opened and closed behind him.

Kathryn met Jon in the hall on Wednesday morning was wearing
his sheepskin car coat; and he was holding hisdase.

She was still clearing away the breakfast dish@hk. dear, you're
early.'

'l always am.' He spoke shortly. 'Can | give ydita I'll- wait while
you get ready.'

‘A lift? No, thank you.'



‘There's no need to refuse as though it was songetimmoral | was
suggesting. As you have just recovered from aneainkliry, | thought
you might welcome it.'

'‘Oh—er—no, thank you. I'd prefer to go by bus.wajls do. There's
no reason why | should change now. And—and in ase at wouldn't
look right, would it?"

His eyebrows moved upwards. 'What does that mean?'

‘Well, if we arrived together every morning, it—aiight cause some
talk. And Francis wouldn't like that.'

He lifted his shoulders. 'As you wish. | won't efégain.’

He swept out into the cold morning air, letting soof it in as he
pulled the door shut.

Kathryn swung through the glass entrance doorsheftéchnical
college, and walked across the black-and-white tfledr to the

staircase. She met David Hickley on the stairs,lentbld her that the
first rehearsal of the play had been fixed forftiiwwing Monday.

The delay caused her to be late, and she found bir office, sorting
title post.

'‘Am | glad to see you, Kath!" Jill told her. 'HHbw out gracefully and
leave you to it. Or rather, him." Then she putfimgrer to her lips. 'He's
in there already. He always arrives too early.' @loeight Kathryn up
to date with the work and was collecting her coat bandbag, when
the internal phone rang.

Kathryn lifted the receiver and before she couldasp she- heard,
'‘Miss Swale, would you kindly delay exchanging megless
pleasantries with your friend until coffee-time,danome into my
office at once. | have work to do even if you hawedwing to your



absence, there's a pile-up of papers. To refreshrgemory, | have a
class later this morning and | wish to get throtighpaperwork before
| go." He slammed the receiver on to its cradle.

Kathryn pulled a face.

‘Started already, has he?' Jill whispered. 'Sopoerthan me. | don't
know how you can stand him, Kath. He's awful. I&dpon't have to
work for him again. Cheerio. See you later, if wouvive.'

Kathryn took her book and pencil and went into doabm.

'Sit down,' he said, without looking up. '"You deddylong enough
coming in.'

‘Jill was only getting me up to date with the wddk, Wright.'
'‘Don't answer back.'

She bit her lip. '"Here we go again,' she thoughe desire to weep
welled up in her without warning, but she firmlyaiewed it She was
determined not to let him get her down.

He dictated half a dozen letters, then started agarette.

'Is there anything more?' She spoke in a toneleise vShe knew she
would have to harden herself to his barbs agaia.isld, after all, had
a rest from them for almost a week.

‘Yes. | have a large amount of work to do in comivacwith this

conference I'm helping to organise in Buxton. I'angering whether
you would mind staying on in the evenings, now #rah, to help me
with it? You could have tea in the refectory, atexpense, of course.

She looked up then, wondering how to answer. Hemkmaze flustered
her and she hesitated.



'If you don't want to, I'll quite understand. fllhd someone else.'

'Of course I'll help." She thought she must havagimed the flash of
relief in his eyes before he got up and gathersdhbies together. He
walked out and left her without a word of thanksd &he physically
drooped as the emptiness of the room closed aroend

She pulled herself together and decided to letdtsaknow she was
back. He was free when she called in at the offoel, rose from his
seat, his hands extended in welcome. 'How nice¢oysu back, my
dear. Is your ankle better?’

‘Thank you, yes, Francis.' She sat in the chaiosipp him. 'l've just
remembered | haven't told you about the house yet'

He laughed. 'l wondered whether you would ever i@ntention the
place again after hurting yourself so badly there.’

‘Well, it seemed a pleasant house, or it will beewiit's finished. It
would have helped, though, if we had been giverptaes.' .

"'l ask George Creswell. He should know whereltain them. You
think it would suit us?"

She found she had to steady herself and keep actmtrol on her
deepest feelings as she answered him. 'l thinkutlavbe ideal for us.
It has a lovely view across the fields at the back.

‘Then we'll certainly think about it.’

Kathryn left him and returned to her office.



That evening Kathryn cleared the table and waslpecshe changed
into her white-and-turquoise-striped sweater andtevblacks and
settled down in front of a roaring fire with herttimg.

She wished she could stop her thoughts from wamgléviJon's empty
rooms upstairs. Where did he go every evening?Wa® enamoured
of Annette that he couldn't keep away from her?dliness made her
feel as restless as the dog she could hear roaanmmd overhead.
The longing to go up and talk to him, to stroke faind play with him
became almost irresistible.

Her heart leapt when she heard a key in the Idok.Kaew it was not
Geoff, because his evening class would not havehiad yet. It was of
course Jon, and she heard him sprint up the skérsvhistled to his
dog, who barked excitedly as his master played ithand gave him
some food.

Kathryn held her breath when she heard footstepsngpdown. They
stopped. There was a tap on her door.

'‘Are you there?'

She put down her knitting carefully and walked asrthe room to
open the door. 'Yes?'

‘May | come in?' His eyes meandered over her. A&swsbved back to
let him in, he said, 'That outfit suits you. Malkesnan want to keep
looking.'

'Really? Is that all you came for? To flatter me?aflin itself is
unusual, of course." She smiled up at him, hophegmuld disguise
the excitement she felt at his nearness.

‘Your sarcasm rolls off me, Miss Swale. May | sith?'



Without waiting for an answer, he lowered himseloi the fireside
chair opposite her. 'Knitting a pullover for Frasii

'‘No. A sweater for myself.’

'‘Oh. Do you knit pullovers?"

"Yes. Why? Do you need one?'

'Yes, | do." His voice held little-boy expectancy.

She laughed. 'Then you'll just have to get Anntt&nit you one,
won't you?'

He was silent. Then, 'l asked for that, didn't 1?'

She counted her stitches and put down her workw'Nee finished
my row, I'm going to make a cup of tea. Like one?'

‘Do you know, I'd love one.’

He followed her to the kitchen. She, said, 'If Yiquut the kettle on, I'll
get the cups. There's the kettle, there's wherelaiit in and there's
the tap.'

He was amused. 'What are you trying to do?' Heéhranvater into the
kettle. 'Retrain me for matrimony?' He pluggedmad awitched on.

'‘Why, are you thinking of getting married?' The lenon her face
stopped short of her eyes.

'‘Perhaps. Now, who would | be thinking of marryihgfe leaned
against the draining board and watched her. 'Les@ee Who are the
women of my acquaintance at the moment? There's-Heten, but
she Aortunately belongs to Geoffl There's that | J



Something-or-other. No, she's not my type. Anyvedng's scared stiff
of me.' He paused.

Kathryn stood at the sink concentrating extraondyahard on
scalding the teapot.

‘There's you, isn't there?' His voice was lazy. IS¢#sd him approach,
felt him press close behind her, felt his handschodown on her
shoulders. She had only to turn and their faceddMoush, their eyes
would probe and delve and discover secret depths.

'‘But we've tried it, haven't we?' His voice was armur. His hands
moved upwards, and the butterfly touch of his fiages were

caressing her throat. She could feel his breathimgostrands of her
hair. She had physically to hold herself back s $hhe would not turn
about and throw herself into his arms.

He bent his head and his lips brushed her earit'Bidn't work, did it,
Kathy, it didn't work."'

'Of course it worked," she wanted to cry, 'have yougotten the
strength of our love?'

‘No, Jon,' she whispered, 'it didn't work."'
He moved away.
"'l make the tea.' Her words came through trengplips.

‘To resume my short-list of potential marriage pars, there's always
Annette.' His voice had returned to normal. He Wattctier again.
‘Yes, it will of course have to be Annette.'

Her eyes were dull. "Would you take this tray itite other room?"'



His hands stayed at his sides. 'So our roles arersed at home?
You're giving me orders now. Say please, then lhindp as you
command.'

She regarded him like a sulky child. "You don't peaase to me at the
college.’

'‘Why should 1? You're not doing me a favour thét's.your job—to

work for me. Say "please".
'Oh, really! Then, 'Please, Jon.'
She gave him the tray and a crushing look, but éesiy smiled.

They drank their tea by the fire. Jon stretcheddus, put his hands,
behind his head and watched her. 'Somehow thishdsmme of old

times. You know, when you're not being provocatiyeu're very

restful.’

Kathryn said nothing.

"Unlike Annette,' he went on, "who doesn't seelnaeearestful bone
in her body.'

‘What did you come to see me about?' she snapecsurely, just to
recite the virtues and vices of Annette.’

'Vices. Now there's a word | like, especially wizgplied to women.'

She raised stormy eyes and saw that he was laniysed. "Will you
please be serious?’

They sat without speaking. He watched her nimbigdrs and she
watched her work. At last he said, 'lI've come toiagou would do
this extra work for me tomorrow and Friday evenihgs



'‘Both?'

‘There's rather a lot of it." He counted on higérs. '‘Organisational
details to be recorded, letters to be written, aii to be typed in
rough. Then when I've finalised it, it will havelte re-typed. In fact,’
he sat forward, ‘it might even require some ext@nang work next
week. Would you mind?"

She saw the appeal in his eyes. 'No, | don't mindfree, | believe,
next Tuesday and Wednesday, but on Monday, | hheefitst
rehearsal of the play.’

He cleared his throat. 'Forgive me for mentionimg $ordid matter of
payment, but | would certainly not expert, you t tthis work for
nothing.'

She flushed deeply. 'Don't insult me.’

He leaned forward and said softly, 'Why, would gout as a labour of
love?"

‘That's right.' She looked down at her knittingaréfuited love.'
He drew a sharp breath and she felt his probing gaan her.
‘Kathy, look at me.'

But she kept her eyes hidden.

‘Kathryn.' He spoke sharply.

When at last she raised her head, her impish gtised him to fury.
‘You little minx,' he breathed.

He stood up, roamed restlessly about the room. dostill listen to
music?'



'‘When | have the time.’

'‘Have you a record player?’

‘Yes. Our old one.'

‘That old thing? Does it still work?'

'Of course. | couldn't afford a new one, anyway.'

''ve got stereo equipment upstairs. You must heaome time.
Remind me to set an evening aside. Most of my egsnare spent at
Annette's.’

She held up her knitting to measure it against 8ee desperately
wanted to hurt him as he was hurting her. 'Frasais, when we're
married, he'll buy me a first-class record player.'

'How very nice of him." His sarcasm surely provedtthe was not
invulnerable. '‘No doubt he likes music, too?'

'l believe he does. But he was thinking mainly &.'m

He jerked a packet of cigarettes from his pockéind if | smoke?'
‘Yes.'

He ignored her remark and felt for his lighter.

‘Damn. Have you any matches?'

‘No.’

‘All right, I'll look for them myself. There are @pably some in your
kitchen.'



'No, don't do that.' She found a box and held ittounim.
‘Light one for me.’

'l don't approve. You shouldn't smoke." Nevertlelske struck a
match and held it out. He put his hand round hedsaoved it towards
his cigarette. He watched her face glow throughfldmae and their
eyes met. Kathryn's heart leapt at the searchiegtmun in his. Then
he released her hand. He sat down.

Kathryn frowned. His presence was affecting heraraeeply as the
minutes passed. When would he go, and stop torngehar?

‘Haven't you any work to do?' she asked.
"Why, do you want to get rid of me?"

‘Yes.'

‘Tactful, aren't you?' But still he did not move.

With some relief, she heard Geoff come in. As usalput his head
round the door. 'Hallo, you two." His surprise wasident.
'Fraternising for once?'

'Hallo, Geoff." Jon did not turn his head. '‘Make&hange from being at
each other's throats.'

Geoff stood between them and looked questioninglgnfone to the
other. 'Well, well. Just like old times."

'‘Ah, but you can't make anything of it, boy. Nothiat all Sorry to
disappoint you.'

Geoff sighed. 'Oh, well, must go.' He went upstairs



Jon rose, threw his cigarette end into the fire stnetched. 'l suppose
I'd better follow suit.’

He wandered to the door.
‘Jon, what's your dog's name?"

'Flop. Go on, why do | call him that? Because wkhen&e sits down,
he flops.' He brightened. 'Want to be introduced?’

‘No, thank you.'

'Oh, pity. Well, thanks for the tea.' He stoodrad toor. 'Goodnight,
Mrs. Wright.' He turned and ran for cover.

‘Goodnight, Mister Wright." She slammed the dodrithé him.

As soon as Kathryn arrived at her office next magniher internal
telephone rang. 'Miss Smith here, principal's dacye | have a
message for Dr. Wright." The prim voice was staz¢atKathryn's
ears. The precise accent grated. 'Mr. Rutland wigtheee Dr. Wright
as soon as possible, to discuss some matters mith h

TI'll tell him, Miss Smith."

She went into Jon's room. 'Dr. Wright, the printipeshes to see you
now, for a discussion.'

'He's started early. When am | going to get my wioke?'
Kathryn hesitated at. his door, trying in van tmkiof a suitable reply.

'Oh, all right, I'll have to go.' He pushed togetadew sheets of papet
and walked out.



It was nearly coffee-time when he returned. Heecal{athryn into his
office and flung his papers on the desk. His moad Wwlack. '‘Now
perhaps | can start my work.'

Kathryn waited patiently while he shuffled the pldetters in front of
him. She realised he was not seeing any of the svaétd picked up
and threw down one letter after another, then stgmdvalked to the
window, glanced outside unseeingly and turned.

‘This morning | had what might be described asobopged argument,
to put it politely, with your fiance.'

Kathryn's heart fell like a lift out of control. @hthe two men should
fail to see eye-to-eye was not surprising. Theikgemunds and their
outlooks were quite at variance, their ages alooe them into

different generations. Their natures were such twtflict was

inevitable, as neither would be prepared to conesrtery whatever
the point at issue.

She had already sensed in Francis a hard core Wikielthe stone in a
fruit, was deeply embedded and unmalleable, wioife dt centre, was
as unyielding and obdurate as granite.

He was saying, 'We're just not on the same wav#iehtis approach
to everything is so fundamentally different fromnmj it's inevitable
that nine times out of ten we shall disagree. Helrevgoing to work
together, | can't even guess.'

He faced her. 'Do you honestly know what you'rengon marrying
the man? What is motivating you? Is it that yoeinamoured of him
as a lover? Are you desirous of sharing his worngtlgds, or have you
simply a longing for a home of your own, after year a Victorian
fortress? Maybe it's pity which makes, you willitagsacrifice the rest
of your life to a man old enough to be your father?



Kathryn could not look at him. She could not méetayes of the man
she loved, because the probing nature of his aqusstorced her to
face the doubts and fears which bubbled up intéentily inside her
like a volcano threatening to erupt. Her silencelenhim aware of
what he had been saying. He apologised at once.

'l should never have spoken to you like that ibanfife.

You've made your decision. You're an adult, oldugtonow to know
your own mind. Please forget all I've said.’

Still she said nothing. She watched him as he ddsite head on his
hands, and longed to comfort him with her arms bed lips. He
caught the compassion in her eyes, and seemed nrtamihen
overcome. Then he recovered himself. '‘Shall we stark?'

She ran her tongue round a dry mouth. Her voicehwasse when she
spoke. 'lt—it's coffee-time now.'

He looked at his watch. 'I'm sorry. You'll havenicss it." He glanced
up suddenly. 'Do you mind?'

‘Well, no, not if you --'

"Don't tell lies. Of course you mind.' He was snyglinow, and relief
washed over her. 'All the same, you'll have to niss

He started dictating and continued for some time.skbpped at last
"We'll leave the rest until this afternoon.’

He went out without another word and she gatheeedlings together
and returned to her office. She sat staring uniyapuit of the

window. She knew that before very long she wouldeh@ face her
innermost self. She would have to come to a vigaligion affecting
her whole future. She began typing and the worderbener eyes
blurred and merged and she had to stop to wipéalien tears from



the papers on her desk. She became so immersed wolk that she
didn't hear her door pushed open.

Jon was standing before her holding in his hanteansing cup of
coffee. He lowered it carefully on to her deskbribed one of the
catering staff to make you a cup. Don't say | néviek of you.'

'‘Oh, Jon!" In her gratitude she caught his handheathdl it tightly. Her
shining eyes seemed to dazzle him. 'How very sofegiu, Jon. How
can | thank you?'

He smiled. He pressed her fingers entwined withanmd looked at
their clasped hands. 'This is thanks enough.' iHeetlabruptly and
went to his room.



CHAPTER VII

KATHRYN finished her work at five o'clock. She flicked anib
through her hair and applied a little lipstick- gmalvder. She tucked
her handbag under her arm and was going out afdoen when Jon
appeared.

‘Going to tea?'
She nodded. 'Won't be long.'
"'l come with you.'

She was surprised. 'I'm going up to the studegfisttory. It's the only
place open. The staff dining-room is closed."

'l know. | don't mind mixing with the students. Wslyould 1?'

They took the lift to the fourth floor. They werdomae in it, and
Kathryn felt overwhelmed with shyness at his pragmHe looked at
her and smiled what Kathryn secretly called higcsgd' smile. Her
heartbeats quickened.

They pushed through the swing doors of the refgctdit's
self-service,' she explained. 'You have to taka't

'You take one,' he said. 'My coffee can go on yoliat's all | want.
I'll have my meal later at Annette's.’

‘Do you—have it there every evening?' Kathryn tried sound
disinterested. They moved along with the queue.

'Yes. She's a good cook, as she ought to be as dfeddmestic
science.' He smiled. 'So | just take advantaghefadct. Do you blame
me, especially as | have a standing invitationdargre?'



'l suppose not." Kathryn tried to stifle the fegliof dejection which
had stolen up on her. Clever Annette. She knewvthalltricks for
getting her man.

'‘Have enough to eat for goodness' sake.' Jon agati¢agre contents
on her tray. 'lt's on me, you know.'

‘This is all | want, thanks. I'll have somethingemhl get home.'

Jon carried the tray to an empty space at oneeoloting tables. They
sat side by side.

‘Very pleasant up here.' Jon half-turned in hig aed looked round
him, admiring the gay colouring of the curtains &mahiture, and the
modern paintings round the walls. "Well patronistmh. | suppose
some of these people are evening students. Thiyatioer older than
the daytime crowd.'

"Yes, they crane straight from work, have theirtieee and go to their
classes.'

A group of young people approached and sat dowthattable,
laughing and clattering the crockery. They lookadariausly at
Kathryn and Jon and one of them said,

'Hallo, Miss Swale. All right for Monday?'
"Yes, David. | hadn't forgotten the rehearsal.’
'‘Will your leading man be coming?'

She laughed. 'Well, now you've mentioned it, | mugj Max and tell
him.'

'l hope he hasn't forgotten about the play, Misal&wwWill he keep his
promise and come, do you think?"



Jon appeared to be getting restless. He foundaaettg and was as
usual searching for his lighter, when David prodlls.

‘Use mine, sir,' Jon gladly accepted, used it atutmed it. He sat with
one arm over the back of his chair. He did not seebe listening. ---

'Oh yes,' Kathryn went on, 'he'll be there all tigHe told me | had
only to call and he would come.’

'‘My goodness,' said a girl student who had justgdithem, 'it sounds
as though you've got him where you want him. Wislould get my
boy-friend to that state.’

'Hey, hold on a minute, Sue. Miss Swale's real byl might be
sitting next to her. Are you her fiance, sir?'

'‘Who,-me?' Jon barely moved his head. 'No, I'mthetman of her
choice.'

David joked, "You sound as though you're disapgoinsir.’

‘Do 1?' He turned towards Kathryn and regardedhherowly. 'l assure
you, nothing could be further from the truth.’

She wilted almost visibly before his eyes, whichreed to - give him
great satisfaction.

There was a short pause, and David went on, 'Shé tet us who the
mystery man is, will you, Miss Swale?'

"No. | always like to keep people guessing.' Jomegher a lazy,
calculated look and watched her colour rise.

She stood up. 'It's time | was off. See you Mondagyid. With my
hero.'



Jon ground his cigarette in the ash-tray and fadidwer out. They
walked along the corridor in complete silence. Theyed the corner
towards the stairs and Jon collided head-on withede. His arms
went round her waist.

'Oh, Jon darling, I've been looking for you evergnd'
"Have you, sweetie? Well, here | am.'
'‘Are you coming home with me tonight?"

'Of course, sweet. But | should have told you | ldooe later this
evening. Come and wait with me in my office.’

His arm went across her shoulders and hers liftédstwaist, and they
walked in a leisurely fashion along the corridomatityn excused
herself and, head high in the air, hurried on anfrof them. She did
not know that Jon watched her angry figure untas out of sight,
then removed his arm from his companion's showddmwalked apart
from her.

By the time Jon and Annette arrived in the oth@enrpKathryn was
well into the. pile of work. She heard their voi@esl their laughter,
and tried to drown the noise with the poundinghefttypewriter. When
she came to a section which she did not unders&mehesitated a
long time before deciding that it was imperativeasi Jon's advice.

She tapped on his. door and when he called tochenter, she saw
with a shock that Annette was sitting in his chavaying gently from
side to side, while Jon was sitting on the seatshisetary usually
occupied.

‘Yes, Miss Swale?' He sounded long-suffering.



'I'm sorry to interrupt, but could you please diathis point?'

She handed him a sheet of paper, which he restadonok on his lap.
He found his pen and with it proceeded to answerbery. She was
standing at his side and in order to see morelgldaant over him. In

doing so, her hair swung against his cheek andised his hand to
hold it away from him. She knew he was gettingfthioenefit of the

expensive perfume which Francis had given her forsimas.

As she turned to walk away, having understood kamation, he
swung round and caught her wrist. '‘By the way | d&dl you | wanted
three carbon copies, plus the top copy?"

‘Yes, Dr. Wright." She smiled at him engaginglerthransferred her
smile to Annette. 'I'm so sorry to have interrupged, Miss Linton.'

Annette's cold and beautiful eyes surveyed hericiosisly.
‘Don't mention it, Miss Swale.duiteunderstand.’
Jon watched them and was plainly enjoying himself.

Kathryn sat down at her typewriter, then heard adldurst of
masculine laughter. Jon's raised voice came thrthugldoor. 'If you
knew how much we get on each other's nerves, yaldnt say that..'

Kathryn clenched her fists and squeezed back #rs.t&he ' knew
only too well who he was talking about.

She continued with the work for some time. Thers wa more noise
from the next room and she had just decided tteat tiad both gone,
when Jon came in. By his attitude he seemed tddree.aProbably
Annette had got fed up with waiting.



He walked across to the filing cabinet, proppeddaiihagainst it and
with a slow smile, said, 'My girl-friend tells me ragcretary is making
a dead set at me. Could she be right?'

Because her heart was breaking, and because shiermiwallow a
single tear to trickle through into her eyes, shapped back at him
viciously, ‘Me, making a dead set at you? Good éesyno. You must
be joking. I've landed a much bigger fish than ywayen't 1?'

She flashed her solitaire diamond in front of hilhen put it lovingly
to her cheek.

His dark eyes turned black with anger and he sttarged himself and
walked slowly out.

Kathryn continued typing for some time after ti&e heard no more
from Jon and concluded that he had gone. At akaltiphst seven, she
decided to finish for the day. She took her handibaywent along to
the cloakroom, and was approaching her office agaimen Francis

came along the corridor.

'Hallo, my dear. Still here?"

She explained that she had been working late foMDight and was
just going home. Francis took her arm and walkezk bath her.

'‘Have you had a meal?' he asked.
'l had some tea earlier. | shall have a bite whget home.'

She opened the door of her office. 'Look, my ded&s, not come home
with me? | can contact my housekeeper and telybe‘re coming.'



Then they saw Jon. He was standing at Kathryn'k, deading the
work she had typed. He moved immediately towardsdom.

The principal said, 'Dr. Wright, if you would be kimd as to wait just
a moment...'

Jon stood still.

'‘Now, my dear, will you come back with me? Max viaé there, but
even if he had been going out, he would have chatcehis

appointment and stayed in for you." Her fiancé sdilincidentally, |
have at home the plans of that house. You maytdikalk them over
with me.'

'‘Well, | would only have spent a lonely eveningyss, I'd love to go
home with you, Francis.'

'‘Good, that's settled. Now, while you are getteagy, I'll have a word
with Dr. Wright." He turned to Jon. 'l don't knovh&ther my fiancee
mentioned to you the question of --'

'—of getting two tickets for the conference. Sh& dind I've managed
to reserve two places.’

‘Now that's very good of you. | will of course lesponsible for the
fees for both of us.’

'That has been waived in this case, Mr. Rutland.'
'Oh, but I would be quite willing ...’

'No need at all. It's a small matter, two ticketésxd the hotel
accommodation has been booked automatically. Yoo ba
responsible for that, if you wish.’



'‘But of course. Thank you for what you've done. Ndihey moved
towards Jon's room, ‘with regard to our conversatiis morning, |
have been thinking about your suggestions. | haw&acted the
education department and it seems that some ofigeas might be
acceptable to them...'

Kathryn felt a great lift of her heart. Francis e dismissed all Jon's
ideas out of hand. Jon should be better pleased awavthe thought
made Kathryn unduly happy.

Max opened the door to them. He looked so pleasexsé Kathryn
that her heart was touched. He gave her a sweépivgand took her
coat. When she apologised for having only her

working clothes on, he told her she would look éaluvhatever she
was wearing. They spent a happy evening togettesy &ll studied
the house plans, made suggestions and corrections.

‘Anyone would think," Kathryn said, 'that all threfeus were going to
live there.'

Max looked crestfallen. 'Aren't you going to invitee to stay with
you?'

Kathryn glanced at Francis, then told his son beatould stay there
whenever he wished; '‘But it will be some months wein't it, Francis,
before the property will be complete?' Somehowahswer to that
guestion mattered out of all proportion.

'‘Oh, a good six months, if not more, my dear. k too long - for
you?'

‘No, no,' she hastened to reassure him. ‘Not.dt albuld be foolish to
hurry the builders, anyway, as they wouldn't demadjjob.’



Max took her home. Francis was reluctant, at ficstet him do so, but
agreed in the end. Kathryn was ridiculously glaat 8he had not beer
asked to choose. She invited Max in to meet hethbraand future

sister-in-law. He accepted the invitation with sqoieasure.

'‘Did you know Max, we now have a tenant?'
Max paused on the doorstep. 'No. Who might that be?
'He's a—a friend of Geoff's. It's—Dr. Wright.'

‘What? Your ogre of a boss? How the blazes did &eage to worm
his way in here?'

‘Geoff invited him. They said nothing to me untiias too late.'

"What a rotten trick! How can you stand him? Fysiti have to put up
with him at work, and now at home.'

'I—I don't see much of him, to be honest. Anywag'shout every
evening, and he won't be in yet. So do come and theethers.'

Kathryn called up the stairs. 'Geoff, | have songeewmh me who's
dying to meet Helen. May we come up?'

Helen's head appeared over die banisters. 'Thisdsoexciting. Po
bring him up—it must be a "him", surely? Perhagsmn make Geoff
jealous.’

They went up the stairs and into Geoff's livingsmooKathryn
introduced them, and they sat down—Geoff in an hamg
whereupon Helen perched herself on his knee, Wdataryn and Max
shared the couch.

Helen began in her typically frank way, 'Are you rrmed, Mr.
Rutland?’



'‘Max is my name, Helen. Married? Not even courtitige got a
girl-friend or two. | suppose I'll marry some dag.the meantime, |
like it as | am. | think | must be waiting for arlgiike you to come
along!

‘Hands off my girl!" Geoff protested, and theylalighed.

Max looked at Kathryn. 'Someone like my future step would do,
of course. Very nicely, in fact. But there arenany of her around."

Helen asked, 'Is it you, Max, who's going to acthi@ students' play?
It's going round the staff room that there's g fall, handsome type
joining the cast. The girls are all agog, you kriow.

'‘Well, I'm glad to hear that my advance publicieats have been
doing their job and getting my public in the righdme of mind! |
wonder if the future Mrs. Francis Rutland had amgho do with it?'

'‘Could be, Max. | have sung your praises to thdesits.'

'‘Now, isn't that nice?' He moved closer to Kathayrd put his arm
along the back of the couch. 'My future stepmoshgetting so proud
of her future stepson, she's boasting about hieadyr.'

They all laughed again, and no one heard Geoffs ojpen. Jon stood
there, his expression hostile. He glared at Katlarysh her companion
and Max spontaneously moved his arm from the caodRathryn's
shoulders while his free hand came over hers. Véndta did it as a
protective or as a provocative gesture, Kathryriccaot decide.

The contemptuous look in Jon's eyes sliced thrd<gtnryn like a
sword. What had she done to merit his scorn? Wbuldhe look at
her like that? She tried to move away from Max'mn,abut he
restrained her. The two men stared at each othercoldly cynical,
the other defiant and challenging.



The silent duel between them affected even Helemembarily, then
she said brightly, 'Had a pleasant evening, Jon?'

‘Excellent, thank you, Helen. Annette was good camyp as usual.
Her cooking was superb/

'Did you want me?' Geoff pushed Helen to one sitkpeered at Jon.

'Only to ask if you had remembered to feed my ddgh so much
company around, | wondered if you'd forgotten.'

‘No, it's all right, Jon," Helen told him. 'l fethintonight.’
Jon raised his hand. 'Many thanks. Goodnight."'

When the door closed, Max uttered a prolonged "Whide mopped
his brow. 'l know of no one else who can reducallg §rown adult
like me to the stature of a small, naughty boyne took like that man
can. I'm getting out of here, Kathryn, and quick.'

'He's not that bad really, Max," Geoff told himdtYve caught him in a
bad mood.’

"Then he must be in a permanent bad mood. I'vaditear in action at

the college. You should pity your poor sister, Gedb a certain

extent, | also pity my poor father. Having him &
second-in-command...' He shook his head. 'Com&t@p- mum.' He

took Kathryn's hand and led her to the door. Hespéried, 'Have a
look, there's a good girl, and see if the coasldar.'

They all laughed again. 'It's all right, Max. tdke care of, my little
boy." She patted his hand. 'l know how to answeiotlire back.'

‘You're braver than | am, then. Goodnight, everydresaid in a stage
whisper.



They descended the stairs, Kathryn leading die g&i}, holding
Max's band. As they reached the hall, they hearaement on the
landing. Max looked up apprehensively.

‘Come outside, Kathryn, and say goodnight to meetHés too public
down here." And he led her into the darkness.

Ten minutes later, she returned, slid the boltsseend Went towards
her room. Jon stood on the landing. He spoke.

'‘Just a moment.'

Kathryn felt a sudden urge to run away and hide. $tung round to
reach the sanctuary of her bedroom, but he callkkdarply, 'l said
wait.'

She was too afraid to disobey. He walked slowly nldiae staircase,
and as she met the zero temperature of his eye&nshv exactly what
Max had been talking about. He stood, slightly abter, on the
bottom step of the staircase, his hand restinghenbanister aid. 'l
consider it timely to remind you that it's the fatlyou are marrying,
not the son, and to fall in love with the wrong mreauld be the height
of folly." His eyes dipped below freezing. "And mearry one man
while continuing to encourage the other would besnevnore

despicable. | know, I've experienced it myself. Rerher? The years
between haven't improved your moral standards.'

The insinuations which were snaking their way tigtothis lips were
so full of venom, she could find no antidote.

He took her silence as an admission of guilt, andiesl unpleasantly.

'l see my remarks have gone home. | hope theysaile at least one
unsuspecting man from your intrigues. | learnt tieed way, by

marrying you first.'



Kathryn had heard enough. She pushed through tbe idto her
bedroom and slammed it on him. Deliberately and/sioshe turned
the noisy, rusty key in its lock. Her despair was deep for tears. She
could only walk frenziedly about the room until dired worked off
her anger and persuaded herself into a calmer fodmmend.

Next morning, they could hardly bear to be in thene room. Jon
called her into his office curtly and kept her #hésr as short a time as
possible. There was no discussion, no exchangedaedsi Not a

superfluous word was uttered between them. Beferevént to his

lunch, he called her in again.

'l shall be out at a meeting for the rest of the. dsdter that, | shall be
out for the evening. | take it you have not decitiethack out of the
extra work | asked you to do for me?'

‘At least leave me with some honour, Dr. Wrighshhll do it, as |
promised. | do not bring personalities into my jetsen if you do.’

'For that at least | must be thankful." He walked and left her
standing there.

All her defiance drifted away. The acrimony betwdleem wearied
her beyond words. Now he was accusing her of aecirhich her
principles would never allow her to commit. She Wnshe was
innocent of everything he had charged her with. I8teav also that it
was quite beyond her powers ever to convince hiimeofinnocence,
because he would never believe her again.

She worked later that evening. She preferred wgrko sitting at
home nursing her regrets. She had missed herdeaibe her appetite
had deserted her, and even when she turned thia ke own front
door, the thought of food was still unwelcome. --'



The house would be tidy, because it had been Msskiz's day for
cleaning. She went into the kitchen and at once Igasv Crosbie's
note. The key was placed on top of it, and shegptewithout reading
it what it contained.

'‘Dear Miss Swale," the note said, 'Now there is@id the house, | am
afraid | can't clean for you. You know my feelirgsout animals with
hairs and mess everywhere, so you will not be segy| am sorry, as
| liked you. | hope you will get someone else. YQuUElsie Crosbie.
P.S. | have shut the dog in the upstairs kitchen.'

Kathryn threw the note down and dived up the stding kitchen was
Jon's smallest room, with little ventilation anceavess comfort. She
forgot her quarrel with Jon, she forgot everything the fact that a
helpless animal had been confined for hours in alsspace without
food or water. She opened the kitchen door. Flop lyiag full length
under the table, looking hopeless and miserablewkieed his tall
feebly, rose and stretched, then walked towardshénnspected her
shoes with interest.

Kathryn bent down and cautiously stroked him. ‘slafFlop. We

haven't met before, old chap. I like you. Do yomkhyou'll like me?’

He sniffed her, sniffed again, decided that sherggd and wagged
his tail madly. Kathryn laughed aloud. He had ategmer without

reserve.

She took a saucer from Jon's cupboard and fillagtlit milk, hoping
the dog would like it. He did. She raked around W@scuits. She
opened a tin of dog food and emptied it into a dnstrked 'Flop'. All
the while, the animal sat patiently and watchfolyhis haunches, anc
when she placed the dish in front of him, he diaeid hungrily. At last
he was satisfied. Kathryn washed and dried hisedis&he looked
around and found a hairbrush which still held haddgn hairs and
allowed herself the luxury of brushing his shincaat.



It was bliss to be looking after him. She forgottthshe was
trespassing, that she had no right to be thereth&lltime, the dog
submitted to her attentions with unconcealed deligte licked her

hand and gave her his paw, and showed all the sifji®@coming

devoted to his new-found friend. Now that Mrs. Crediiad decided
to leave, Kathryn experienced an odd sense of free®he need not
keep this beautiful animal at a distance any longer

The front door opened and immediately she paniclesbff was at
Helen's, so she knew it must be Jon. The dog baudden to greet
him.

Could she reach Geoff's living-room before she seen? But it was
too late. 'Hallo, Flop.' Jon looked up the stdiighat goes on? Who's
up there?'

Kathryn could neither answer nor move. She wasfigetwith fright.
She heard Jon's mounting footsteps coming neaten he was
standing in front of her, and there was no mistgkiis anger.

‘What do you think you're doing in my kitchen? Wbgave you
permission to snoop around in my rooms?"'

Her heart was thudding and her eyes appealeddoresicy. 'Jon, |—I
wasn't snooping. Please believe that. It was fop'Elsake that | came
up here.'

Despite her pleading, he was not showing her oteead mercy. In
fact, he hardened perceptibly. '‘Acting the pryiagdiady, no doubt,
trying to find out what damage the dog might benddp the furniture
and fittings.'

'It wasn't that at all, Jon.' She became despéekd& can | convince
you?'



The dog bounded to her side and started lickinghlaed. She bent
down to stroke him and hid her face against higysilbat, perhaps
thinking, subconsciously, that such an action waheld her from
the angry man in front of her.

He was flabbergasted. 'l—thought—you—disliked—do@&ill he
gazed at her. 'So it was a damned lie!

'l had to pretend, Jon. | didn't like to explaintla¢ time, because |
didn't want to hurt your feelings,’ he laughed cwlly at that, 'but
when you moved in, | knew our cleaning lady wowldject to a dog in
the house. | thought if | could prevent him fromrgpinto my rooms,

she might not mind so much.' She stood up and faced That's all

there was to it, | swear.’

But still he did not believe her.

'Flop has been in here all day, Jon." She knevhbeyhardness of his
eyes that she was explaining in vain, but she woatdjive up hope of
stirring his compassion. 'She shut him in, you &®.| found him
some food and—and brushed him and --'

"You brushed him? But | brush him every day.’

'I'm sorry, | didn't know that.' She gave in, thémon't trouble you or
your dog again. Goodbye, Flop." She crouched bekelanimal and
stroked his neck to hide her tears. 'lt's beens®knowing you.'

As she went downstairs, she heard Jon restraidafdérom following
her. And he hadn't even thanked her for all shedwae.

The following day was Saturday, Kathryn decidedthwbitter
amusement, that Jon must have muzzled his dogaakdd him up,
too. She neither saw nor heard the animal all day.



Next day she decided to do some ironing. She hreearldimper at the
kitchen door and a gende snuffle at floor level paeher iron on the
stand and slipped round the ironing board with ibgateart to open
the door. There was Flop, looking up at her witlpesgding brown

eyes, and she moved a fraction to let him in. list cubbed against
her legs and she bent down to stroke him.

'‘Does your master know you're here?' she whispéreet he doesn't.’

The dog flopped contentedly at her feet, waitingHer to finish her
work. Then she gently and secretly led him into Iheng-room and
closed the door. She knew she shouldn't keep himardgued that if
Jon was sitting at his table working, he would migs his dog for a
while.

She sat in her armchair, and the dog lowered hinwelto his
haunches, putting his chin on her lap. She strbketiead and talked
to him and he waved his tail in appreciation. Therflopped on to the
hearthrug and went to sleep. Kathryn found a bawk slid down
beside him. Now and then she stroked him. A glat¢esr watch told
her it was time for the dog to return to his mas&re was about to
waken him when a shout echoed through the hall.

‘Where's my dog?' Jon strode into the room. 'A®ught, he's here.
The dog raised his head, wagged his tail expreysavel settled down
again. Jon looked at the two of them, sitting lergi companionship.
He opened his mouth to shout again, and then,rablied of speech,
shut it. At last he snarled, 'l can't trust youhnnanything, can I? You're
even trying to steal my dog!'

Kathryn knelt beside the animal and looked up atrhaster. 'It's not
true. He came of his own accord.’

‘And you did your damnedest to keep him from rahgmupstairs.'



Kathryn noticed that Geoff was standing in the d@y. She
floundered about in her mind, but could find no vemisto Jon's
challenge. She acknowledged silently that she twage achothing to
make Flop go back to his master, who now saidjumiph, "There you
are, you can't deny it.'

In a few strides, he was across the room. He sdlredlog by the
collar and tugged him to his feet.

'Listen, boy," he said to the reluctant animaly'yaust not come here.
Not—come—here.' The dog's tail wavered and fell.kHew by his
master's tone of voice that something was wrong.

'‘But, Jon," Geoff intervened, seeing the tears sttr his sister's eyes,
"why? Kath loves dogs. She only pretended not tabse --'

'l know, because of the cleaning woman. She toldhattale herself.'
‘But it's true, Jon. And Kath was right—the womdeft'

Jon could only stare from brother to sister. Thetunned on Kathryn.
‘Why didn't you tell me that?'

Her eyes studied the worn patterns on the caipai. hardly gave me
the chance.'

'‘Come on, Flop.' Jon led the dog to the door. 'Maubdt to come down
here again. I'll have to think of something to kgep upstairs.’

'‘But, Jon, don't you understand? Kath's crazy attogs. She's always
wanted a dog of her own, only we could never aftorthuy one, let
alone keep it.'

Jon locked at the brother, who was doing his lmesetp and protect
his sister. He looked at the sister, whose faceweswith tears.



As he looked, she waved her hand helplessly abrwher, and sat
down. 'lt doesn't matter, Geoff. Thanks for comiagny assistance,
but it's no use. | realised long ago that you ciapect feeling and
compassion into a man who, like my former husbapgears to be
carved out of stone.'

Jon stood perfectly still. His hand slipped fromog$ collar. The dog
went back to the rug and flopped in front of thre fi

His master moved across! the room.

‘Kathryn?'

She raised unhappy eyes to his. 'Yes?'

"You want a dog so much?'

She shrugged drooping shoulders. 'What's the usk2$n't matter.'
He pointed to the dog. 'He's yours. You can hawe'hi

He turned to walk out of the room. Kathryn stoodquickly and ran
after him. 'Jon, you can't do that. You can't gieer dog away. He's
yours.'

‘Look, I've said he's yours now.'

'‘But, Jon," her hand on his arm held him back,'fgolnis master, his
owner."' Jon shook her hand off.

She followed him into the hall. Geoff had disapeear

‘Jon, listen to me. Let's share him. Let him berga@and mine. Then
when |—when | get married, he'll be yours again.’



The appeal in her eyes must have struck a responblird in him at
last. 'All right," he said slowly. 'We'll share hintle looked away.
‘Until you marry. Then he reverts to my ownership.'

‘Shall we shake on it, Jon?'
She held out her hand. He held it, briefly, thend# up the stairs.

Kathryn walked back to the rug, sank down besidedtig and put her
cheek against his coat. 'We share you now, Flop.bé&bong to both of
us. For a little while.’



CHAPTER VIII

AFTER tea next day, Kathryn decided to take a quick .nb&the
flung-her housecoat round her shoulders, carriedfgss upstairs and
hung it on the bathroom door. She enjoyed her battkelling in the
scent of the highly perfumed bath cube and tale.\8&s temporarily
at peace with the world, and oddly pleased athtbaght of going out
with Max, even though it was only to a rehearsahefplay. He was
stimulating company and his open admiration prayidéhe
much-needed fillip for which her self-assurance wgsg out at the
moment.

She gathered her belongings together and hurriea tlee stairs. She
put on her new turquoise slip, looked round for kleess, then
remembered it was still hanging on the bathroomr.dSbe dashed
madly up the stairs, annoyed at the unnecessaay,dahd as she
reached the bathroom, the door opened.

‘Hallo,' said Jon, eyeing her up and down. 'Yok leery fetching.’

She turned crimson with embarrassment. 'Jon! Ydwrae early. |
didn't expect...'

'‘Makes a nice change, doesn't it? Did you want suoingg?'

‘Yes.' She felt increasingly conscious of her latkdequate clothing
and wished his eyes would leave her alone. 'l v@mome in for a
moment. | left something behind when | had a bash pow.’

‘You left behind a delightful and very feminine fagne, which I've
been enjoying. Pity | didn't come home just adigboner, isn't it?'

She tried to ignore the wicked laughter in his eyes

'Please, Jon, will you let me pass?' Exasperaiwe g@n edge to her
voice.



He leaned sideways against the doorway and foldedaims. He
examined her minutely and appreciatively, enjoyiniger
embarrassment. ‘M'm. Superficially you've changest the years, but
fundamentally and—er—statistically, | would say.n6ou still have
the same petite but delectable figure.'

'Will you please let me pass? | want to get my sltes
‘That pretty thing hanging on the door? Going out?'

‘Yes, to the first rehearsal of the students' p&y.please, Jon,' the
pitch of her voice rose higher, 'let me in. Or dwale to push you?'

He settled himself into a more comfortable positidiow, that's no
way for a secretary to speak to her boss, whatbeecircumstances.'

‘Jon,please Her voice was winsome, her eyes pleading.
‘Not until you give me the passwondjss Swale.'

She looked into his mocking eyes, which ran laoler her bare
shoulders, down past her narrow waist and cm telipgrered feet.

Then she realised what he meant. 'PleBseWright.' Twin fires of
defiance blazed in her eyes as she expelled theésvm tight lips.

‘That's better, Miss Swale.' Slowly he straighteniesself and moved
a mere fraction, so that she had to push pastfeating the roughness
of his suit rubbing against her bare flesh. Shenkhe was watching
her closely as she reached upwards to the hookeoddor and lifted

down her dress. She eased herself past him agairuahed down the
stairs. He was laughing at her now. But his laugstigpped when she
called over her shoulder, 'Max is coming for mej amlon't want to

keep him waiting.'



Max called for her in his bright red sports car. tAsy roared into the
darkness, Kathryn hoped defiantly that Jon coultt kieem.

The first rehearsal was ragged. No one, excephéne and heroine,
seemed to know which characters in the comedy werg supposed
to be playing. The producer tried to sort out theldie, and in the end
Max, with his experience of amateur drama, welthtisaescue.

By the time all the casting problems had been shivevas too late to
do much more than read through a few pages ofcitiyg.s

Max took Kathryn home and when they arrived at Kails house,
she invited Max in, but he refused, saying he dtl want to risk
meeting an ogre so near to bedtime. 'lIt would gne a nasty
nightmare,' he declared, with a convincing shiver.

They arranged that Max should spend the followihgrgday evening
at Kathryn's to rehearse their pieces, becauserbsoned that if the
two leading players were proficient in their partsywould help the

others to establish themselves in theirs. , Theséauas silent when
Kathryn let herself in. Not even the dog barkedwvdis late, and she
hoped she would not meet Jon. After such a pleaseming in Max's

company, she could not bear the sight of Jon'®osar@yes asking her
silently and accusingly what she had been up to.

Jon welcomed his secretary into his office with mad smile.
‘Suitably attired this morning, Miss Swale? Ah yady too well clad,
| see. Never mind, it will help me to keep my mioa my work. Sit
down.’

There seemed to be a subtle difference about hathrigtn decided.
She could not pinpoint the change or the reasoit, for



but it was there. It must be Annette, she conclu&&e must have got
him where she wanted him, despite his protestatinasit being the
one that always got away.

They soon finished the letters. As she rose tarmetit her room, he
said, 'All right for overtime this evening and tomaw, Miss Swale?'
She nodded. 'Good," he said, and dismissed her.

His pleasant mood lastafiroughout the day. That evening, whil
Kathryn worked in her office, Jon stayed in hismod&she expected
that any moment he would be joined by Annettehat bhe would go in
search of her. But he remained alone.

When she had finished, she tapped on his door atiti@ typed pages
on the desk in front of him. As she turned to goplaced a restraining
hand on her arm. 'Where are you going, Miss Swale?"

‘Home, Dr. Wright.'
'I'll take you.'
‘There's no need. | can get a bus as | usually do.’

'l take you." He pushed the papers she had giviem into his
briefcase and told her to get her coat on. 'Urléss added, as an
afterthought, 'you are going to your fiance's h@use

She shook her head.

Kathryn enjoyed the sensation of travelling homestyle. Jon's car
was infinitely more comfortable than a jolting déeHoecker bus, and
she told him so.

‘Trying to cadge a nightly lift?'



She glanced at him with a glint in her eyes. 'lulda't be any good if
| were, would it? After all, every evening you goytour unofficial
home, don't you, not your official one.’

He sucked in a breath between his teeth like somewmo had
accidentally cut himself. "Your claws need trimmiridiss Swale.
They draw blood.’

The dog gave them an uproarious welcome and fotlaavdon's heels
as he went into Kathryn's living-room.

'Sit down, if you want to,' she told him.

He did, in her armchair. Because the fire had m@nbprepared for
lighting, she switched on the electric convectoatBe and it soon
warmed the room. Kathryn removed her coat and ssatfput Jon's
coat, which he had thrown carelessly on to her lepen to the
banisters for him to take upstairs.

She stood for a moment looking down at him. His legre stretched
out and his eyes were closed. She saw shadowsresdih his face
which she had never noticed before.

Tired, Jon?"'

He opened his eyes. 'Tired? Now that's the ex4wif@u coming out.
Force of habit and so on. But thanks for your com¢e

'‘Perhaps you're missing your girl-friend?'

He looked up and saw the provocative smile. Hequithis hand,
caught her waist and twitched her round on to Imseek 'For that
impudence, you will sit there.'

'‘But | don't want to.' She struggled in vain to gety.



‘That's too ted. Anyway, isn't that supposed to abeecretary's
place—on her boss's laiee? Besides,' he restérbadson the back of
the chair, 'l need a bit of feminine sympathy.’

‘Then why didn't you go to Annette's? Did she chhee standing
invitation?'

'‘No. I'm just playing hard to get. She's becomiog possessive. It
doesn't do any harm to keep a woman dangling Wdrike. That much
I've learned over the years.'

Kathryn tried again to get away from him, but hepged her.
‘Just how cynical can you get, Dr. Wright?'

‘The vinegar of cynicism flows in my veins insteafdblood, Miss
Swale.'

'‘But cynicism can blind you to the real facts.'

'On the contrary, | would say there was somethfrigecynic in every
good scientist. Having a trained scientific mindglways look facts
squarely in the face, however unpalatable.'

'‘But at least you should make sure the facts yol bt are correct,
before you pass judgment.’

'‘Granted.'

She looked at him earnestly and even pleadinglgyToth knew that
the real subject under discussion was unspokenshigawas silently
appealing for a just, honest and impartial reassessby him of what
happened between them nearly ten years ago.

"You've condemned me, without trial, for a crimewdfich you have
no positive proof | committed.’



'‘Correction. You condemned yourself to me in wgtyears ago. That
letter you wrote to me when | was in America, alibatother man you
fell in love with, was surely proof enough?'

‘And—and you will not change your mind, you'll neeatertain any
doubts as to the correctness of that letter angloaf subsequent
condemnation of me?'

''ve found no new evidence, as a result of mymeobservations, to
make me do so. On the contrary, all I've seen sinaecame back into
my life has proved to me yet again how correct $ wamy judgment
of you. As | said the other day, history, alas,nse¢o be repeating
itself, in an even more sordid manner. This tingnk goodness,
another man is the sufferer, not myself." Whenawe Iser bite her lip,
he said, "You asked for it, Miss Swale, and yogwetit, straight from
the shoulder, as they say.'

'‘But, Jon, why have you got a blind spot where ¢omcerned? It
seems that when you think about me, your rationgles haywire.’

'‘Don't lecture me about rationality, young womany Ivational
approach never varies whatever the circumstartdedifted his head
and looked at her. 'Anyway, what are you tryingelbome—that when
| see you running around with one man, while engageanother, |
shouldn't believe the evidence of my own eyes?'

‘Your eyes are not wrong—it's your mind's interatieh of what you
see that's at fault." She put her hand on his deoulAnd anyway,
even if | had committed the crime you accuse meiothere no
forgiveness in you where I'm concerned?’

His face hardened and she saw her answer there.

The front door opened. 'It's Geoff," Kathryn said.



'‘Well, you'd better get off my knee, Miss Swaleyour brother will be

getting the wrong ideas.' Kathryn stood up and stogtched lazily.

'He's always searching for a loophole in our dedsnalways looking

for a way of bringingUs together again. No go, as far as I'
concerned, I'm afraid. What about you?'

She shook her head dumbly.

'‘Well, at least we agree on something.' He stog@dagually selected a
cigarette and held it between his fingers. 'Nowy@s so dislike my
smoking habits, I'd better go.’

He turned at the door. 'By the way, I'm puttingsome records later.
You're very welcome to come and hear them. Will3/ou

'l should like to, very much’
The dog followed him out.

Kathryn made herself some tea, then she changedmnite slacks
and sweater. She renewed her make-up, combed incatmé went a
little nervously up the stairs. She tapped on tl®rdof Jon's
living-room, and Flop barked sharply.

"He says "come in", can't you hear?' Jon's voigaecéhrough the
closed door.

Kathryn opened it and went in. 'Hallo." Jon eyed dygpreciatively.
‘You've changed. For the better. Come in and makesglf at home.'

She admired Jon's furniture. She could see atregldnat the quality
was good. 'You put our old things to shame,’ simensented, looking
round at the curtains and carpets.

'‘Don't sound so envious. You'll be able to indwgerr own ideas
when you furnish your new home in a few months.'



‘Yes,' she said flatly.
‘You don't sound very enthusiastic.'
'‘Don't I? Perhaps | keep my enthusiasms to myself.'

He gave her a brief questioning glance, then caetrsorting through
his LP records. 'What shall we have? You decide.’

Kathryn stood close beside him and examined thardscas he took
them from the rack. 'What about this one, Jon, B&hFirst

Symphony? | love the exciting introduction. It'svanderful piece of
music, don't you agree?' She looked up at him emgly and he

looked into her eyes.

‘Wonderful,' he agreed absently, slowly draggeddaize from hers
and continued, 'a good choice. Tell me if I'm wrphgt didn't we
gueue up at the Proms to hear it soon after we mareed?'

'You remember that? Yes, we couldn't afford a ssatld we, so we
had to stand.' She sighed and he stole a quickdbbkt.

‘Well, sit down. That's the most comfortable cloaier there. I've put
them both in the correct position between the tpeakers to get the
best stereophonic effect.'

He placed the record on the turntable, tinned &lkamad the playing
arm automatically lowered itself on to the disc. Wa#ked across the
room and sat in the armchair next to her. As tmeronanding chords of
the symphony swelled out, filling the room with iagsioned music,
Kathryn closed her eyes. She had never heard sbefeoe and the
full, sensuous sound filled her whole being withigld. She was not
aware of Jon's brooding eyes upon her, becauskashdrifted into a
private world of golden harmonies which possessexdrhind and



body alike. She was so enthralled that she hardlyed until
the-music came to an end.

‘Kathryn.' Her eyelids fluttered and lifted. He waaning over her, his
hands supporting him on the arms of her chair. "ddfied away.
Were you sleeping or weeping?' He caught the glittber eyes. '‘As |
thought, tears. Why, Kathy? Happy memories?'

A half-smile flickered across her lips. 'lIf they wehappy, they
wouldn't have made me cry, would they?'

'‘But happy memories recalled in sadder times dfteea rise to tears.
For that profound thought you can thank the mageifi music.' His
words produced the desired smile and he straigbtdmnmself.
'‘Coming up?'

Her hands grasped his and he lifted her out o€ltfae and pulled her
against him. His arms came round her and he loakiedher blue
eyes.

‘Shall we turn back the clock, sweet?' he whispersdstroked her
hair and his cool lips brushed her cheek and hes apd settled on hel
mouth.

She stiffened and he raised his head. 'l don't kwbat you mean.'
'‘Don't you, sweet? | think you do.' He kissed lgaia.

She became rigid in his embrace and he took hssfigm hers. 'I'm
sorry,' she said decisively, trying to push him awhut that's not my

line. Try Annette, if you haven't already done She's a better bet.’

The light went out of his eyes. He dropped his aanm moved away.
'Forget | ever said it.'



She walked unsteadily to the door. The dog rosetcsted and
followed her. Kathryn bent down and stroked hingrtiput her cheek
against the top of his smooth head. 'Goodnighg.Flo

‘The dog is indeed favoured," Jon said dryly. Unhks master.’

She straightened herself slowly and opened the d&oodnight, Jon.
Thank you for letting me hear your stereo recorslingwas quite an
experience.'

‘Think nothing of it, Miss Swale. Any time. Do yatant me to see you
home?'

She laughed. 'l think I can find my way without ydwelp. Goodnight,
again.’'

Kathryn caught Jon in his office before he lefttake his class. ‘A
message for you from Miss Linton, Dr. Wright. Ste®ped while you
were at your meeting.'

'l see. What did she want?'

'‘She asked if she would see you at coffee this mgrishe ; also said
this.' She handed him a slip of paper and watclefhbe darken as he
read the words.

'Please tell Dr. Wright,' the message ran, 'thaissed him terribly last
night, and that | was very lonely without him. Feask him if | can
expect him tonight.’

Irritation gripped him and he crumpled the papet lnrled it into the
wastepaper basket. 'Why did you have to write W Couldn't you
have told me verbally?'

'She insisted that | wrote it down. She said thatight make more
impression if | put it into writing.'



'‘She did, did she? Then you can tell Miss Lintoonfrme, if she
phones again, that I'm too busy all day to see dadl, that I'm not
available this evening either. Now I'm going to ofigss.’

Kathryn worked uninterruptedly until coffee-time..Ahe went up to
the staff dining-room, she realised that Annetté hat phoned back.
Kathryn decided, with a wicked lift of the hear, give her Jon's
message straight away.

Annette was sitting as usual among the men. Jimbyl@as there and
Fred Welford. They hailed Kathryn as she approadhech. "What
can we do for you?'

'It's Miss Linton | wanted. I've a message for tnem Dr. Wright.'
"Yes, Miss Swale?' Annette's tones were icy.

‘He told me to thank you for your note but thateild be too busy all
day to see you. Also he is otherwise engaged t@sirg.'

Kathryn felt a surge of fear at the black angeAimette's eyes. She
wanted to hide from the ferocity with whigthose twin brown orbs
settled upon herself. 'l see. Thank you for tellmg so discreetly.’

Jim Mexby threw back his head and laughed. 'Tugeddown flat,
has he, Annette? | think maybe you've met your matdast, girl.'

'‘Giving you the brush-off, my dear,' grunted Mr. Noed. 'Unusual
experience for you, Annette, isn't it?'

'‘Brush-off be damned,' Annette ground out. ‘No maes that to me,
and gets away unscathed.’

Kathryn did not see Jon again until late that aften.

'Did Miss Linton phone again?' he asked.



‘No. But | gave her your message.'

'‘When?'

‘At the coffee break in the dining-room.’

'‘What, in front of all the others?'

'Yes.'

‘Now that is what | would call a piece of calcuthtattiness.'

Kathryn smiled reminiscently. 'The effect of thess®ge was really
something.’

'‘Now twitch your whiskers and wave your tail arghéll really believe
you've turned into a cat.’

‘Shall | tell you what she said? Then you can judgeourself which
of us was the cattier.’

'‘Go ahead, if it gives you any pleasure.’

'‘She said, "No man gives me the brush-off and ge&y ainscathed".

He narrowed his eyes. 'Did she now? Thanks fantethe. We'll see
about that.' He walked back to his room.

Kathryn slipped up to the refectory that aftern@othout telling Jon.
She had a quick cup of tea and a biscuit and was @gain before he
even knew she had gone. He had given her a coabidemmount of
work, telling her that it was the last evening heuld require her help.
It was later than usual when she finally finish&tie had heard no
sound from Jon's room and she wondered if he had gpAnnette's
after all. She tapped, on the door and openeaih€eF surprise he was
at his desk, reading. He looked up and smiled.



'Finished?' His hand came out for the pile of psp#&iou've done well.
Very well, in fact. I'm indebted to you.' He pulledchair up to the
desk. 'Sit next to me while | read these through.’

The silence in the room was so intense, she ccead the tick of his
large, expensive wristwatch. She hoped he couldheat the rapid
thudding of her heart. Out of the corner of her skie studied his
profile, loving every part of it, from the line bis thick brown hair,
which had begun to recede a little, to the darkistes of his chin. At
that moment, she knew deep despair for the happsteshad lost, for
the future she had forfeited and, most of all, ttee love she had
thrown away.

He leaned back at last. 'Excellent’ His smile fmkkvarmly at her.
‘Now, dare | ask it? Will you dine with me toniglt® conditions, no
strings attached, just a straightforward dinneed#es or no?'

She hesitated. 'Well, | --'
'If you don't want to come, just say so.'

'It's not that, it's just,’ she looked down at bBHrs'I'm not really
dressed for it.'

'Oh, is that all? I'll take you home to changeyoti promise to be
quid?.'

'Oh, Jon, I'd love it'

'‘Good.' He stood up, gathered together all his za@ad they went
home.

She selected the blue suit which she had worn Wreenhad taken her
to lunch. Over it she wore her fur-collared bluatcé&he met Jon in
the hall, and his eyes journeyed over her. '"Yok ldoarming. But
that's nothing unusual.’



Before she could decide whether his praise wascirmngenuine, he
had the front door open and was leading her out.

The dog saw them off the premises. He looked saehwiis master
tried to close the door on him. 'Can't take youy.bdon forced him
back into the hall. 'We want a table for two, rfoee.'

'‘Where are we going, Jon?' Kathryn asked him asdhave through
the dark streets.

'‘Where do you think?'

‘The Continental?'

'‘Where else?"

Her eyes sparkled. 'It's very nice of you to talethere.'

'‘Nice? What a word! I'm not nice, didn't you knoW® taking you
there because you're the best secretary I've exeamd because | an
deeply indebted to you for all the extra work yeudone for me. And
because | enjoy your company. Enough reasons?'

She nodded, too happy to speak.

They parked the car and walked through the entrdooes into the
warmth and brilliance of the hotel. They were netthe spacious
dining room by a member of the restaurant staff vadomgnised Jon.

'‘Good evening, sir. Nice to see you back. Do yoatwaur old table,
sir, or --'

'l should like a quiet, secluded table for two gsle.'

‘Certainly, sir. Would you come this way?'



They were led across the dining room into a cowidr soft lighting
and a half-hidden table, from which they could obsevithout being
themselves observed.

'‘Excellent,’ Jon remarked, as they took their @adgoes it please
you, Miss Swale?'

'‘Everything pleases me, Jon. | don't know why, bot feeling
absurdly happy.'

He raised his eyes from the menu and contemplatedakliant face.
‘Now | wonder why?' he murmured, half to himsé&fhat would you
like to eat, or is that too mundane a question $& & your
other-worldly frame of mind?'

"You choose, Jon. I'll have whatever you order.’

‘You're very submissive all of a sudden. | mustisayakes a pleasant
change.' The waiter arrived and Jon gave theirrokie asked for the
wine list, which he studied with some care.

‘Shall I get you drunk? | must say | rather likbd effect on you of a
little too much alcohol after your last visit heMou came with your
boy-friend, didn't you? Did he do it deliberatelyydnder?’

‘What, get me drunk?' Kathryn recalled what Max said at the time
about sending back to work a half-sozzled secreg&irg.smiled.

'l thought as much.'

'He didn't really, Jon. He tried to sober me uperad little persuasion
from me.’

‘That was indeed nice of him," Jon commented drily.

The wine waiter appeared. 'A good Sauterne, pledsetold him.



The waiter said, 'Certainly, sir,"” and went awalgere was a pause
then, 'Jon, I've never asked about your family. Wiag@pened to your
sister? And are your mother and father --'

‘Yes, they're still around. Father's retiring sobmey live near London
at the moment. Margery's been married some yedrsy Tive in
Manchester. She's got three bouncing children, agedfour and six,
| think. A boy and two girls.’

'‘Who did she marry?'

‘A chap who joined the firm as a junior solicitafter you left. Nice
chap, name of Michael.’

'l can't imagine Margery with three children.' Stes unaware of the
wistful note which had crept into her voice. JooKed at her, but
made no comment.

‘They're lovely kids,' he went on. 'l stay thereneimes. They regard
me as a sort of fairy godfather, because every lLige | take them
presents and sweets.' He fiddled with the cutladyavoided her eyes.
'‘Can't resist kids.'

The long silence between them was broken at lastdogs which,
when Kathryn had uttered them, she wished she thddey were out
before she could stop herself.

'Annette hates children.'

His eyebrows shot skywards. 'Oh? And I'm interesteavhether
Annette likes kids or not, am 1?'

'You—yYyou've been pursuing her hard enough, hayen?'

Have I? | thought it was the other way round. HoereV shall just
have to make her change her mind, won't I?'



Kathryn Was silent. 'l asked for that,' she chidetself. '

Their food arrived and the harmony between themc¢hvbhe had so
nearly destroyed, returned. Soon the wine whichhamhordered was
placed on their table.

'Let's drink a toast to the future, shall we—oyrasate futures?'

He saw the light in her face flicker ominously. 'NV& can't be to our
combined futures, now, can it? Can it, Kathy?'

To bur separate futures, Jon.' And their glaskaked together.

‘Talking of separate futures,' Jon remarked asl&eeg his glass on
the table and stared at it, 'tell me somethinghKat Tell me why
you're going to marry Francis Rutland?'

Taken by surprise, Kathryn could only stammer, &8se— because
I'm—I'm fond of him, | suppose. And because, adilethese years of
uncertainty and financial struggle, | want somé sebsecurity, which
he can give me.'

"You don't—love him?'
She could not look at him. 'l told you, I'm fondFfancis.'

‘They're saying at the college that your reasoasnarcenary, pure
and simple.’

She looked startled. 'I'm sorry to hear thatngstrue.'

‘Shall | tell you why I think you're going to marhym? Because he
represents the father-figure you lost as a child.’

She could find no answer to that.



‘Kathryn, have you told him about—me?"'

'‘No. | told him I'm a widow and that my husbandddie@ars ago. He
knows | was not married very long.'

He looked amused, not annoyed as she thought hlet.n"i®@p you
killed me off. | like that!" Then he became seriotY®u know you'll
have to tell him, don't you, and that legally yoame is Wright?'

‘You mean I'd have to sign the register in my reahe and so on? |
know. I'll have to tell him some time. To be hondse been putting it
off.'

They were silent for a while. When they reachedctifeee stage, Jon's
hand went to his pocket. He drew out a packet wedpip tissue.

'l have something to give you. Will you please regais as my way
of saying "thank you" to my secretary for all thera work she has so
willingly and intelligently carried out for me? Aras a belated presen
for your birthday, which | was very sorry to havessed.'

'Oh, but, Jon ...

'‘Don't spoil it by saying "you needn't have dorielipen it. | hope you
like it.'

She unwrapped the packet with shaking fingeredifthe lid of the
box and gasped, 'Oh, Jon, you shouldn't havee.'sparkling brooch
in the design of a miniature spray of flowers dad#her eyes. 'But is

it --?'

'Yes, it's real. They're diamonds. You'll havertsure it, won't you?'

'‘But it's fabulous, Jon. I'm almost speechless. Kaw | ever thank
you?'



She stretched her hand across the table and graspede looked
down, covered her hand with his free one. 'In thealifashion. Not
here. In the car.’

She coloured deeply and withdrew her hand. 'Do youré if | put it
on?'

‘That's what it's for. But I'm not going to do wlyatur boyfriend did,
put it on for you. And, Kathy,' he whispered, as gimned it to her
lapel, 'how are you going to explain it to Frantcis?

For a long moment, fear stalked her eyes. Thesaidedefiantly, 'I'm
not going to tell him. | won't even let him knowd'got it.'

'‘What, keep it a secret from your husband? In algoarriage, there
should be no such secrets between a husband aad kaf told her
quietly, 'Face up to what you are intending to di¢éhwour life,
Kathryn. Think well this time before you take threevocable step.
You must not make another mistake.'

He looked at his watch. 'Now, reluctant as | anend this pleasant
interlude, we must go.’

Jon settled the bill, and took Kathryn's arm ay talked out of the
hotel and across to the car-park. She was stil oaze. This, she
thought, will be something wonderful to look baakio the years to
come, when Jon has gone from my life again—thig tifor ever. She
shivered.

'You're cold. Get in the car, and I'll switch cne theater.'

They drove home, a warm silence between them. igattirought,
with great relief, that he had forgotten her 'thgol'. But he had not.
As they drew up in the side entrance to the hdusewitched off the
ignition and turned to her.



‘Before you go, | want the "thank you" you promiseeé.’

She looked at him. He could see in the dim lighthefstreet lamps her
eyes open wide with shyness.

'‘Come on, I'm waiting. All night, if necessary.'

'‘But, Jon, | --' She stopped, stretched upwardgiamdly put her lips
to his cheek.

‘That won't do,' he said. 'I'm not your brotherokol'll show you.' He
took her arms, one by one, and put them round duk.ffKeep them
there.' His arms came round her waist. 'Go on.’

‘Thank you, Jon, for my lovely brooch.' Slowly, meouth approached
his and two soft, warm kisses touched his mouth.

'‘Can't you do any better than that? Not even fovged you how?'
She tensed and pulled away from him. ‘No.’

‘All right, all right. Exercising the greatest nesht, and behaving like
a perfect gentleman, both very difficult for md,|&t it go at that. But
anyone would think you hadn't been kissed for years

'l haven't, not since you..."

‘Not since | went away?' He was astonished. "Yaitdexpect me to
believe that? But your fiancé --?'

She shook her head. He was shaken beyond words.rid@ltulous
conversation must end. We'd better go in.’

The dog gave them a boisterous welcome on the ddotdathryn
turned and faced Jon. 'Thank you again for a wdodewening
and—everything.' She held out her hand.



He took it, and their eyes met. Then Kathryn feltself being pulled
slowly, gently towards him. Her left hand flew upher brooch and
she fingered it lovingly. The solitaire diamond Gear engagement
finger unaccountably caught his eye and dazzled Rienfrowned,

threw her hand down arsfrodeup the staircase, his dog at his heel

As he reached the top step, the telephone rangrytatvalked slowly
across the hall to answer it.

She listened, said, 'Just a minute,' looked upoat For you. Miss
Linton.'

He was down in a flash. 'Annette? Jon here. Whdt@ Was that?' He
looked round at Kathryn's half-open door. 'That Wéiss Swale.
What? Never you mind who my mystery woman was. I\ got in
from seeing her home, as a matter of fact.' He galbeoad smile. 'l
don't have to tell you everything, sweetie. No, $ane you don't tell
me everything either. Anyway, what have you rung@ fgou're in the
dark? Why? You've fused all the lights? How onleditl you do that?
Overloaded the circuit? But it's elementary, petu$hould never put
all those things on at once. Look, give me ten taisuRight?’

The front door slammed behind him, and his caradamway down the
road. So Annette had won. She had meant what ghe-ahad fallen
for her trick, and she had brought him to heel.

Geoff came in. 'Where's Jon off to at this timenght? Going like a
madman, too.'

"Annette phoned. She's put herself in the dark—euae her lights.
Anyway, that's her story, and Jon swallowed it \efiol

Geoff gave an exclamation of disgust. '‘Well, thifwslast we shall see
of him tonight.’



Kathryn paled. 'What do you mean by that?’

'You know very well what | mean. There's a caladamethod in
Annette's madness. She hasn't got her reputatiorotbing.”

Kathryn felt slightly faint. So he was being sucketb the whirlpool
after all. He was lost to her for ever. Her finggrsped for her brooch.
Geoff's eyes followed her hand. He stared.

'‘Who gave you those chips of ice?'

‘Jon. He took me out to dinner tonight. We've gt back. He gave
me this as a gift for all the work I've been dofoghim—and for my
birthday.'

'‘But, Kath, surely it's real. It must have cost ffortune.'
'Yes, | know.'

'‘But you'll have to give it back, Kath. You cantcapt presents like
that from one man, when you're engaged to another.’

'l have accepted it. I'm keeping it. I'll just nell Francis.'

Geoff gave her an unbelieving stare. 'You've siagtaly, haven't you,
keeping things from him?'

Kathryn felt a surge of depression. 'I'm going &u bGeoff. I'm so
tired | can hardly think.'

She was not really tired, she knew. She was shoc&ed was

miserable and she knew she had lost. Now she ad¢kdged that she
had had good reason to fear Annette's angry eyasetfe was astute
enough to guess her feelings, because it takesramwto recognise in
another the signs of love, especially when they bant the same
man.



She remembered, as she was preparing for bed;ltm@had not been
out for his nightly walk. She dressed in slacks swdater, put on her
old winter coat and a thick scarf and called to.Hamne found his lead
which was hanging in the hall and fixed it to hodlar.

'‘Come along, old chap. Your master's forgottentpoight.'

She took him for a walk, brought him back and tbok upstairs, but
he wouldn't stay. He followed her down. In the estte gave in. She
carried his basket and his blankets into her bedrqut them into a
corner and he curled up and settled down at once.

'You must have been lonely, Flop. Like me.'

Despite her unhappiness she fell asleep straighy.alhere was a
noise in the hall. The front door opened and cloBadhryn switched

on her torch and looked at her watch. Nearly tvetook. It was late,

but Jon was home. He had come home. Kathryn waes avichke now.

She listened to the soft footsteps which went usstinen came down
again. They stopped outside her bedroom door, katheard a gentle
tap and Flop gave a short bark. Kathryn did not Ehie footsteps went
away. Now Jon knew where his dog was sleeping.



CHAPTER IX

KATHRYN found Jon standing at her desk when she arrived r
morning. He Was reading a letter.

'Sorry I'm late,' she said, hanging up her coatsaadlf. '| missed the
bus.'

‘That's all right," he murmured, without looking. tpust say the word
and I'll give you a lift. Every morning.' He mové&alvards his room.
‘Come in when you're ready, will you?'

His smile did something to Kathryn's heart. Shdexirback.
'Incidentally, Kathryn, thanks for looking after mypur dog.'
She laughed. 'He wouldn't sleep in his usual place.

'l don't blame him. What creature in his right mvoluld, if he had the
chance of sleeping where Flop did! Did you hearcame in? It was
very late.'

'Yes. Flop barked when you tapped on my door.’

'You heard me and you didn't let me in?" His voibeld
mock-indignation.

'l told you, I'm not the sort to...'

‘All right, Miss Swale, I've got the message by ntiwou say it often
enough, | might even begin to believe it.'

Her external telephone rang and she lifted theivece

'Yes, Miss Swale here. It's who? Oh, hallo, MaxsYtenight, at my
place. About seven-thirty or eight.' Kathryn hedmd moving about in



his room. His door was still open, and she wishedvould shut it.
'‘Will you want some food, Max, or will you have yomeal first?
Right, no food. Coffee later, then, when we've dsome work!" She
lowered her voice. 'What? Yes, he's in his offide, my head's still
intact, but he'll bite it off for sure if | don'bghow. 'Bye. See you this
evening.' She hoped Jon had not heard her finalsvor

When she went in to him, ready for work, he lookédher but said
nothing. He read through the papers in front of,hamd when he
spoke his voice was back to normal, no softnes$§;iedliness.

'‘Perhaps we can get on, now that you've finalisedr yevening
arrangements.' He was curt, his eyes granite-hard.

'I'm sorry.’

He began dictating, and was in the middle of &tetthen the internal
telephone cut across his words. Kathryn dived actos desk to
answer it. At exactly the same time, Jon reachddnd their hands
clasped on the receiver. Their eyes did battle'sJoonquered, and
Kathryn withdrew her hand.

‘At least our reactions are in complete sympathgipthing else,’ he
said, a mocking glint in his eye. 'Yes?' into deeaiver. Without a
word, he handed it to her.

'‘Miss Swale here. Yes, Francis. Yes, Max is contorgght to my
house. I've got Saturday free, Francis. Shall | €amyou? You'd
rather come to me? That would be nice. About esgfitiFine. Yes,'
she stole a quick look at Jon, who was frowning aiuhe window,
and jingling the keys in his pocket, 'we were ia thiddle of a letter.
Goodbye now, Francis.'

'I'm terribly sorry," she said softly.



'Oh, don't apologise. But it's a good thing theseamly two of them in
the family, otherwise we might as well give up utitey'd all taken it
in turn to phone you to arrange their respectivesia

Kathryn managed to suppress a smile and they gettien to work
once more.

Geoff was home early that evening, and they hadyethe fire in
Kathryn's room. She cleared away as soon as treefirhahed.

Geoff noticed her haste. 'What's the hurry? Goata avith the Old
Boy?'

'No. With his son.'

'‘Max? Look here, Kath, what sort of game do youwnkhyou're
playing? Who exactly are you marrying—father oraon

‘Don't you start, Geoff. That's Jon's line. Ha®&en talking to you?'
'‘Well, he --'

'He has. | can recognise the symptoms. | assure @eaff, there's
nothing between Max and myself. We're amply googehearse our
parts.'

*You might think you are, but he may have otheagldHe's a smooth
character. A bit too smooth, if you ask me.'

'I'm not asking you.'" She looked pointedly at tHeck on the
mantelpiece. 'Sorry to turn you out, but it's tiyo& went.' Her brother
did as he was told.



She changed into a white roll-necked sweater amel Wwbol skirt. She
wore a long pendant round her neck, and a matdiriacelet on her
slim wrist.

She welcomed Max with her sweetest smile. 'ComdNine to see
you.'

'‘M'm." He looked her up and down. 'Nice to see lpaking nice.' He
stared upwards to the landing and his face regdtenitation fear.
‘Are we alone, or is my pet hate at home?"'

'If you mean my boss, no, he goes out every eveoihgs girlfriend's
place. You can relax. There's only Geoff up théned the dog, of
course.’

She took his coat and hung it in the hall cupbo&tte looked at the
small black case in his hand. 'What's that?' skedaas she showeo
him into the living room.

‘Tell you in a minute.' He put it on the table andved across to the
hearth, rubbing his hands appreciatively in frohth@ roaring fire.

‘Central heating may be the in thing,' he commendtating into the
leaping flames, 'but there's something heart-warnaipgut a good
old-fashioned open fire which no amount of chardessrradiators or
warm air vents can give you.' He turned to her.tligyway, how's the
house going?’

' don't know. I'll be discussing it with your fathwhen he comes here
on Saturday evening.' Her interest in the littladsl case revived and
she touched it. 'Tell me what this thing is, Max.'

‘That, beautiful?' He smiled at her. 'lt's a pddgahpe recorder. Ever
heard your voice talking back at you?'

'‘Can't say | have. Why?'



‘You'll get a shock when you do. You may not evkea it!'
‘Why did you bring it?'

‘The idea is to rehearse our pieces, record then, play them back.
Thus we can hear ourselves and criticise our padaces in a
detached kind of way: All the best actors and aste do it.’

'That sounds fun. When can we start?’
'‘Eager and willing? That's what I like to hear.’

('Now, Max, behave yourself. Have you brought yoapy of the
play? Then let's get on with it.'

'‘When I've set the recorder going.' He removedctse, and . put a
cassette into position. 'When | press this buttaire being recorded.
Right?'

Kathryn enjoyed herself. Max was such a good atttat his skill
carried her along with him, and she felt her perf@ance rising to his
high standard. When he played their voices badkernape recorder,
they were pleased with the result. They repeatedvtiole thing two
or three times, and at each playback they listen&dally, improving
on their performances every time. Then they putyaWwair books and
spoke it through again from memory.

‘That's enough for one evening, partner.' He gldmate<athryn, and

with a smile said, 'Listen.' He pressed a buttothertape recorder anc
their voices emerged at such a high speed that shended like

chattering monkeys. He turned the volume up uméilgound filled the

room.

Kathryn burst into laughter, and Max smiled at Astusement. He
stopped it, and she urged, 'Do it again, Maxsti'tunny,' and he did it
again. She doubled up with laughter (Mice more.



Max said, '"You're just a kid at heart, aren't ydd@'stood up, caught
her by the hands. '‘Come on, beautiful, let's pgadine embrace.' He
was in the act of pulling her forcibly to her feetien the door burst
open. Jon stood there, his expression vitriolic.

'I'm so sorry to interrupt,' his sarcasm burng ldcid, 'but | do happen
to be working overhead. The noise you're generatiages coherent
thought virtually impossible. | should appreciategreatly if you
would turn the volume down and reduce the noisellby several
decibels.' The look he gave Kathryn chilled hathheart. He closed
the door behind him,

Max's eyes burned with rage, and his voice was eassarily loud.
'‘What about that kiss, beautiful?' His arms wenhéo waist and he
pulled her against him.

She jerked away. 'Not now, Max, please. I'm nothim mood.' Her
eyes were weary, her body sagged under the welglgspair.

'‘What | couldn't do to that nasty piece of workadhissed. "Who the
blazes does he think he is?'

'‘Calm down, Max. I'll make some coffee. | couldwith some.'
‘You can say that again,!

The coffee eased them both into a calmer frameirod nThey sat side
by side on the couch and talked.

'‘Max, tell me something about your mother." Kathiyoked into his
face. 'Or does it upset you to talk about her?'

‘My mother? Oh, she was sweet, kindly, thought@@duldn't have
been better as a mother. As a wife—well, | reali@ed grew up that
she was too sweet. She spoilt my father. She wais &eck and call,
she did everything to please him, and he takes gus®sing. She



made him what he is now, a difficult man, pedannepossible at
times. | suppose that side of his nature hasn'edbnough to you yet?
No doubt he's keeping it under lock and key. Buiveened, dear girl,
that is the role he will cast you in—the submissivecritical wife.'

‘You're speaking so frankly, Max. How can you talfout your father
so dispassionately? Aren't you fond of him?"

'Yes, I'm fond of the old man, but if you hadn'tnted the truth,
Kathryn, you should have told me.' He turned to. H¢ow tell me
something about yourself. How is it that an attv@ctoung woman
like you has escaped the clutches of a man for adchg time?'

'Me, Max? Well, since it seems to be a time forficances, I've been
married before. Didn't you know?"

He looked staggered. 'You could have fooled me s[ized know?'

'l told him | was a --' She stopped, took a breatt continued. 'He
thinks I'm a widow.' She stared into the fire. 'Buat not, Max. |
divorced my husband. For desertion.'

'‘Whew!" He looked quite concerned. ‘Do you happerkriow my
father's views on divorce?'

'No.' The word was a whisper.

'‘Well, he's dead against it. Absolutely resoluter@subject. Nothing
religious about it—purely personal conviction os part. You've got
a problem there, beautiful, a real problem." Heergmlled down his
pullover, buttoned his jacket. 'My advice to yondd to delay too long
telling the old man. He might forgive you at thigge. If you left it too
late to tell him, he could make your life hell afi@u're married to
him.'



‘The worst part is, Max, that our mutual friendsg Creswells—you
know Mr. Creswell is a solicitor—introduced us. AMt. Creswell
acted for me throughout the divorce proceedingskitavs all about
me.'

‘You are on a knife-edge, good and proper, Miss tyatiSwale.' He
touched her cheek. 'Come to think of it, that'symatr real name, is it?
Who are you, Mrs.—what?'

'Sorry, Max, it's a closely guarded secret.’

'Is it, now? Curiouser and curiouser. See me oagubful?' He
shrugged into his coat and they stood in the Hdliy | kiss you
goodnight, Kathryn?'

Slowly, she turned her cheek towards him. 'Justallpeck, Stepson.’

He looked down at her, and his expression chantidpson be
damned!" She was seized by the shoulders and polleghly to him.
His kiss on her soft mouth was swift, hard and @agh. Then he
repeated it.

‘Goodnight, sweet Kathryn.' She staggered baclkandughed softly.
Her face was pale, she appeared to be deeply sthocke

'‘Don't take it so hard, beautiful. You'll have to letter than that on
the night. Never mind, practice makes perfect.’

‘You shouldn't have done that, Max,' she whispebed,he merely
laughed again, flicked his eyes to the upstairslitagjy with an odd
smile of triumph, and was gone.

'You shouldn't have asked for it." She swung rout saw Jon
standing on the stairs. So that was why Max hae dbshe clenched
her fists.



'It's no concern of yours what | do with my privéte.'

'‘Private? Since when has an entrance hall beeatpiVHe walked
downstairs. 'And perhaps | should remind you—algowith your
experience of men, you should know—that when a woptays with
fire, it's usually her fingers which get burnt, tflo¢ man's.'

'‘Why should you worry about my burnt fingers? Yeuhot my
guardian. I'm nothing to you now.'

‘That's a statement | wouldn't dream of disputiBig.| don't like to see
a woman—any woman—making a complete fool of he&eljou're
doing.'

Kathryn recoiled at the infinite contempt in hisesy

‘And you had the audacity to play Little Miss Ineatin my car last
night, all big-eyed, modest and shy. | thought myedees were
impregnable where you were concerned, but, my Gedis nearly
taken in by you for a second time. | forgot, of s®) the vital
factor—that your hobby is acting, and act you tMdst convincingly.'

Geoff, who had appeared on the landing, seemedaggtgted.
'‘But, Jon, you don't understand. Kath isn't, likat t--'

His Sister snapped at him, 'Keep out of this, GegffNothing you
can say to this man will make any difference. WHaemeconcerned,
he's wilfully deaf and blind. You may not realig¢ she was still
addressing her brother, 'but what we are now bgiagented with are
the results of a piece of ruthless, soulless s@ien¢search which Dr.
Wright has been conducting into my behaviour wité dpposite sex.
What he can't seem to realise,' her voice faltanebisteadied, 'is that &
scientist who sees only with his mind and nevehwis heart is no
more human than the scientific equipment he workis. \f a scientist



cannot combine his cool detachment with compasanhhumanity,'
she was breathing hard and struggling to hold backears, 'then he is
no more than a highly skilled robot.' She fixed &ges on Jon. 'Which
just about sums up Dr. Jon Wright.' She slammediber in his face.

His attitude towards her next day was as deeply aslArctic ice. She
could do nothing right for him. His criticisms stuher to tears which,
now and then, she had to let fall. But he merelycivad and waited
while she took out her handkerchief and wiped tloéinthe notebook
she was using. She thought the day would never end.

During the afternoon, he took a phone call from é&ttev He put his
hand over the mouthpiece and said curtly to KathBiease return to
your room while | speak to Miss Linton.'

She heard him say, 'About eightish tomorrow eversmgeetie.You'll

bring the food? Wonderful. | can provide most o thiockery, and of
course the drink. I'll pick you up and take youlb&x my place. All

right?’

'It sounds like a party,' Kathryn thought miseralbly she gazed out of
the window and waited for him to finish his conwarsn. She
wondered if Geoff had been invited. Then he cdfledback into his
office and they proceeded with their work.

She got away from the college early that day. Sitedn evening of
cleaning in front of her, so she had her tea quiakld put Geoff's into
the oven to keep warm. She changed into slackslamgisleeved
jumper and carried the vacuum cleaner upstairs.

Flop welcomed her with delight, sniffing at the mlzzand hose of the
cleaner and generally getting in the way. She piibima aside gently
and started cm Geoff's living-room.



She hesitated outside Jon's rooms. If she wemtanld he accuse her
of snooping again? She decided to risk it and &ackthe kitchen first.

When she had finished, she felt that even Mrs. l@eocsould not have

done better.

She looked at his living-room. 'If he's giving atgaiomorrow," she
argued, 'it will have to be cleaned.' So cleanedas, and dusted anc
tidied.

His bedroom? She stood outside it for a long ti8t®uld she go in?
She pushed the door open. The bed had been maddotnes were
everywhere. She was undecided for only a few sexotien, her
feminine instincts thoroughly aroused, she wentdok with a will.

She folded his clothes, and pushed them into aetta®he hung his
jackets in the wardrobe, and put his shoes in aroeatinder the bed.
As she touched his belongings, she threw off thactierous longing
which crept up on her like an enemy unseen.

She started cleaning the carpet, and was so dekgnthe noise of
the vacuum cleaner and so absorbed in her workstietid not see
Jon open the door, stare at her antics and lowesdif, smiling, on to
his bed. When at last, she saw him sitting there,lmd a thorough
shock.

He was leaning nonchalantly against the wall, leiachsupported on
the linked palms of his upraised hands. His blafaiession annoyed
her, as he watched her moving the cleaner rhytHipicaer the
carpet.

At last she switched off and looked at him. 'l hgpa don't mind my
being in here, but it's only what a domestic hetld do.'

'Oh, don't apologise. | find it soothing to watobuywork." His grin
infuriated her. '‘Before you start again, tell mensthing.' He looked



around. 'Surely this is the room we shared wheriwveel together?'
His choice of words was deliberate, Kathryn waesl®nly the bed
wasn't here, it was in the centre, and the furaeitmas arranged
somewhat differently?"

'You're quite right,' she answered dully.

'‘M'm. No wonder this room holds such interestingnmoges.' His eyes
became dreamy and he studied her reaction. Sheredl@and bent
down to switch on the cleaner again, but he stopysed'Before you
start again, are you any good at sewing?'

'l have to be out of necessity. Why?' She lookediratsuspiciously,
and saw him finger the edge of his jacket.

'‘Geoff tells me you sew on his buttons. Can | padsuyou to do
likewise to mine?'

'‘How did you manage in the, past?' She knew shedsslsulky.
'‘Oh," he answered airily, 'there was always anglbirlfriend around.’

‘You have a willing girl-friend now, haven't you?hycan't you ask
her?'

'‘Because I'm asking you, that's why. Well, whidwsdanswer?'
She nodded, and switched on the cleaner again.

' She felt his eyes clinging to her every movemant] when she
straightened up from cleaning under the furnitund awitched off
again, his next words shook her to the core.

‘Do you know,' his voice drawled, "you've grown eadeautiful with
time than | would ever have believed possible?'



She dropped the cleaner handle in the confusiongtrioinside her at
his words. He was obviously baiting her, becausentbm smiled
maliciously.

‘And it's all going to be wasted on an old marhdwdd never have let
you go, should 1? | should have fought, harderraggahis "someone
else" you took up with in my absence. Tell me, Wwafiandsome, this
man, did you love him as passionately as you ooved me?'

As she opened her mouth to reply, he held up had.do, on second
thoughts; don't tell me. No man wants to hearrthienate details of his
rival. You know, | was a fool. | should have knowetter than to let
you go. | would then have enjoyed your—companytke lionger, if
not your genuine love. After all, one can alwayse—gaused, and
allowed his gaze to wander over her—'enjoy a bedwtioman, even
though love isn't there to lend it sweetness amnmesp

The colour which flooded her face at his words s&@mo give him
Immense satisfaction, and she jerked the plug flieensocket and
pulled the cleaner out of his room. She bangedibas, only to find
that it was immediately opened again.

He was holding out his jacket. 'Please?’

She hesitated, snatched it from him and threwrtbsscthe banisters.
‘The button's in the inside pocket, you sweet-tesgbdittle woman.'
Then he shut the door on her.

Later that evening, she sewed on the button. Adwsined the jacket
Into a more convenient position, the contents sfdackets fell out on
to the carpet. She picked up the bits and piecgéstffed them back.
His wallet was lying on the floor and underneativats an envelope.
She picked it up with trembling fingers. She coolat believe her
eyes—she was looking at her own handwriting. Shefsam the date

on the postmark that the letter was nearly ten syedd. It was



addressed to him in America, and it was one ofiteeshe had written
after his departure from England. '

The impulse to read it was too strong to resisthéiseyes took in the
words, her face flamed. It was a passionate |dver|evritten from the
depths of her heart, which had seemed at the trbe breaking with
loneliness and despair and longing for his retlfmen now the
memories it evoked brought tears to her 'eyes.vi&sesharing once
again the hopelessness and misery expressed sagtyovwy the
young girl who had written those words so long ago.

She pushed it back into his pocket and carriedjéle&et upstairs. She
tapped on his door and he turned as she went imwdsesitting at the
table working, and the dog was at his feet.

‘My jacket?' He held out his hand. 'Thanks for megat." "
That was all he said.

'I'm sorry, but, as | turned it round everything tait. There—there
was a letter...'

'What letter?'
'It was an old letter, from me, written to you imArica...'

'Oh, that one. Have | still got it? It's no goodmas it?' He rooted
around in his pocket, found it and inspected theskpe. 'Might as
well chuck it away.' He looked at her as she statdais side. ‘Unless
you want it?'

She put her hands behind her back as though it ssagething
unpleasant he was offering her. '‘No, thank yos yliurs." -



He shrugged his shoulders. 'Well, since neithensofvants it --' He
aimed at the waste-paper basket and it went straaghte dusted his
hands and got on with his work.

Still she stood there, her lips trembling, dismalyliing her of words.
She felt as though he had torn her heart from bdy land thrown it
cm the rubbish heap. He looked up at her long-gnfigy.

'‘Was there anything else? I've thanked you forgldie job, haven't
[?"

The tears spilled over, then. 'You—you're a mislesdieartless brute!
she sobbed, and ran from the room.

'‘Geoff, have you been invited to Jon's party?' asleed her brother
next morning.

‘Yes. And Helen. Haven't you?'

‘No. I only knew about it because he discussedtit Annette on the
phone yesterday.'

Her brother seemed upset. 'l would have thouglthee’e asked you,
Kath.'

'l wouldn't have been able to go, anyway. Fransi€oming this
evening. Jon knew that because he heard me mdilgragtangements.
Who else is going, Geoff?'

''Some friends of his, in the firm he used to wimk and their wives
or girl-friends as the case may be. There'll beeastl a dozen of us,
probably more. Do you mind, Kath, if we borrow somie your
crockery?'



She was about to refuse but she shrugged her @isufdtead. What
was the use? 'As long as you leave me with enoaoghmfy own
purposes, you can have my crockery.'

She did .not see Jon until the early evening, véinenwas leaving the,
bathroom, wearing her housecoat. He was comingfohits kitchen.
'Hallo," he said.

She didn't answer.

‘Aren't we on speaking terms now?'

'No.

'‘Well, at least I've got one word out of you.'

She swept past him and down the stairs. She dressefully for
Francis' visit, built up a roaring fire with logaddid her utmost to
persuade herself into a more welcoming frame ofdminstead of
entertaining her fiance, she wanted desperatdlyntand hide and cry
her heart out—for another man.

As the time drew near to Francis' arrival, her immencreased. A car
pulled up outside and at the same time there waiscaknock on the
front door. Thinking it was Francis, she went teeopt. Standing
there, talking and laughing, was a group of peayie had come for
the party. They were friendly, assumed she was algmest, and
started joking with her about the weather. When dame down to
greet them, looking handsome and happy, he igndtathryn
completely. She might not have existed.

Then Francis appeared on the doorstep. He seeliidd hewildered
by all the noise and bustle. He saw Jon, wished dipolite good
evening, and followed Kathryn into her living- room.



She knew Jon's guests had watched her welcomeisramc they
seemed a little surprised, not to say disappointdwn she did not
join them on their way upstairs.

"Who's she?' she heard one of the men say to Jon.

Jon looked over his shoulder. His reply was offéhdHer? Ob, she's
just my landlady." At which there was a burst afddaughter.

Kathryn's teeth caught her lip, then, with a gedfrt, she gave all her
attention to her fiance. 'Did | tell you, Frandisat Dr. Wright was a
tenant of ours?'

'I'm not sure whether you told me, but | know Mac.'d

Kathryn wondered what else Max had told his fathkout their
tenant. She joined Francis on the couch.

Her fiancé went on, 'l believe you said that Dr.ight was an
old-friend of your brother's. Is there any particul@ason why he is
living here?'

"Tell him now," her conscience cried out inside. heell him about
Jon. What better time than now?' She did violertldavith that
conscience and it slunk away defeated.

'He—he wanted to move out of the hotel becauseabaldog. | don't
think he intends to remain here. He's looking fllag'’

'‘Dr. Wright speaks well of you. He told me he thbugou were

wasted as a secretary, arid suggested that afterenee married, you
might like to attend evening classes at the collagd study for some
better qualifications. Would the idea appeal to3/ou

So Jon had already written her off as Francis Rdttawife. She could
not understand why the thought should distresssbebecause she



knew only too well what his views were on the sabjef their
remarriage. It could never' take place. 'Yes,atiadea | could think
about, Francis." She stared into the fire, obligisnomentarily to
everything but the burning pain of loss. Then shiled herself
together and turned to her fiance with a brighttlbrsmile.

'‘Would you like a drink, Francis? It's a little tearly for coffee. I'm
afraid we only have a bottle of sherry and even tlshare with my
brother! '

'Oh, | don't think so, my dear. Do you mind if tgait my pipe?' He
felt for pipe and tobacco in his pockets.

'Not at all.'

The noise from upstairs was growing hilarious. afdning was it
that Kathryn and her companion found it necessasirain their ears
to hear one another. Francis settled back on thesci the couch and
contentedly smoked his pipe.

'‘Have you heard anything about the house?' shel dsike 'Oh yes, |
meant to tell you. | had a word, with the buildeaiad they will be
sending me a specification of the property. Thercaue decide what
fittings we require, and the type of flooring anehtral heating we
shall want, and so on.' He smiled at her indulgefitivon't begrudge
you a thing, my dear. | won't even put a ceilinglmmamount you will
be able to spend. You see how much | trust you.'

Her conscience reared like a frightened horseelbhly knew how
little she deserved that trust.

‘Would you—would you like to play chess, Francis?



‘That is an excellent idea, Kathryn. At least yoould be sitting next
to me while we play, wouldn't you?' He smiled at beer the pipe
smoke.

Her uneasiness increased. Her fear of being alatie mim was
approaching a climax. She found the chessmen anoloérd, drew up
a small coffee table and set out the pieces. Katlikgd the game and
became absorbed in it for a while.

'You play well," Francis said, in between movesu'Ye better at it
than my son. He lacks the necessary concentration.’

They finished their game of chess—Francis won—ta&iihryn made
some coffee. They drank it in companionable siledoga's party , was
now in full swing. There was a shout of laughtemnirhim, followed
by Annette's voice and even louder laughter. Som@omhon a record,
and the music resounded like a great drum throhglteiling.

'I'm really sorry about the noise, Francis. | haddea there was going
to be a party until after | had made my arrangemesith you.'

'‘Never mind, my dear, can't be helped. It is adstdy, | must admit.’

He emptied the contents of his pipe into the fiveich Kathryn had

built up high with coal and logs, then he shiftegshwily along the

couch. 'Kathryn?' His arm went round her and hakstt her hair. He
looked into her eyes and Kathryn stiffened. Inlémses of his glasses
she saw the reflection of a pale, frightened @He was face to face
with herself.

'‘Kathryn?' he said again, more urgently this tiem@ moved towards
her lips.

She knew that at last she was being forced to conterms with
reality.



The fire in the grate, which had burned so brightlgs dying down,
but the room was still warm. Kathryn was alone,eptdor the dog.
She was sitting on the floor, and her back wasngsigainst the
armchair. She had changed into slacks and sweater,she was
asleep. The dog was dozing, with his head on Iper la

The party was still going on, but the noise levatl tbeen reduced
considerably, probably by the appearance of thd.fathryn was so
deeply asleep that she did not wake up even where thias a gentle
tap on the door. It opened slowly and the intrigteod and watched
the two sleeping figures. He closed the door behind and walked

across to the rug.

Kathryn woke then, bewildered and blinking her eyes

Jon stood with his back 'to the fire, hands behwmd. 'Where's
Francis?'

'‘Gone.’

'‘Gone? What sort of a fianceé is he to go away andd an attractive
siren like you all alone? He can't be normal'

Jon bent down to fondle the dog, who wagged hisgebly, but didn't
move his position.

'‘Now there's a nice place you're occupying, old &azme men would
envy you.' He continued to stroke the dog, thetkédoup suddenly.
‘What happened?' he shot at her. 'Did you go fogithim?’

She bit her lip, recalling the unhappy little scevieen she had failed
to respond to Francis' restrained lovemaking. Heldeen patient and
kind. 'We'll wait, my dear," he had said. 'Giverie. So many years of



widowhood have taken their toll. | quite understdird a patient man.
It will come.

But Kathryn knew it would not come. It was therbg svas sure,
because she had not really lost her feelings dneeyears. She would
come alive again, in the arms of the man she loviédrly he loved
her.

'‘What's the matter?' Jon persisted, when he saexihression on her
face. 'Have | inadvertently stumbled on the trat¥&ll, well, I'll have
to give him some lessons, old chap, won't I?'

Kathryn shifted Flop from her lap and got up.
'‘Would you please take yourself and your dog outeré?'
She brushed her trousers and pushed back her hair.

'‘Would you believe it, boy, she's literally giving the brush- off.

Shall we cheer her up, Flop—tell her that the @awded males at my
party were very disappointed my landlady didnt jos? And that they
said she was the best-looking landlady they'd sgen?'

He saw her lower lip tremble. He went up to her puichis arm across
her shoulders. She twisted away violently.

He went back to the dog. 'She's still not forgives Flop, for the way
| treated that letter.' He whispered loudly in tog's ear, 'Shall we use
her own words back at her? She's condemned medioma | didn't
commit.'

She swung round and looked at him questioningly, la@ saw the
tears on her cheeks. He slipped his finger undeddy's collar and
tugged at it gently. 'Come on," he said. 'We knokemvwe're not
wanted.'



He took the dog away with him and the party upstaent on.



CHAPTER X

KATHRYN slept late next morning, but not as late as tleertven. She
had a light breakfast and cleared away. There ulha® sound from
the others. She went upstairs and glanced intg Bdohen. She had a
shock. Piled as high as stability and gravity waalldw were all the
unwashed dishes, cutlery and glasses from the .p8hg knew it
would take the men hours to get through it. She kfeew what she
must do..

She found an apron and tied it over her slacks.dbihé¢he crockery
into neat piles on the table and when that was dhllthe floor under
and around the table. She filled the sink withfbamy suds, and she
began her task. She had been going to and fraofoe sime, washing
and drying alternately, before there was any mowveme the
bedrooms.

She turned at a sound behind her and saw Geoffistathere in his
dressing gown. Jon joined him, similarly attired.

‘She's doing the washing up, Jon.'
'So she is.’
They stood, half awake, just watching. Then Jonmoued,

'First she does all that typing for me for nothiNgw she's doing the
washing-up after a party to which | didn't inviterh He became wide
awake then. 'Does your good nature know no bouvdss Swale?
What motivates you, | wonder?'

'‘Put it down to my purely feminine love of orderdatieanliness,’ she
joked.



But Jon had not listened. 'D'you know, Geoff, ysigter is too good to
be true. I'm sure she has an ulterior motive. Vénatyou after, Miss
Swale?'

Geoff snorted. 'Another diamond brooch, | shouldkh

'‘No, not another brooch.' She turned from the aim grinned at Jon.
‘A pair of diamond ear-clips to match it.'

In a swift movement, Jon was behind her. His arapped round her
like a vice and he pulled her backwards againstiest. --'

"You little minx," he breathed down her neckhéls begin to believe
them at the college when they say you're mercénary.

Geoff watched his sister struggle vainly to freesk#, and saw Jon
laugh and tighten his grip on her still more. Thaith his head on one
side, he said,

'‘D'you know, Jon, I'd have said there was somethoigg on between
you two, if | hadn't seen you kissing Annette imlak corner last
night.’

Kathryn went limp and Jon released her at once.

He advanced menacingly on the other man. 'YouQdnoffrey Swale,
are telling tales out of school. | shouldn't if €ng you. It could do
irreparable harm.’

'‘But I'm only one telling the truth, Jon.'
‘Sometimes, dear friend, the truth is not alwayatitseems.'

Kathryn swung round to face him, her hands drippuager over the
floor. 'Now do you see what | mean?' Her voice ongdl him to
understand.



He studied her for a long moment. 'Yes, | see wioat mean.' He
spoke slowly. 'Message received and understoods Misale.' He
paused. 'But there's no need to rub it in, no reed.’

He handed a tea towel to Geoff, and took one himsel

'‘And another thing, Geoff—don't keep hearing weddiells where
Kathryn and | are concerned. It's just not on. Ysister and | are
agreed about that. Sorry to disappoint you.'

'Is that true, Kath?'

‘Yes, Geoff,' his sister answered very quietly.

‘But, Kath, it's so ridiculous to keep pretending..

'‘Geoff!" She turned on him. 'Will you stop it atoed

‘You heard what your big sister said, Geoffrey pdtoAt once."
'Hey, whose side are you on?' Geoff demanded.

'l don't know, boy. My own, | think."! And he duckexts Geoff
threatened him with the plate he was drying.

Rehearsals for the play were going well. Sometinvex 'went to
Kathryn's house and they rehearsed their parthadepersuaded het
at last to practise the kisses and he taught hertbiatage-kiss.

'First, and most important, you must let yourself gjou must make it
look like the real thing, although it isn't, youesenot that | would
object if you wanted the real thing. Just say tleedwbeautiful.’

Kathryn laughed, and tried to relax in his arms.



Do you know,' he said, one evening, You're thd fyid I've come
across who hasn't been longing to kiss me. | dgthale to persuade
you—it makes a pleasant change, sweet!

Jon seemed to make it his business to be out wkeMax was there.
He had only to hear Max's voice in the hall, anavias, it seemed, out
of the house before Kathryn had time to close ikerg-room door.

One Monday morning, Jon called her into his offieés mood was
Unbearable and he lashed out at her with cuttingasan, criticised
everything she said and did, then sat down andHisldead.

She watched him apprehensively for a few momeraking a chance
on his anger, she said, 'Late night troubles, Digi¢?"

'‘No,' he barked. 'And even if | had, it's none ofiybusiness.' --'

Still he sat there, his face hidden from her. Waigast he removed his
hands, she saw that he looked almost haggard.

Is there anything | can do? I've got some tableteny desk like
aspirin, only better. They might help.’

Have you? I'm willing to try anything to get rid thfis foul headache,
not to mention my sore throat.’

She stood up, noticed it was nearly coffee-time sughested that he
took the tablets with him when he went to the djriroom.

His eyes were heavy as he looked at her. '‘Couldbymg me some
coffee, to save me going for it?' He smiled weaklpromise not to
insult you this time, as | seem to remember | dideobefore.',

She was off to the dining-room and back with theliopid before he
realised she had gone. She shook two tablets dhedfottle on to the
teaspoon and handed them to him.



He grumbled about their size, but swallowed thewh gmped some
coffee.

'If you feel so bad, should you be here?'

'Of course | should be here. I've got a meeting dffternoon.'
‘But you're not going to that, surely?'

'Of course | am. Oh, go to your coffee. | wantteobipeace.’
He went to his meeting. He must have gone strdugite,

because when she arrived there herself, his cainvhe side- way,
and she heard him moving around in his room. --\

‘Jon?' she called as she walked up the staithglie anything | can do
to help?’

She stood on the landing and he came to his beddoom
'I'm going to bed.' He closed the door.
'‘But, Jon, can't | get you some food? Or a hot whilkk?"

He opened the door again. 'Just go away and leaaane. Don't you
know when you're not wanted?'

His choice of words brought a lump to her throatt bhe bravely
swallowed it and tried again. 'A hot drink wouldihgou to sleep,
Jon.'

'Oh, if you insist, I'll have it for the sake ofge® and quiet.'

She turned to go downstairs.



*You can use my milk, not yours. And you can go imy kitchen.'

She found a saucepan, heated the milk, and poured a mug. Then
she ran downstairs for some tablets, and racedaip.a

'‘Milk's ready, Jon. May | come in?'

His reply was muffled, so she took a chance and wen

He was half sitting, half lying in bed, and hisdagas pale and drawn.
'Headache bad, Jon?'

He didn't answer, just stretched out his hand Hier drink, took the
proffered tablets and handed the empty cup bablkito

He leaned back and closed his eyes.
'‘Aren't you going to lie down, Jon?'

He slid down the bed, turned on his side, and sliegthe covers
over his shoulders as though he were a child. ®loel $ooking at him
for a heartbreaking moment, then went out. She dhedrat she
interpreted as a muffled 'thanks' as she closeddus.

Kathryn was up early next morning. She ran upstagfere leaving
for work, to ask Jon if he had any messages forStex looked for him
in every room. His flat was empty. She could hafoiyieve that he
had gone, but apparently he had.

When she arrived at the college, he was at his a@gsisual.

‘You're late," he snapped, as she knocked anceenter



'I'm—I'm sorry. | assumed you would be stayingahk today, so | --'
'So you thought you'd take advantage of it andrglette, | suppose?’

'Of course not.' Her indignation made him look Wipissed the bus
because | went upstairs to look for you to seledafdé was anything you
wanted. But you had gone.'

He shrugged his shoulders. Then he sneezed. Hmgedtto sneeze
at frequent intervals throughout the day. _ ‘Wollldou be better at
home, Dr. Wright? You'll only prolong your coldybu don't give in to
it at this stage.'

'‘When | want your advice, I'll ask for it. Rightwpl want to do some
work. If you don't mind.’

She drew in her lips so that the tears would netestart to come, and
as she worked, became defiant instead of tealfuhdt's how he's

going to receive my offers of help and sympathg' thought, 'then he
can jump in the lake. For two pins, I'd tell hinath

He went home ten minutes early, and when Kathrygiseat he was in
bed again. But this time, she didn't .go near I8e had her tea anc
went out to a rehearsal.

Afterwards, Max took her for coffee and it was latieen he dropped
her at the house. ,

Geoff met her in the hall. The dog was with himhislead.

"Where've you been all this time? Jon's been adkingou the whole
evening, and even | didn't know where you were.'

'l've been at rehearsal, then | had coffee with Ny should | worry
about Jon? He's insulted me so much the last few tthat | decided |
would keep out of his way in future. And you cal iem that from



me."' She snatched the lead from his hand. 'l'd td&p for a walk.' She
slammed the front door behind her and marched dbersteps and
along the road.

She knew he would be at his desk next morning.&ieed for his
summons, but it did not come. Eventually she detidego in without
being asked. As she closed his door behind hdodked up and said,

'‘What are you doing in here? | thought you werengao keep out of
my way in future?'

She looked blank.
'l heard what you said last night. You woke me up.’
'I'm sorry.’

He leaned back in his chair and swivelled from saside. '‘And I'm
sorry about the insults, but as I've told you befdhat's me. If you
can't take them, then you'd better try and findesome else to work for
me.'

She walked across the room to her chair, sat dowgrnlg, opened her
notebook and gripped her pencil so hard her kngoklatened.

He watched her and waited. 'When you are in a gdiame of mind,
I'll begin.’

All the names which Max had called him in the pasivded into her
mind. She began to understand how Max felt abaout hi

His voice broke into her rebellious thoughts. Hel softly, 'Am |
making you hate me?'

Tears reached danger level. She stared at hineylesrwide, her face
ashen. 'But why, Jon, why?"



He did not answer, just played with his pen.

She controlled her tears. 'Oh, forget it. Let'saget

Slowly the year was moving towards the spring. Weather was
improving and the sun was beginning to warm théhe&athryn was
conscious of a new feeling in the air as she wemtrdthe steps on
Saturday morning to go shopping. She was walkingf gan's car,
parked as usual in the side-way, when she heareta vall her name
from an upstairs window.

She turned and saw Jon.
'‘Going shopping? Wait a moment, and I'll take you.'

Her first impulse was to ignore him, but she redeinKnowing he was
just getting over his cold, she did not want tagrinim down the stairs
for nothing, so she stood at the side of his cdrveaited. He came out
of the house, his dog at his heels, and let Katimianthe passenger
seat. He opened the rear door for Flop, who boumaedthe back,
then snuffled affectionately at Kathryn's neck. Shaghed and
pushed him away.

Jon reprimanded the dog and gave him a sharp todsit", then he
turned the car out of the drive and into the road.

'l was going out, anyway, so | thought | might adlwrop you at the
shop?.'

‘Are you feeling better?' Her voice was as impeat@s she could
make it.

‘Thank you, yes.' He grinned at her. "Hope | hawvgién it to you.'



'l doubt it. | never seem to catch other peopleldsc'’

'‘Famous last words! | only hope you're right, for sake. Can't have
my secretary away ill. I've got too much work omthat present.'

‘Thank you for those kind unselfish thoughts.'

He merely grinned again and drew up at the kerbt @it quick.
There's a double yellow line here. | don't warttéccaught by a traffic
warden.'

She got out on to the pavement, and spotted Mallitpthe car door
open, she called to him across the heads of therddgt morning
shoppers and he turned immediately.

'‘Why, hallo, beautiful.' He stretched his hand tisaher.

'‘Wait for' me, Max. I'm going to the supermarkef.tYou can carry
my shopping bag for me.’

'Of course, then we can have a coffee.'

'l take it you'll want your handbag?' The curt wfoom the car made
her turn back to Jon. She bent down, took her lmahsaid, "Yes,
please. Thanks for the lift.’

He leaned across and slammed her door shut. 'Dention it.'

Max gave Kathryn a meaningful look, and Jon watctiesm walk
across the pavement to the shop. Max took Kathgmpping bag,
then entwined his fingers with hers.

The driver savagely started the engine and itestalHe cursed and
pressed the starter again. It fired into life, thenmomentarily forgot
his road drill. He pulled out without looking badwer his right



shoulder and narrowly missed becoming involved wittyclist who
had started to overtake him. He swore at himselfdrove on.

Kathryn enjoyed wandering round the large selfisenstore with
Max. They were walking to the check-out when a gulminine
voice called out,

'‘Why, Miss Swale, what a coincidence, seeing ydueire.'

Kathryn knew who it was without turning round. Sklso knew she
would have been ignored if it hadn't been for Feerdsome escort.

'‘Oh, good morning, Miss Linton. | don't think yowad have met
before. Miss Linton, this is Max Rutland, the pipal's son.
Max—Annette Linton, head of the domestic scienqead@enent at the
college.’

Annette's eyes went to work at once. They begam éxploratory
journey over Max's face, and Max responded in goedsure. He
liked what he saw, there was no doubt about that.

'l had no idea Mr. Rutland had a son, let alonerapietely adult son."'
She gave the word 'adult" the full treatment.

Max still said nothing, just looked.

To fill the awkward pause while they silently corsed, Kathryn said,
'‘Max is taking part in the students' play next Westiay, aren't you,
Max?'

‘Yes, oh—er—yes. You should come and see it, Misth.'

'‘Oh, Annette, Max, please.' Kathryn noted the suiotVitation in the
words. So did Max. He looked at his watch.



'We two are going to have a coffee. If you've figd your shopping,
will you join us, Annette?'

‘Do you know, I'm dying for a coffee, Max. If yowd will just wait
for me outside, I'll show you a' good little plagkere they do the most
delicious brew imaginable.'

So Kathryn and Max paid for their goods and waitéddiently for
Annette to join them.

'I'm warning you, Max..."

He held up his hand. 'No need, sweet. Most men kwbat they're
about when they meet a woman like that.'

She looked at him in astonishment. "That was moiless what Jon
said." At the question in his eyes, she said, sSlu#i's girl-friend at the
moment.’

‘She is? You'd hardly guess, would you?' His vaias dry.
'Here she comes. A final word of warning, Max..."
'‘Don't worry, sweet' His voice held urgent reasscea

Annette was right about the coffee. It was delisioiathryn's two

companions were carrying on both an audible anérmt sonversation

which was quite outside her sphere. She was seeside of Max

which was new, and which she did not like very muthnette had

that effect on men, sheoticed. Eveldon changed when he was in he
company.

At last they remembered her. 'I'm so sorry, Misgalgwf we have left
you out in the cold. You must have been bored. £it it's not often
one meets such an interesting man.' She turnedeleprbrown eyes to
Max. 'I'm giving a party next - Saturday, Max, anas$1Swale, of



course. | should be delighted if you would both eoM/ould you?'
The urgency in her eyes had the desired effechemtan she was
addressing.

'l believe | had an engagement, but | can easdglbit.' He smiled. 'I'll
be delighted to accept your invitation. And. yowest?' to Kathryn.
'‘Coming to the party?' Annette's eyes narrowedhat dpparent
familiarity between them.

'I'd love to, thanks. It will be something to lotkward to after the
excitement of the play. Are you coming to see iVdadnesday, Miss
Linton? Max is the leading man.’

'‘Oh," her voice was heavy with meaning, 'then llsthefinitely not
miss it." She rose, gathered her handbag and gltvest Saturday,
then? Eightish? Goodbye, Max.'

When she had gone, Max lifted up his hand. 'Sakingt beautiful,
nothing at all Now I'll take you home.'

'‘Geoff," Kathryn called as she let herself in te tiouse. 'Geoff, where
are you?'

Kathryn sprinted up the stairs and went into hst-room. Then she
stopped. He was playing chess with Jon.

'‘Oh, | thought you were alone.'

Jon half rose, and said with a mocking smile,l8dve if you want to
go all confidential.'

‘No, don't go.'



Jon noted her sparkling eyes and broad smile. iBwaes plain coffee

you had and that it wasn't laced with brandy?'¢t&kéd at her harder
and continued. 'There's a sort of gloating air alyou, Miss Swale,

that makes me feel vaguely suspicious. Come oe,'giv

'‘Geoff,' she ignored Jon's remark, 'guess who Icoffée with.'
'‘Don't tell me—Max.'

'‘Who else?'

‘The OIld Boy?'

Kathryn shook her head and looked triumphantlyat Annette.’

Jon's head shot round. 'How did that come abowntiuldn't have said
you were on coffee terms with her. She's hardly ygpe.'

'‘No.' Still the smile clung to her mouth. 'But shiffax's type; And he's
hers.' She turned to go out. 'Carry on with yowgsshi She waved hel
hand.

'‘Come back here, Miss Swale. What was that perat@nmemark
supposed to mean? Apart from being a good exit line

'Oh, we met in the supermarket, and she turnedhercharm, as she
usually does when there's an unattached male afosinel gazed
boldly into Jon's narrowed eyes, 'and like all th&t, Max fell for it.
He invited her to coffee with us, and being Annetiiee accepted.
From then on, | took a back seat. | didn't mindcofirse, because |
could sit back and watch her at work, luring hextnectim into her
spider's web.'

Jon leaned back and crossed his legs. 'No doubpig&ed up a few
tips.'



'l wouldn't dirty my hands with her methods.'
‘Kath, be careful what you're saying,' Geoff warned

Jon waved his hand at him. 'It's all right. I'mgdragainst your sister's
bluntness.'

'‘She's invited us to her party.' The smile reamgzbar
'‘What party?'

Kathryn was enjoying herself. 'The party she'srgjuext Saturday.
Hasn't she told you about it?'

'‘She certainly hasn't.’

'‘Perhaps she doesn't intend to invite you. You kraffwvith the old
love, on with the new.'

This shot scored a bull's-eye. Jon got up and watkedrds her

retreating figure, dusting his hands as he wente'@ay in the very
near future, Mrs.Wright, you will get that good hiding you so
consistently ask for. In the meantime, take yoother's advice and be
careful what you are saying."

She dived down the stairs out of reach, the snilleoa her face.

She awoke next morning with a sore throat, a hdedand no smile.
She felt terrible. She went up to Geoff's room.

'He's given it to me, Geoff. | knew he would. Hdrdi go home when
| told him to. Now what am | going to do?'

‘Given you what?' Jon stood at the landing out&deff's door.



She turned to him, a hand at her throat.

'‘You've caught my cold?' He threw back his headlanghed loudly.
He mimicked her voice, ' "l never catch other petgptolds"”. | hate to
say "l told you so", but, as | said, famous lastdgd

His lack of sympathy, on top of her affliction, neather furious.
‘Serves you right if I'm off work.'

He could have been annoyed at her tone, but he'twhsn was
irritatingly mild. 'If | kept on working, why canjtou?'

She made an exasperated sound and went downstairs.

'‘She's worried about the play on Wednesday, Jumfisard Geoff say
as she retreated. '

'Is that all?' Jon dismissed the subject. 'Shd'siganderstudy, hasn'
she?' As the day progressed, her sore throat wedsand she had ar
early night.

She got up on Monday morning, feeling sluggish @epressed.

There was a tap on her door, and Jon called loutjéw of your
condition, can | give you a lift?'

"No, thank you,' Kathryn answered, without opertimg door.

'If that's how you feel about it, you can do thieestthing!" he shouted
back, and slammed out of the house. As soon aadgdne, Kathryn
regretted her childish action. It would have beercemfortable and
warm in the car.

Jon did not give her an ounce of sympathy all #eyexpected her to
keep up her usual standard of efficiency, and wiarasionally her
attention wandered, he called her back without gnerc



She missed the rehearsal that evening. She tolgrddicer that she
had a slight cold, and thought it wiser to nursa thome.

'‘Don't forget the dress rehearsal tomorrow eveniigs Swale,' he
reminded her. 'Hope you can make it. We'll havegei your
understudy up to scratch, just in case.’

'Oh, it will be better by than,' she assured him.

But it got worse instead of better. She began ¢esa, and drooped sc
noticeably that even Geoff was concerned. He uhgedo go to bed,

which she did, and offered to make her a milk drimkich she gladly

accepted. While she was waiting for him to brinmjtshe got out of

bed to find her tablets, extracted two from thelb@nd replaced it in
her dressing-table drawer.

‘Here's your milk, Kathy.'

She swung round to see Jon standing in the cehtteedoom. She
scurried back to bed and pulled up the coverddoerflushed, her hair
dishevelled.

He looked down at her. 'You resemble a timid ligd.' He lowered
the milk carefully on to the bedside table, and lpist hand on her
forehead. 'You're a bit hot. Your temperature'pbty up a bit, but
that's only to be expected. If you feel like | feahen you must feel
bad.' His expression was almost kind, and it meiftathryn's heart.

‘Thank you for bringing my milk, Jon. | did ask Gieo

‘Just thought I'd return the compliment you paid Brenk up, there's a
good girl." She drank up, obediently, while he wered round the
room, picking up ornaments and pictures, and ingpgethem closely.

'It's obvious from all your feminine knick-knackshca precious
possessions that you live like a bachelor girleliff strange, isn't it?'



He stood at the side of the bed and looked dovertiost in thought.
His shoulders lifted and fell in a kind of hopelgesture.

She lay back on the pillow and closed her eyes hanokent down and
pulled the covers over her as she had done to3i@.looked at him
and smiled, and his smile in return was the swesheshad ever seen



CHAPTER XI

'WHY are you in this morning, Miss Swale?' Jon's tecsee made her
jump, and she snapped shut her powder compactippddit guiltily
into her handbag. She raked his face for a signeofenderness he hac
shown her the evening before, but none was thew,har glance
ricocheted off the hard line of his jaw.

‘Well? I'm waiting?'

She licked dry lips which were cracking from heldcand sat down.
Her legs felt oddly weak. She still had not fulgcovered her breath
from the strangely difficult feat of walking up t&airs.

‘To work, | suppose. What else?'
'In my humble opinion, you're not in a fit statentork.’
'‘As you said yourself, if you could do it, so cdn |

He regarded her intently for a moment. 'Ah, novet i Tonight, no
doubt, is the dress rehearsal. You could hardlyogibhat, | suppose,
and not come in to work.'

' don't want to let them down."

'‘Don't you? Or is it the thought of your understudgsing your
boy-friend on the stage, instead of yourself?'

She shook her head forlornly. 'If you want to thih&t, how can | stop
you? If | told you | came in because | remembetesl dconference
you—we—are attending next week, and realised welldhoave to
keep up with the work, you wouldn't believe me.’

He was silent for a moment. 'You are not indispblesaas I've said
before. There are others who could do your work.'



She turned weary eyes up to his. 'Can we stopraggnd get on?'

So they worked. At coffee-time, Jon told her he ldaualk with her to
the dining-room. He had to slow his pace to hers.

'I'm sorry, Jon, | just can't walk fast today.'

'You little idiot," he hissed, 'why did you comé&itive agood mind to
carry you out to my car and take you home forcibly.

Kathryn looked around furtively at the studentslimgl about in the
corridors and hoped they had not heard him.

Jon held the dining-room door open for her. 'lf yaven't improved
by lunch-time, you're going home, whether you wardr not.’

They parted to go to separate tables.

Kathryn joined Jill and her other friends. "Youkowashed out, Kath.
You should be at home.'

'‘Don't you start, Jill, I've just had a lecturerfr Dr. Wright.'

'‘What? Has he suddenly become considerate? Musbimething
wrong with him.'

‘The dress rehearsal's tonight. I've got to keepggior that.'

‘Jon darling, so you've honoured us with your preedhis morning.'
They all turned at the sound of Annette's voiceshastook her place
beside him.

Kathryn's friends squirmed, '‘Ugh! How he can sthed beats me,'
whispered Jill. 'They're obviously as thick as Ve She's got him
where she wants him, hasn't she?'



‘Jon," Annette was saying, 'do you know about myyBaDid Miss
Swale tell you?'

Jon's eyes darted across to Kathryn and he snatathiscently. 'Yes,
she told me.'

‘You will come, Jon? | knew | need not ask you sgcbecause
you're always at my place, darling, aren't you? 'Moalmost part of
the furniture.'

Jon pretended to be annoyed. 'If that's how yok toome...'

'Oh, but darling, of course itisn't.' She seized of hi? hands and pul
it to her lips.

Jim Mexby sat down at their table and said causticKeep that for
later, Annette, can't you?"

She turned large, innocent eyes to the spealdon’t know what you
mean, Mr. Mexby.' She lowered their linked hand$heotable top, and
Jon made no attempt to take his away.

'‘No?' Jim Mexby's smile was sardonic.

Suddenly Jon stubbed out his cigarette, rose, @okket at Kathryn.
‘Coming, Miss Swale?'

Taken completely off guard, Kathryn coloured deepitg swallowed
the remains of her coffee. As they walked togetbethe door, she
knew that Annette's eyes were following them. Shewk also that
Annette would not take Jon's snub lightly. But wbaitild Annette do
that would Harm her in Jon's eyes? His opinionesfiirad already hit
rock-bottom.



Kathryn looked questioningly at Jon as he helddder open for her,
but he offered no explanation of his abrupt departmth her at his
side.

‘Come in when you're ready, will you?' was all hielsas they arrived
at their respective rooms.

'‘While | remember," Kathryn said, as she took leat ®pposite him,
'Francis has asked me to confirm that you havetickets for the
conference next week. And should he have them?"

Jon searched inside a drawer. 'Yes, here they Heetbssed them
across his desk. 'He'd better have them. Oncethget, you won't see
much of me. I'll be too busy.'

'‘And the name of the hotel?"

‘The Turrets,' he told her, and she wrote it doWhe whole party is
booked in there. It was easier that way.'

Later she called to see Francis. He came acroskheastood at his
door. 'My dear, you look quite ill! Should you beré®

'l must keep going, Francis. Th&ay's tomorrow evening.'

‘That's all very well, Kathryn, but if you're nat €nough... | suggest,
my dear, that you come home with me this evening) lsave a hot
meal. Max will be there, and you could have a weitth him about the

play.’

The thought of a proper meal with someone elsegdthe cooking
was certainly tempting to Kathryn, and she acceptiéu pleasure.

‘You'll have to go home early,' Jon told her, asigaed some letters.
‘You look half dead.’



'l can't. I'm going to Francis' for a meal Thendjaing to the rehearsal.
With Max.'

Jon appeared to go dumb. He extracted a cigarettethe packet and
motioned her out of the room. She went.

Francis called for her at five o'clock. She loolkadherself in the
cloakroom mirror and was horrified. Surely she didzally look as ill
as that? ,

'My dear," Francis said, as he drove her to his djotlyou need
cosseting. How can you possibly go to this rehdafs@m the look of
you, you won't be fit enough for the performanaaaorow night, let
alone this evening. Haven't you an understudy?'

‘Yes, of course, but it would hardly be fair to Maxthe others if |
couldn't make it.'

"Your sense of duty is too strong. We are all disgadble, even if we
like to think we're not.’

The idea of a cooked meal proved to be more aitteact theory than
in practice. Kathryn did her best with the plate@il food which

Francis' housekeeper had put in front of her, lentappetite did not
please her fiance.

‘You've scarcely touched it, my dear.’

Max was very concerned. 'Look, sweet, you can'siphs make it
tonight. And | honestly doubt whether you'll makeomorrow for the
actual performance. Come on, Kathryn, give in. €lseralways
Maureen, your understudy. She's good, you know) @vénhe kissing
bits. | told you, most girls like kissing me!'



She smiled weakly and realised that he was rigimoAt in tears, she
took her leave of Francis, and got into Max's e#r.was taking her
home on his way to the rehearsal.

‘Don't come in tomorrow, whatever happens, Kathiyer, fiance told
her. 'Have the day off. | absolutely insist.’

Max helped her up the steps in to the house. Asstwod outside her
bedroom door, he put his arms round her waist.

'I'm so sorry to let you down, Max.' Her eyes grawnist. '

'It's a real shame, sweet, after all your hard wibrk enjoyed working
with you. | must tell you that."'

The front door opened and closed, but he ignoredabt. He raised
his hand and stroked her hair.

'‘Don't come too near me, Max. You might catch it.’

'It would be heaven to catch something from yoleetwwhe whispered
as footsteps went up the staircase, followed by fauy, golden
paws.

'So here goes.' He kissed her gently on the (§zodnight, sleep well.
And do what Father says—stay at home tomorrow.'

'‘Good luck with the play, Max.'
‘Thanks, sweet. See you some time.' He raisecknid and was gone.

Kathryn slept most of next day. Early that mornghg had struggled
out of bed and asked Geoff to tell Jon she wouldway from work.
He had passed her message on to Jon before heeldfduse, but Jon
had apparently said he was already aware of it.



When she awoke the following morning, she felt moetter. Her cold
seemed to have improved, and her legs were onde agang to
support her. She called upstairs to her brothérsti@was going back
to work, and when she walked into her office,\@als surprised to see
her.

‘Kath! -Why on earth have you come in? | was copd®gar. You must
have tamed your boss, he's been so much easi@rkdav this time.
What have you done to him? Or is it Annette's ierfice?’

'l wouldn't know. But I'm almost back to normal &yd Jill, so |
thought I'd come back. Better than sitting arountlame. Where is
Dr. Wright, by the way?'

'In London, at a meeting. He won't be back todagy.ditl say that if
you were silly enough to come in—his words—then gould just sit
around and look pretty. He also said you couldgbis room and do
anything you liked except put your feet up on haslid'

That sounded so like Jon that they laughed. Katldegided then to
overhaul the filing system and trace one or two letsers. During the
afternoon, she called to see Francis. He said lsedekghted to see
her looking better.

'Did you go to the play, Francis? Was it good, ditdMax do well?
How did my understudy get on? | haven't had a cham@ask anyone
about it yet.'

'Sit down, my dear, and I'll try to answer all yaurestions. Yes, the
play was good and Max was excellent Your understodgaged very
well, too. | think Max helped her along. Althougé'simy son, | must
admit he is a very good actor.' Max had sent a agestelling her he
would collect her on Saturday evening and takedédre party.



‘Do you mind if | go, Francis? Miss Linton was kiadough to invite
me as well as Max, so | didn't like to refuse.’

'‘Go, my dear, by all means. Enjoy yourselvesniitsmy cup of tea at
all.’

Francis took her home, but he would not go in. Heed and drove
away.

Jon's voice was brisk and businesslike next dagm& in, Miss
Swale.' His face was impassive when his glanckdticover her. He
helped himself to a cigarette and held his lighaet.

'l take it you're better.'
‘Yes, thank you.'

'If a little subdued.’

'‘As you say, subdued.’

His eyes assessed her as he waved away the snubkeaaed back.
'‘No doubt as a result of missing the play.'

‘No doubt.'

He placed his smouldering cigarette on the aslanalypulled the pile
of papers towards him.

‘Well, after that scintillating piece of conversatj we will proceed
with our work.'

He started reading a letter at die top of the flen, as if his mind was
not really on it, asked her how she had occupiedétiethe previous



day. 'l reorganised the filing system, and brouighs&ng up to date. It's
something I've been wanting to do for years.'

He nodded briefly and continued with his reading.

A few seconds later, he said with a smile, 'In ttzste 1'd better go out
for the day more often. Then you might get the depant so well
organized there would be no need for a head of it.’

‘You mean | could make you redundant?' Her smildlehged him.
'It's certainly an idea worth working on. Thanksttee tip.'

He looked amused. 'You're regaining your form. Yauwst be feeling
better.’

After that, he gave his whole attention to his work

Kathryn felt curiously elated about going to thetpaShe put on die
only party dress she possessed—it was white satg,swvith a halter
neck, low-cut at the back, revealing her smooth evhltoulders and
allowing her hair to swing free-and shining roured heck.

She pinned on her diamond brooch and as she aditsraxtredible
sparkle, felt just a little defiant. Why should st wear it? She neec
not tell anyone who gave it to her. Just a friefidhe family, she
would say—a very old friend. A very good friend.

It caught Max's eye as soon as Kathryn openeddbe d

'What's this? Got a rich uncle? He's spoilt youp&rer he is. That
brooch is fabulous.’

'Yes, a rich uncle, that's right.’



He looked at her curiously, but merely said, "Wiseyeur coat?’

She put a lacy white stole round her shoulderssépgded into her coat
which Mai held open for her.

'‘Annette” gave,e , Special reminder to bring you, Max. Aren't yo
flattered?’

He smiled. 'Of course I'm flattered. My masculigm ¢akes a bow.
But I'd be a darned sight more flattered if it bhae&n you who'd said it.'

Helen crossed along the drive towards them. 'Canwait for us,
Max? I'm late as usual.’

Max answered, 'Be delighted to give you a lift, éiel
'I'll tell Geoff. Hope-he's ready.’

Geoff was ready. 'This is nice of you, Max. Now wan arrive in
style.’

It was not far to Annette's flat. She greeted thmmthe doorstep,
looking wonderful in a red velvet dress which cluadner figure. Her
lacquered black hair was secured at the back iy fed scarf. Long
golden pendant earrings emphasised her smallaaisgjold bangles
decorated her wrists.

Her eyes saw only Max, and she linked her armsndalling over her
shoulder to the two women to help themselves tobsoamd powder.

They tidied themselves at the triple-mirrored dmegdable and Helen
soon joined Geoff in the lounge, leaving Kathryemsting alone in the
doorway. She searched the room for Jon, and savelainmg against
the wall near the fireplace. His eyes strayed beerlas she moved intc
the centre of the room, lowering her eyelids agathe pall of



cigarette smoke which already hung like a moorlanst over the
heads of the guests.

Jon watched her standing there, looking shy andrtai.

He watched, but he made no move to go to her.sAtshe found some
courage and walked across to Max. At that mometitna, he was a
safe harbour and she was thankful as his hand cattewards her as
if he sensed her shyness.

Still Jon stood there, lazily smoking, watching awadrowing his eyes
as he saw Max draw Kathryn to his side and inclhde in the
conversation. Kathryn listened to the talk aroued land found her
eyes straying, against her will, to the isolatdekayvant figure of her
former husband. She flushed as she met his cyaiqalession and
turned her head away from him to give her full atitsn to those
nearby.

Max asked her, 'What are you having, sweet? SHerry?
'Please, Max.'

As he handed Kathryn her drinrknnette spoke to him. 'So glad yot
made it, Max. My party wouldn't have been the santleout you.'

He answered the caress in her eyes with a mocking b

'‘My word, Miss Swale," Annette was gazing interdly Kathryn's
dress, 'what a beautiful brooch, if | may say sd.y@u, | wonder, beg,
borrow, steal it, or—acquire it by other means?'

'I—I..." Kathryn floundered, thrown off balance llye manner in
which Annette had cunningly focussed attentionen h

'‘She Says a rich uncle gave it to her," Max toéddthers, who were all
staring at the object under discussion. Everyoughad.



‘That's her story, and she's sticking to it." Thkyurned at the sound
of Jon's voice. 'But judging by her confusion, bsld say she got it

"by other means".

Kathryn almost foundered at his treachery. She #@vsardonic
amusement on his face and knew she would get mofifoeh him. So
she said, with a careless laugh,

‘Well, you wouldn't expect me to tell you the trutiow would you?'

Max frowned. 'Don't speak like that, sweet, or &dlshave to change
my high opinion of you. Don't disillusion me.’

'Oh, Max!" Annette laughed up at him. 'Are you niyito tell us that
you still have illusions about us women? We'relasl same at heart,
you know—out for what we can get.'

Kathryn wanted desperately to say 'speak for ydiurSae watched
Geoff move to the centre of the group. His hostead plainly

provoked him beyond endurance. '‘Annette shoulahleat to go from

the particular to the general. She can speak fogelfe not for my

sister, and certainly not for my girlfriend." Toftem his words a little
to suit the mood of the gathering, he put his aound Helen's
shoulders and pulled her close. 'I've got no moasgl, my girl-friend

knows she can't get anything out of me. But shiel@ties me, tad so
far | haven't noticed her eyes straying to othen mvbo have more to
offer.’

' "So far" are the operative words, brother.' Ewerg/laughed as Jon
spoke and Kathryn saw that his eyes were fixedesn h

Max intercepted the look and frowned from one ® dkher. His arm
moved protectively round Kathryn's shoulders. Atemetaw die
action. 'Max, come over here. | want you to meehedriends of
mine.'



Max whispered in Kathryn's ear, "Won't be long,d afellowed

Annette across the room. Kathryn finished her dramd amused
herself by studying the other guests. She knewndmnstill watching
her and she wanted to throw off his eyes, but &lapg like iron

filings to a magnet.

He startled her when he appeared at her side. Heuned, 'Can your
rich uncle get you another drink?'

She had to smile, and handed him her empty glassvdsd soon back.
‘There you are, niece.'

‘Thank you, Uncle Jon." She smiled up at him detwwed he took
Max's place on the arm of her chair. His hand mdsefuind her and
his fingers trailed the bare flesh of her shoulder.

He leaned down and whispered, 'Has anyone toldhgowu beautiful
you look?'

'‘No.'
‘Well, I'm telling you now. I'm glad I've got suehcharmingniece.'
She looked up at him. 'My uncle is pretty good,'too

Their eyes came together and clung, and for a émergls everyone
else in the room faded away, and they were two lpealone in a
wilderness. The world rocked around her, and shggid her eyes
from his and tried to pull herself back to reality.

‘Kathryn, sweet, come over here.' Max approachddlesw her out of
the armchair. 'l want you to convince these pedtipd¢ I'm not your
fiance, but your future stepson. They won't beliee'



She looked apologetically at Jon, who frowned ag plaled her into
the circle of laughing people. '‘Now tell them, Kigtlh You're going to
marry my father. Go on, say it.’

'It's quite true. I'm his father's future wife.'&Sturned to Max. 'He's
going to be my stepson, my little boy. Aren't ydaar?'

'Yes, Mummy.' Max's high-pitched small-child voicadthem roaring
with laughter, especially when he crouched dowigzeseKathryn's
hand and looked up at her. 'Sweetie, Mummy?' hedaglaintively.

‘You'd better cut that out, Max,' said one of thenm'or we might
misunderstand your meaning.'

They all laughed again and Max resumed his normeigiht. 'That's all
right by me. What about you?' His arm encircled \waist. Kathryn
shook her head and laughed helplessly.

'‘Well," Max addressed the others, 'now do you belme?’
‘Not when you're cuddling her like that.'

Kathryn smiled. 'l don't mind. | look upon him ad@ther. A nice
brother.’

Max's hand flew to his head. 'Oh no. | am prostraith despair.
Anything but a brother.'

‘That puts you in your place, Max.' Annette wahiatside. "Try me. |
wouldn't look upon you as a brother.' Her brownsesearched his.

'I'm damned sure you wouldn't." Geoff was standialgind Kathryn,
and his words came from under his breath.

Max looked her coolly up and down. 'Do | take thatan invitation,
Annette?'



‘Take it how you like, Max.'
Jon touched her on the shoulder. 'Isn't it timeéhag some food?"

'Food, darling?' She hung on to his arm. 'But afrse. Help me
distribute it, darling, will you? After all you kmothe geography of
my kitchen better than anyone else here.'

'‘Only of your kitchen?' Geoff murmured.

'‘Geoff, be quiet. Someone might hear you.' Hiesisbwned. 'Helen,
keep him in order, dear.'

'You heard what Kath said, Geoff darling. After, ghu are accepting
Annette's hospitality, aren't you?'

'Oh, all right.' He was like a sulky boy. 'But yocan't stop me thinking
it.

Helen kissed him quickly on the cheek.

The buffet supper, when it appeared, tantalise@yles as well as the
appetite. It was as good to look at as the hosieself who, with the
help of some of her guests, set it out on the eleérdining table
which had been pushed to one side of the room.

Kathryn sat beside Max on the couch while theytlaecolourful and
enticing savouries which Annette had so expertgated. The tiny
cakes and the iced gateaux, overflowing on to g with whipped
cream, were a challenge to the palate”®

'‘No wonder Jon comes here for his meals," Kathihpught as she
drank her second cup of Annette's delicious coffee.

Max was-as appreciative as everyone else.



'‘She's not head of the domestic science deparfioremdthing, is she?'
Helen reminded them. 'She's gat string of diplomas and
gualifications as long as a clothes line.’

‘Someone's missing a good wife," one of the menneemted. 'If |
weren't married, Annette, I'd ask you to marry Mau're a darn good
cook.'

'Is that all you'd marry me for, Mike? My cookingZhe looked
insinuatingly at him.

‘Well,' he looked at her consideringly, 'I'll tgtbu the answer to that
one in private.'

Everyone laughed. Annette began to talk about Mpait in the
students' play. Kathryn looked round for Jon. He wawhere in sight,
and although she was surrounded by people, shedely lonely.

Then Annette disappeared. Kathryn found it impdesib tether her
attention to the conversation around her. Wheretlheyl gone? What
were they doing?

'‘Now look what I've done!' Max's annoyance broke the anguish of
her thoughts. 'Spilt coffee down my jacket.'

‘Annette's got something to clean that up withe¢ ohthe wives told
him. "You'll have to look for her. She's not aroundhere.'

Max took Kathryn's hand and pulled her up. '‘Comg&tep- mum.
Come and clean up your little boy.' Laughter fokalxthem out of the
room.

As they turned into the hall, Jon was lifting higslfrom Annette's
inviting mouth.



'Sorry to interrupt, Annette." Max gave her an daolok. 'But we've
been told you have something to remove a coffan.ske indicated
the damp brown mark down his jacket.

‘Yes, of course, Max. It's cm the dressing-tablenynbedroom. The
bottle's marked cleaning fluid. | was using it nif/@s evening. Shall
| do it for you?'

'‘No, no, stay where you are. | wouldn't dream phdép@ spoilsport’ He
gave Jon a calculated glance. 'I'll take my gstéad. She'll do it She
does anything | want, don't you, beautiful?'

‘Now, now, Max." Annette drawled her words. 'Iftteavhat you have
in mind, you'd better lock the door. It's all riglhtth me. I'm sure
Kathryn wouldn't welcome any interruptions.’

'You hear what she says, sweet.! Max's voice wdslent and
suggestive. 'We'd better take her advice and leeldbor.' He smiled
at the harshness in the other man's eyes. '‘Conteeaatiful, lead me
to it. | can't wait.' He dropped a light kiss ontKgn's cheek.

As Max led Kathryn towards the bedroom door, Arglstarms crept
round Jon's neck. She turned her face upwards ackeped her lips
for another kiss. But Jon pulled her hands awawe sharply and
went into the lounge, leaving her standing in tak lboking stupefied
and angry.

Max closed the bedroom door. 'What goes on betvieese two?
Who's chasing who, | wonder?' He shrugged and wlalke the

dressing-table. 'Here's the stuff.' He removeqgdaket and held it out
to her. 'Clean it up for me, like a good step- mum.

Kathryn applied the fluid with her handkerchief agentually the
stain disappeared. Max watched her as she worked.



'Did | tell you, by the way, that my father isrdbtwell?'

'‘No, Max.' Kathryn was shocked. 'What's wrong? Hasn't —he
surely hasn't caught my cold?"

'Sorry to say, sweet, he's got a sore throat aadduhe, all the usual
symptoms. Said he was going to bed early.’

'Oh, Max, why didn't you tell me earlier? | wouldnave come to the
party. | would have gone to him instead.’

‘That, beautiful, is exactly why | didn't tell yode warned me not to.'

'‘But I'll come tomorrow, Max. | must look after hint was my
fault—I shouldn't have gone near him when | hadlitank goodness
you didn't catch it.'

'‘No.' He touched her lips with his fingers. 'Anasked for it, didn't I? |
kissed you, remember?' He seemed to grow restldsye you
finished yet? That'll do. I'll send it to the cleas.' He put the jacket
on. 'Thanks, sweet. You're a good girl. Now I'mngpi He edged to
the door, keen to get away. '‘Coming?'

‘When I've combed my hair.'

Max took out his handkerchief and dabbed at the matk on his
jacket. 'Shows a bit.'

He opened the door. Jon was outside, his hand dedetowards the
handle. Max narrowed his eyes, turned back to kathraised the
handkerchief to his mouth. 'Is it all off, swed#® rubbed his lips.

'Is what all off?' She turned from the mirror azdv Jon.

'‘Why, your lipstick, of course.'



'‘But, Max, what are you --'

Max looked in the mirror. 'Ah yes, it's all gonByé, sweetheart.' His
voice was intimate. '‘Come back to me soon, wonifyo

He smiled broadly as he passed Jon, and indicaeedobm with a
wave of his hand. "Your turn now?'

It was obvious that Jon only just prevented himBelih swinging his
fist at him. The door closed, the key rasped as# turned in the lock.

'It's not true, what you're thinking, Jon. It's plgnnot true. You must
believe me. I've been cleaning his jacket.'

It was as if he had not heard. His eyes, contenystaad ice cold, tore
her self-respect to shreds. His voice, when he spoded a grating
guality she had never heard before.

"Your moral standards have scarcely improved ower years. If
anything, they've gone into even greater decline.’

‘But, Jon," Kathryn entreated, 'you surely didaket seriously what
Annette said in the hall. For my sake, please doglieve all the
poisonous innuendoes that she chooses to pass tifé druth. Geoff
warned you what she was like. Her insinuations caleulated and
deadly. | beg you not to let her taint your judgtien

His voice was dangerously quiet. 'Are you askingewen now not to
believe what my eyes tell me?'

‘But, Jon, your eyes have told you nothing. It'sirymind yet again
that's following false evidence and misinterpreting facts.'

Her voice rose in desperation as she sensed h@litynto get through
to him and clear herself in his eyes. 'You saidrgelf that the truth is
not always what it seems.’



As she watched his steps bringing him slowly anentéessly closer,
she knew she had failed to reach him. 'Don't gieetinat again,' he
spat out. 'l've grown resistant to that sort df.tal

She began to be afraid. He stood in front of hev, s anger at white
heat. 'When others have no scruples where you eagaged woman
are concerned, and take with alacrity what is pfatheirs for the
asking, why should I, who perhaps have greatenclam you than
anyone else, deny myself the pleasure of your dersble charms?'
His arms compelled her towards him as she wasdssph his grip if
iron. 'If it's warmth and passion you crave, ther® need to turn to
your future stepson. I'm more than willing to oblig possess a surfei
of such commoaodities to lavish on women like you.'

He jerked her against him and his mouth came doawage and
merciless. He pressed her backwards and down tretbed, and a
sensation of intense joy took possession of helevb@ing. Now she
knew she was back at last where she truly belondedhe. arms of
the man she loved. She was engulfed by a desiresutomit
unreservedly to his demands and she clung to himrfdless minutes,
yielding to the mastery of his lips and the camgsf his hands with
an eager passion which equalled his own. Thenntecto her that
something was wrong, and that she had no righételiere she was,
that she was betrothed to another, and that shéd&mg used by this
man as he had apparently used so many other wamére ipast,
merely to indulge the whim of the moment.

She struggled desperately and managed somehowetchviherself
free of his body and stand up.

'‘My word,' he said, breathing heavily and risingnfrthe bed, 'if you
respond to them all like that, no wonder they ctraek for more.’



Her hand swung upwards, but before it made contdhthis cheek,
he deftly caught her wrist and gripped it vicioudligars swamped her
eyes and she was choked with anger.

'‘Who exactly do you think | am? Annette? Or ongair girl-friends
whom you can pick up and throw down as the fankgggou?"'

She twisted her wrist from his grasp. The loud-gdichatter, the roars
of laughter, the beat of the music became raucadsmadcking in the
background. She looked wildly into his eyes, segkiompassion but
meeting only derision and contempt.

‘Kathryn?' Max's voice splintered the brittle sdenbetween them.
'‘Kathryn sweet, where sire you?'

Jon smiled sarcastically. "Your boy-friend is cali'won't you tell
him where you aré?

Kathryn did not stir.
‘Then if you won't, | will."

"No, don't, Jon. Please.' She laid a restrainingllwn his arm, but he
threw it off, walked to the door, opened it andled| 'Kathryn's in
here. With me.'

Max appeared in the doorway, looked from one toatier, saw the
sardonic smile on Jon's face and Kathryn's dishexVelppearance.
'Oh," he said, heavily, 'sorry if | interrupted ssitmng,’ and turned and
walked slowly away.

‘Tit for tat,’ Jon remarked with much satisfactidte gave her an
exaggeratedly low bow. 'Goodnight, Miss Swale. Anthank you.'

He went out and closed the door behind him.



CHAPTER XII

SHE was in the little sports car, speeding throughdakkness, going
home. Max had scarcely spoken since the journewrbe¢lathryn
rested her aching head cm the back of the seatlased her eyes.

Somehow, after Jon had left her, she had calmecdhgtidved herself
and gone to find Max. He had been talking to Arsdtter hand was
on his arm and his eyes were secretly amused agatehed her
looking at him. It occurred to Kathryn, as she edifor a break in
their conversation, that Annette was not finding tihe willing victim
she had anticipated.

Kathryn asked Max to take her home. As she spokéntoJon came
out of the kitchen, but she had found she couldmext his eyes. She
had told Annette she was sorry, but she was ndinfgevell and
supposed she had not completely recovered frontdldr Annette
had agreed she looked ill, and urged Max, 'Comé& badhe party
afterwards, won't you?' Her eyes searched his. r\l¥st get to know
each other better.'

The car came to a standstill in the roadway outkidéryn's house.
The sound of the engine died away and there waiscgl Max put his
arm round her, drew her head to his shoulder.

'‘Well, sweet, going to tell me about it?' , 'Oh,M&he pressed her
face against him, and the tears began again.h Misew what to do!
She sobbed and he held her tightly.

‘Come on, mop up.' He pushed his handkerchiefhetohand. 'Now
tell me.’

'It's Jon, Max. He thinks the most awful things atbme.'

'‘Does it matter, sweet? Personally, his opinionmaeething to me.'



'‘Max, there's something you ought to know. | didmise not to tell
anyone, but | think you deserve an explanatioe.r@ver told you my
proper surname, have 1? It's Wright, Mrs. Jon Wiigh

She waited for the reaction. When it came, aftpaase, it was very
quiet. 'Ex-wife of—Jon Wright? For whom you workdanho lives in
your house? But, Kathryn, my sweet, why on eartn'tliyou tell me?'

"Because Jon didn't want anyone to know. Not ewem father knows
yet.'

"And all these weeks you've been in close contatttive man, day in
and day out, with this secret between you?' Heddsis cheek against
her hair. 'And you—still loving him? Am | right?'

'Right, Max,"' she whispered. 'I'm so sorry, becanisé&rancis. But
once | saw Jon again, | knew.'

'Why can't you remarry? What's to stop you?'

'He wouldn't hear of it. You see, our divorce wasdacision. He went
away for a year, then it became two years. We wgergoung. |

thought he regretted marrying me, so |—inventedttearoman. He
wrote and told me he would do nothing to stop nveing him, so

we broke up, but | never stopped loving him." Sheddher tears. 'Now
he thinks the worst of me. Thinks my morals arethless.’

‘And every time he's seen us together, I've maderise for you. I've
goaded and provoked him, deliberately misled hinouabour
relationship. | suppose the last straw for you thesevening?'

‘This evening was terrible, Max.' She drew a bresatla sob, and his
arm tightened around her. They sat in silence.rAaparoached from
behind them, its dazzling headlamps floodlighting little sports car.
Then it swung round them and came to rest in theedr



‘That's Jon," Kathryn whispered. 'Now he reallyl #iink the worst.'
Tears flowed again. 'Max, | think I've come to thad of my
endurance. | don't know what to do.’

‘Something will work out, beautiful. May | tell yagbomething? Just
tell you once, then you must forget it? I'm in lowéh you, sweet.
Haven't you guessed? It's ironic. You're the onbman I've met |
want to marry, and you don't want me.'

'Oh, Max, what can | say?' She moved away from bum,he pulled
her back.

‘Say nothing, beautiful, nothing at all. But | Hadell you. | think my
father has guessed, although he's said nothingtda sighed. "It's a
problem, and I don't quite know the answer.’

'I must go in. Although | don't know how I'm goitmface Jon. Geoff
iIsn't home yet. Max, can | ask a favour?' She gand looked at him
in the glow of the street lamp. 'When you go backhe party, would
you bring Geoff and Helen home? Now Jon's come leaclky, they
won't have transport.’

‘Anything you say, sweet. May | kiss you goodnight?

Kathryn held up her face, and he kissed her getidlgn't cry any
more. We'll think of something.’

‘Goodnight, Max. I'll be round in the morning t@loafter your father.
Whatever the outcome of my friendship with him,thaomething |
must do.'

'Right, sweet.' She got out and he called, 'ldkpiou up about eleven.
He saluted and was on his way.

Kathryn let herself in the front door. There wassign of Jon, but his
dog came scurrying down the stairs to greet hex fl8hg her handbag



down and threw her arms round his neck. He sai®hdunches and
wagged his tail, and she rested her cheek agassir'Hallo, Flop,'
she whispered. 'You're a beautiful dog. So affeetie and loving and
uncomplicated.’

His tail wagged faster and she stroked his head .v&s so absorbec
she did not see the figure on the landing starendangrily, open his
mouth to call the dog back, then close it abruptly.

‘You'd, better go back, Flop,' he heard her sayutYmaster won't
want you to stay down here with me. He doesn'tries Flop.'

She hid her face against him for a few secondsharnded to lick her
hand. She picked up her handbag, gave him a fitiéd towards the
stairs and went to bed.

She awoke early and put on her slacks and swekgeiding 'that she
could cope better at Francis' house in casual &otS8he went up to
Geoff, her heart thumping in case she saw Jon.h&srsached the
landing, he came out of his kitchen. His expresswas remote and
cold and as their eyes met, he looked through Heey might have
been strangers. She groped for Geoff's door-haarttlestepped into
his room as if it were a sanctuary.

Geoff looked up. "What's the matter? Seen a ghost?’
'‘No. Only Jon.'

He put down his book. "Why did you leave early laght? There was
some mystery. Max seemed to know all about it,Hautvouldn't tell
us. Jon went off, too.’

'‘Don't ask me about it now, Geoff. I'll tell younse other time. I'm
going to look after Francis. He's caught my cotd| smust go to him,
Geoff, it's only right.'



Her brother shrugged carelessly. 'If you feel thay...'

''ve left some cold meat in the fridge. Therell/jand cream there,
too. Think you can manage lunch? | don't know viinae: I'll be back.’

‘Don't worry about me. I'll probably go to Helertger mother said |
could go there any time.'

So Kathryn spent the day looking after her fiande. had a slight
temperature and she made him stay in bed. Shel tigieand cooked
the lunch because his housekeeper was away thaeneelhe house
was very quiet. Max was out for much of the dayd &nancis slept
most of the time.

When he awoke, he told her he felt better, themmeediately started
sneezing. Kathryn said she had expected that foemap

"'l be better by Tuesday, my dear. I'm surebdl fit enough to go to
the conference with you. If not, you must go. Yeed a break.'

'l wouldn't go without you, Francis.'
'l insist that you go, my dear. There is no reasby you should not.'

Kathryn could think of many reasons why she shawdd but she
could tell her fiance none of them. Max returnethi@ early evening,
and took her, home. Kathryn had offered to go ltheKollowing day,
but Francis told her he would not trouble her. kbisisekeeper would
be back by then. He did tell her, though, to let\®right know that he
would not be in to the college, and would he pléake over as acting
principal for the day. She promised to tell him.n@e she leaned
down to kiss her fiance goodbye. His eyes brighteatder action and
he clung to her hand for a moment.

‘Thank you, my dear, for being so good to me totlagve appreciated
it greatly.'



With tears in her eyes for his gratitude, sheheft.

Kathryn was dreading her first meeting with Jontma&rning. When
he summoned her into his office, she was afraid.f8ared his anger,
his sarcasm, his mistrust. She made a great dffodontrol her
feelings, pushed all thoughts of the party to taeklbof her mind, and
braved him in his room.

As she lifted her eyes and looked at him, she gddpbe back of her
chair. The building was spinning like a space ship of control,
because he was smiling at her. He was actuallyirgmiThat he was
formal and even a little distant in his mannedaly did not matter. He
had smiled. As long as he did not insult her, @s& her or shout at
her, she did not mind.

He accepted his position as acting principal foe tthlay with
equanimity, and took in his stride the extra wotkek came his way.

He reminded her that the conference was due toagtButton the next
day, and told her the time of the train they wdogdcatching.

"Will the principal be fit enough to attend?'

'He's hoping so. But if not, he—insists | go. Idtdlim | would stay
behind, but he wouldn't have it.'

Jon shrugged noncommittally. ‘It's up to you.'
That evening she phoned Francis, but it was Max aviswered.
'‘How's the patient?' she asked.

‘Getting cm, thanks. Still hoping to make it tonmwvr Says he'll meet
you at the station, and wants to know the timénefttain.’



She told him. 'Give him my love, will you, Max, asdy | hope he'll
soon be better.’

'If you say so, sweet. How are things with you?'

She lowered her voice. 'A little better, Max. Naoipilike so bad as |
anticipated.’

'I'm glad to hear that. Very glad indeed. Goodnighteet.'
' 'Night, Max."

She packed her case and went upstairs to talk off.Gen Was with
him, and he was asking Geoff to look after Floplevhe was away. As
soon as Kathryn appeared, Jon left them. Geoff {@eais sister to
look after the house, and told her that Helen wdeédl him and the
dog every evening. Kathryn told him she thoughtdbg was more
important, and her brother chased her downstairs.

Kathryn stood on the platform beside the train. Sinmed up her fur
collar and hid her cheeks from the early morningj.chhe hands of
the station clock were moving perilously near t time of the train's
departure. Jon had given her a lift to the stati@@off had gone with
them and had driven Jon's car home.

She had no idea where Jon had gone. He had lefsdeng he would
travel with his friends.

Five minutes before the train was due to leave,sslve Max buy a
platform ticket and hurry through the barrier todsher.

'Sorry, sweet,' he panted, 'it's been one mad Regther can't make it.
He got up this morning, then decided he couldc fihe journey. He
Insists that you go, says the change will do yoadgo



'I'd rather not, Max.' She picked up her casenuhtgg to follow him
out.

‘You must, Kathryn. You'll only upset him if younlta Go on, sweet,
you need the rest.' He glanced at his watch. 'lt tease you. By the
way, I'm off in a couple of days. Going abroad agapart of my job.
May I—may | kiss you goodbye for the last time, Kgn?"

She held up her face. 'l don't care who's looking,murmured, and
took her in his arms. "Whatever you choose to dosmweet, may you
be very happy.' His kiss was lingering and warna ifrought tears
to her eyes.

'‘Goodbye, Max. It's been so nice knowing you.'

He helped her into the empty carriage, lifted fasecon to the luggage
rack and with a brief wave of the hand was gone.

A few minutes later, the train jerked forward akmiy made its way
out of the station. Kathryn sat in a corner selait go be alone. She
idly watched the town give way to the countrysiegd eventually the
swaying of the. carriage made her close her eyss.dBubted if she
would enjoy the trip. She wondered where Jon wasd, \@hat his
friends were like. She knew she would see venrg laf him, because
he was, after all, one of the organisers of théarence, as well as one
of the speakers.

She was so absorbed in her thoughts that it tooksbme time to
realise that another person had entered the cardddast she opened
her eyes, and was startled to see Jon idly watchergfrom the
opposite seat.

'Hallo,' he smiled. 'Where's Francis?'

'He didn't feel well enough to come.’



'So you're all alone? No wonder you look like @digirl lost. Do you
like being on your own, or would you like to joinefh I'm with my
friends in the next coach.' Her eyes gave himssvar. 'Come along.’
He pulled her up, and slid her case from the luggagk. 'Follow me.’

They went along the swaying corridor and througth®next coach.
He manipulated the sliding door and stood bacKltwaher to enter
the compartment.

'I've found what | was looking for," he told higefnds.

She had a fleeting impression of two rows of maseulaces. Then
the pleasant face of a woman emerged from thebetiare her eyes.

'‘Come and sit next to me, my dear,' the womanexdyiproving along
the seat. 'We're all friends here. We've occuednmhole carriage, so
no one else can getin.'

‘Thank you very much.' Kathryn squeezed hersalftié small space.
‘Introduce us, Jon. Don't keep us in suspense.’

So Jon introduced her. 'An old friend of mine, Mf&hryn Swale.'
Then she learned their names.

'I'm Betty Woods, wife of Bob Woods, the man witlagses and no
hair over there in the corner.'

They all laughed at the description she gave of'Husband, except,
of course, her husband. He was a little put out.

'It's the worry of you and the kids that's depriveel of my hair, love,'
he chided her. And they laughed again.



She saw Jon watching as the colour crept backietecheeks and the
light flecked her eyes. They were all so pleassim, thought.

‘Are you one of these clever physicists, Miss 8®aketty Woods
asked interestedly.

'‘Oh no. I'm a complete ignoramus where sciencensearned. I'm just
going because...'

'‘Because | couldn't bear to be parted from herféar days; so |
brought her along with me," Jon joked.

'So that's how the land lies, is it?' said a mdle@d om Bradford. 'If
that's the case, why not be nearer still to hera€and sit next to him,
Miss Swale. Look, Bob, you go and sit beside youfewBob
pretended to groan, 'then Jon's lady love can @ndesit next to him.'

'‘Oh, please don't disturb anybody,’ Kathryn urgddoking
embarrassed. 'lt really doesn't matter.'

'‘Come along, Kathryn." Jon was obviously enjoyimgdelf. ‘'Take the
gentleman up on his kind offer,’ and he made roomher. She
lowered herself reluctantly into the small gap. fyeae watched.
Jon's arm was pressed between them.

‘Go on, Jon,' Tom Bradford urged, 'put your armrghee- ought to be.
Then it won't get squashed.’

Jon looked at her enquiringly. 'May 1?'

‘Listen to him," laughed a man called Bill. 'He&kiag permission !
Never do that, boy, the lady might say no.’

Kathryn nodded. 'lt looks as if you'll have to, Jon

So he slid his arm round her back and held herldeau



Betty Woods looked at them, and was satisfied.rdheow they're
comfy.'

Bob Woods smiled affectionately at his wife. 'Thehe goes. My wife
Is always matchmaking.'

'‘Don't do that,’ Jon pretended to be upset. 'lthinngve the opposite
effect and scare the lady off.'

His grip on her shoulder tightened and he whispeégadry about this.
| never thought they'd take me seriously.'

‘Can't be helped,' she whispered back.

'‘Now they're murmuring sweet nothings,' Bill ched! "You know,
Jon, we've known you quite a while, and it's highet you settled
down. At your age you ought to have a wife andksis.'

‘Then I'd be bald like friend Bob here.' Jon raiadiand to his head.
‘No, | think I'll stay as | am and keep my hair.'

Later they became serious and discussed the caroimigrence. As
Kathryn listened, she discovered that underneathil banter they
were serious, knowledgeable men, enthusiastic atheut subjects
and vigorous in their exchange of ideas.

Betty stopped knitting and leaned across to Kathtyn going for the
rest; too. You and | must keep together, deal,kél nice having
someone on my intellectual level to talk to!

Kathryn laughed and said she would love to stal tvér. Still Jon did
not remove his arm. In fact, he seemed to setdedah more securely
round her.

The dining-car attendant appeared and they ordagding coffee.
Jon and Kathryn shared a tray on their laps. Thaghed when the



swaying of the carriage made them spill the coftileey laughed when
the biscuits got damp, they laughed 'at all thegkiwhich, at other
times, would have made them despair.

'It's so obvious they're in love,' Betty commenté&tiey're giggling at
everything. How nice to be in that state.'

‘You're quite wrong, you know,' Jon told them, tquwrong.'
"Don't you believe it,’ Tom jeered. 'You can't fagl.'

'‘Can't we?' Jon raised his eyebrows and smiledastiritn, and she
smiled back at him.

The hotel was large and imposing and built of giteye. The Turrets,
it was called, and the towers and turrets whichewlke essence of its
design gave it the appearance of an impregnabike cdbe amenities

it offered, however, were superior by far to thtmend in any ancient
fortress, and the room to which Jon carried Katlsrgase was the las
word in comfort. Jon looked around approvingly,dtdier that his

room was next door but one, and that if she redquamy help, she
would probably find him there. He left her, saywaguely that he

would see her around.

She felt lost when he had gone, wanting him backoas as he had
closed her door. She washed and found her way dmwvthe
dining-room where lunch was awaiting them. Shedettfused by the
mass of white table coverings and glinting cutlenyd when her eyes
cleared, searched for Jon. He was seated at aftaldex and it was
fully occupied. She floundered and was about to &way when Betty
Woods saw her.



'‘Miss Swale,' she called, 'lI've saved a place fmr. \'ve lost my
husband and it looks as if you've lost your Jon.'

Indescribably grateful, Kathryn took her place n&xtBetty, who
introduced her to the others at die table. Gragugkthryn sorted out
her companions. On her left was a smart young womearing
attractive blue-rimmed glasses.

‘Are you one of us?' she asked Kathryn.

'‘No, Vivienne,' Betty leaned forward and answered IShe's one of
me, a non-scientist, here for the rest.'

‘Have you come alone?' Vivienne persisted.

'‘No, she's With Jon Wright. She's a friend of laien't you, Miss
Swale?'

‘Yes, and please call me Kathryn.'

'I'm Betty, and this is Vivienne Gray, another dfose clever
scientists.'

'So you're Jon's friend, are you?' The young waosnamérest was
intense. 'And where did you meet our Jon?"'

Kathryn countered that with another question. "Knaw him, then?’

'‘Everyone knows Dr. Wright. He's the brains behthi$ annual
conference.’

"He's a bright boy, Kathryn, don't doubt that.' tgddoked across at
him. 'Some call him brilliant. He's written a coepf textbooks on
physics, didn't you know? But then,' she addedh wilittle smile, 'l
don't suppose you discuss that sort of thing wioerrg together.'



Vivienne looked curiously at Kathryn's ring. 'l sgeu're engaged.
When are you and Jon getting married?'

Greatly embarrassed, Kathryn hid her left handanlap. 'Oh, |—I
don't know about that...'

Betty came to her rescue, as the waiter loweren fing course in
front of them. 'They're both very reluctant to talout it. It's a big
secret, apparently.’

After that, conversation veered away from personatters, and her
companions joined in the general discussion. Asnibal proceeded,
Kathryn stole a look now and then at Jon. He sedmhbdve forgotten
her presence. He was deep in conversation withaatiba&l young

woman on one side of him, and a bespectacled mémsarther. That
the young woman was interested in him as a manyels as a

physicist, was obvious to any observer. Whetherrdtarned the
interest was harder to discover.

‘What are you doing this afternoon, Kathryn?' Bakited, when they
were drinking their coffee; 'There's an afterno@ssson of the
conference until five o'clock, then they dispersd aeassemble for
dinner, and that's followed by a sort of sociahgaihg. Most of the
men talk shop, unless their wives stop them! Alisech, I'm off to
have a look at the town. Would you like to comehwite?'

''d love to, Betty.'

At this point, Vivienne excused herself and walkedoss to speak to
someone at Jon's table. She said something analihepked round
at Kathryn, who pretended to ignore their interest.

'Oh dear,' she thought, 'if they keep linking myneawith Jon's, he'll
begin to regret I've come.'



Betty interrupted her thoughts. "You see that etitra young woman
next to Jon? You wouldn't think that she's a phgsitoo, would you?
She's head of the science department at a lartge gghool in the
Midlands. She's been working hard on Jon for moftriag to get

him interested in more than her brains, my deat.sBa's had no luck
so far, although they speak the same languagée,veere. And that
young woman over there with the red hair—she's themaatician.

She's been after him for a long time. She usedt& w the same firm
as Jon. He took her out a few times, but theradied, much to her
chagrin. | could point out half a dozen women iis toom who'd give
their all to catch him—clever young women, all as mtellectual

plane. He's just not interested | may sound adtiycbut it's the truth.
We've all watched from the sidelines.’

Kathryn's astonishment increased with every worlsgioke. Where,
then, were all the girl-friends he delighted iruftéing in front of her
when he was at his most provocative? If he waseastant to the
opposite sex as Betty would have her believe, tmamy of his
'lady-friends' must have been largely mythical. Arcere did Annette
fit into this picture?

Betty was saying, 'Now perhaps you'll understang wie were so
curious about you. He's kept you very quiet. Haga known him
long?'

'‘Oh—er—a short while. He—he works in the same teahrcollege
as | do. He's a head of department."

'l know he recently changed his job. So that's wlyelu met him. It's,
early days yet, then. | suppose that's why yowta bo shy about it.
Are you a teacher, by the way?'

'No. I'm—on the administrative staff.'

At this point, people began to drift out of theidmrroom.



‘They're off to the conference hall,' Betty sdiduppose we'd better be
on our way, too.'

Jon came across to them. 'What will you do, Kat@ryn
'Oh, she's coming with me, Jon. I'll take careaffor you.'
Kathryn looked at him a little shyly, and he smibkdcher.

'See you later, then.' He raised his hand brieflg &ejoined his
colleagues.

Kathryn had a pleasant afternoon with her new-foluighd." They

window-shopped, and bought souvenirs and giftsrétatives and
acquaintances. They had tea at a picturesque ¢gaiista side street
and arrived back at the hotel in advance of théerence party.

There was time for a quick bath, Kathryn decidexfote the demand
on the bathrooms became too great. Then she chémgeidner. She
wore her deep pink dress and its colour was anllextdoil for her

diamond brooch. She put on her make-up and , brusérdahir and sat
for a while on the windowseat, gazing out at this laround the town.
The view was one she would remember for a long,teme in that
cool spring evening, the summits shone brightlihandeclining sun.

Before she left her room, she had made up her mainmeémove the
cause of her embarrassment—and Jon's. She sligpeshbagement
ring from her finger and put it carefully away. Thaould stop the
speculation about her friendship with Jon.

She decided to take the plunge and descend tootlet lbunge. She
stood in the doorway feeling forlorn because Jos m@vhere to be
seen. Betty was beside her husband, talking anditlyate another
guest. Vivienne was deep in conversation with &eague.



Kathryn turned quickly and walked towards the stalon was coming
down them. 'Where are you going?' he demanded.

'‘Back to my room.’

'I've just been up there looking for you. Do younvaomething from
your room?"

'‘No.'
‘Then why go up there?'
'I—I don't know anyone, so |..

'Ran away, is that it?' He grasped her arm. 'Ybatter stay with me.
Can't have you looking as lost and lonely as tfati're .supposed to
be enjoying yourself."

They walked together to the lounge and a numbeye$ swung round
and subjected them to intense scrutiny.

'‘Come over here, Kathryn. There are a number gblpasho want to
meet the "friend" I've brought with me.'’

She was introduced to many faces and promptly fotige names
attached to them, but it didn't seem to matter.yTimvere all so
friendly, Jon bought her a drink, and they toagtach other.

One of the men nudged his neighbour. Won't be looygy, Frank,
before our Jon is a family man, like the rest of Must say,' he
whispered loudly behind his hand, 'l approve ofdfisice, although
it's taken him long enough to make up his mind.’

Frank nodded. There'll be a lot of broken girligafts in this room,
old boy, once it gets around that young Doc Wrggbdiught at last.’



Jon laughed and shook his head helplessly. ‘lItgawal putting two
and two together and making five. I've been imnmtorfeminine wiles
for years and | still am. | haven't been caughyasput it. I'm still a
free agent.' He looked down at Kathryn. "We're fusnhds, aren't we,
Kathryn?'

'‘M'm." She smiled up at him. 'Just very good freehd

He took a swift breath as the others laughed gafthat caught you
on the hop, Doctor Jon,' Frank commented appreeisti

She knew she had annoyed him by the way his ey&smd as they
regarded her, but she merely grinned at him. Ha'dithrow her

overboard after that as she thought he might. &dstee kept her with
him as he moved from group to group, taking hedhard pulling her
behind him. He introduced her to all his acquaic¢snas his friend’,
and their faces wore the same expression of coratedtcuriosity as
all the others when they looked her over.

As she watched them watching her, the ghost ad@a crept stealthily
into her consciousness and began to haunt herh@/asing her as a
shield against all the pursuing young women arohima? If they
accepted she was his future wife, they would nmtkite him again
with their attentions.

She noticed the respect with which his colleagueatéd him, and
how they deferred to his opinion and turned to famadvice.

‘You're dining with me tonight, Kathryn," he tol@rhas the dinner
gong resounded throughout the hotel. He led h¢haaable and as
they took their places, he asked how she had sperdfternoon. He
listened with interest to her answer and said he dedighted to hear
that she and Betty got on so well together. Thetuimeed from her and
launched into an animated technical discussion \aitbolleague,



appearing to forget about her altogether. But Katlwas happy just
to be sitting at his side.

When the meal ended, they moved to a private loamgethe social
evening began. As Betty had warned her, they tld fnore than talk,
and it was mostly shop. She stayed at Jon's sida fohile, then
wandered away—he didn't even notice she had gond—famd
Betty, who immediately made a place for her atdnge.

'‘Lost him again? | don't know where Bob is eith€hey get so
absorbed in their discussions they forget we exest.e

Betty invited her to explore the rest of the towithvher next day. 'l
want to see the parks and climb the hills to lootha view. I'd like to
visit the museum, too. We could have lunch out senese.’

Kathryn was delighted with the idea, and they ageahto meet

straight after breakfast. She excused herself gagrng it was getting
late and she was tired. She looked round for Jushsaw that he was
in the centre of a circle of friends having whapeared to be a lively
argument. Not wishing to disturb him, she wented livithout saying

goodnight to him.

She was up early next morning. The blue sky andteat of spring
drew her outside before breakfast, and she toaglsk Wwalk round the
extensive grounds of the hotel. She ran up thessied into the hotel
entrance foyer flushed and tingling with the exsci

Jon was looking out for her. He seemed irritaté¢hére have you
been? | went to your room and again you were ngssin

'l went for a walk. It's lovely out there.'



'If you'd asked me, | would have gone with you.'déended peeved.
‘And where did you get to last night?'

'l went to bed. Why?'
‘You might have told me. You didn't even say gogthnl

'You seemed so absorbed in your discussion, |tdide' to disturb
you.'

He grunted. 'Well, come on, breakfast's being skrve

He led her into the dining-room and again he saideeher. She
looked round at Betty, and they waved.

She told Jon, 'I'm spending the day with Betty. i&/e§oing
sightseeing?

'‘Don't get lost," was all he said.

When breakfast was over, he left her, saying#&d you for dinner this
evening,' and Kathryn experienced a quicksilvakflof pleasure at
the thought.

She had a wonderful day with Betty. They walkedytblimbed, they
sat in the park. They almost talked themselvesvisiting the Baths,
but held back at the last moment.

'‘We're not that old or rheumaticky yet, are we2tyBlaughed.

They returned to the hotel tired but satisfied wiité happy day they
had spent together.

Kathryn asked Jon that evening when he would beeadohg the
conference.



'Friday morning.' He smiled. 'Why, do you want eahme?’

Betty was sitting with them, and joined in. 'Of ce®ishe wants to hea
you. It's only natural. However bad you may be,|sti@nk you're
wonderful!’

'‘Well, you've got a ticket you've never used. Remime to take you
with me on Friday. You going, Betty?'

'‘Might as well. I've got a ticket, too.'

Jon saw her up to her room that night. 'Kathrymdoow afternoon
and evening are free of discussions and talks. Wyl care to spend
the time with me? If not, just say so.'

His unusual diffidence touched her. 'l'd love tm.J

'l thought of visiting the Pavilion Gardens. I'vaught a tantalising
glimpse of them each time I've gone to the confazdrall. I'd like to
see them properly. It's a date, then?'

She nodded. They looked at each other for a quoetent.
'‘Well, goodnight, Kathy.'

‘Goodnight, Jon.' He turned at the door, smiledlaficher.

They were lucky with the weather that afternoonw#ts warm and
bright and they wandered along the paths betweelatims and under
the trees struggling into bud. They stopped atttielren's corner and
watched the young ones at play.

Somehow their hands touched and held, their fingetsvined. It
seemed so natural they scarcely noticed at filsgtnTKathryn became



conscious of what had happened. She looked ae3pecting him to
pull his hand away, but he didn't. He seemed tahigat to have
thrown off the years. As they meandered along, &g mvore relaxed
than she had ever seen him. His eyes when he |catkkeer held an
odd sort of light she had never seen in them befdez heart beat
faster.

'Let's sit down somewhere, Kathryn. The brisk pae&e sustained
has tired me out!'

They found a place on the grass a short distanoedie path, and Jon
spread out his coat for them to sit on. After aleyiKathryn lay back
and pillowed her head on her hands. The crieseothildren at play,

the hum of the occasional aircraft flying over ffagk, the incessant
bird-song, all merged and she had to hold hersalk brom slipping

into sleep. Jon was with her, and she was content.

‘Who are you dreaming of, Kathy? Max?'
Jon had moved to her side and had propped himsdifsoelbow.
She came out of her dream with a start. "Why? Shioloé?'

'l can think of no one else.' He lowered his volel's in love with
you, you know.'

She turned her head away. 'l know. He told me.'

'‘Aren't you pleased? After all, most women are gamphen they
discover the man they love loves than.’

'Yes,' she answered indifferently. 'l suppose trey

He was silent for a while. Then, 'Why did you ta&# your
engagement ring, Kathy?'



‘They kept asking me if | was engaged to you. ok it off.'
‘Do you hate me so much?'

'‘No. | just didn't want to embarrass you by burdgnyou with a
fiancee you didn't want.'

There was a long pause and Kathryn did not daleotoat him.

At last he spoke, and the world rocked around'fiest as, nearly ten
years ago, you didn't want to burden me with a Wwd&n't want?’

Her head shot round. 'How did you know that? Hasfldeeen talking
to you?'

'‘No." He was smiling like a man who had just fodhd answer to a
tantalising and deeply complex problem. 'l justduige method by
which so many important scientific discoveries anade—by an
inspired guess, a shot in the dark.’

He lay back on the grass with a sigh of contentnfeetonds later, he
propped himself up again atabked about him'Watching all these
couples around us, wrapped upheir love, brings home to me wha
the expression "spring fevemeans.' He hovered over her and s
opened her eyes alabked directly into his, only inches away.

'It's catching, Kathy. I've caught it. Shall | péssn to you?'

So slowly and so purposefully, his lips descended fr a long,
ecstatic moment, rested on hers. He raised hisdtdadt and the light
in his eyes dazzled her. 'Now you kiss me," he pdrsd. 'Kiss me
back, Kathy.'

She found she was powerless to resist his urg&ioyly, she raised
her hands and rested them on the back of his Adeh she exerted
some pressure and his mouth moved towards hersistezl him.



Overcome, she rolled away and closed her eyes. V8henfound
sufficient courage to look at him, he was gazinghat with an
expression which made her heart race.

'l think it's time we went, don't you?' He smilsthod up and held out
his hand to her. 'Coming?'

He put on his coat and they wandered hand in handrts the park
gates. On the way they passed a kiosk and Jon bmegtreams. They
sat on a bench and ate them.

‘We're not the only ones here from the conferencau' Jon
remarked, looking round. 'I've seen a lot of pedjleow while We've
been here this afternoon.’

As she listened to his words, spring changed tdéewin her heart. She
became tormented with doubt, haunted by the giheshad no power
to exorcise. 'Were any of them the women you araing away
from?' she desperately wanted to hsk.'And is that why you kissed
me?'

She wanted to cry. How could she give away heirfgelfor him as
she had done today, she chided herself, when hesuag her merely
as a protection from unwanted female attentions?

They returned to the hotel and parted in the engdoyer.
''m going to change for dinner, Jon.'

He released her hand at last and she went up t@er.

Jon saw her as soon as she appeared in the doofwes/lounge. He
went to her, his hand extended, 'Come on in, skey on



'‘We saw you in the park, Jon," Tom Bradford caksdthey passed
him, a knowing gleam in his eye.

'So did we,' Betty echoed, equally knowingly. 'Ngpau can't deny it
any longer, can you? Don't try to pretend therething between you.'

Jon appeared to capitulate. 'All right, all righti's arm encircled
Kathryn's waist. 'l give in. We're in love.' He wpered into her ear,
'‘Come on, Kathy, act for all you're worth. Let'srgithem their
money's worth. They've been waiting for this fdorg time.'

She smiled into his eyes. She did not have toet & he did, but she
could not tell him that. She raised her arm anditputund his waist.
They walked thus across the lounge to the couclttwbthers had
vacated for them. The young women stared.

‘They're green-eyed,' Kathryn thought incongruau$fyonly they
knew the truth!"

They sat side by side and hand in hand. Someodg'Ehis calls for a
drink. This is really something to celebrate. Cam'd caught at last.’

‘Ah, but," Jon held up his hand, 'I'm not married. rhere's many a
slip.’

Nobody believed him. There were .drinks all roumdl &veryone
toasted the happy couple, as they called them.

'‘Look, chaps,' Jon appeared at last to be gettorged at the extent of
his involvement, 'I'm not even engaged yet. Giveareghance! The
lady might say no.’'

'‘Not judging by the look on her face,' they laughed

Jon glanced at the girl beside him. "You're doirgdl,ilhe whispered,
'So well, in fact, you could almost fool me!*



When dinner was over, Jon murmured in her ear] Wi come for
walk, Kathy? Nobody will mind, In fact, they'll egpt it.'

She agreed and ran upstairs for her coat.

Hand in hand they went into the darkness and Katimmediately
removed her hand from Jon's. She huddled intodegrand thrust her
hands into her pockets. She started shivering laadisew that it was
not entirely the cool night air which was causimy to shake.

'‘Cold?" Jon asked.
‘A bit.'

'If you'll cuddle up to me, I'll keep you warm.'¢Harm went round
her. --,

‘There's no need to pretend now, Jon,' she sditly.stNobody's
looking.'* He said nothing and his arm stayed where it was.

'Sorry to get you mixed up in all this. Had no igkeaould reach such
proportions. Never mind, after lunch-time tomorrtdve conference
ends. Then we can drop all pretence and go backrtoal. Will that
please you?"'

This time it was Kathryn- who was silent.

‘After the conference, I'm going to Manchester i®t\my sister and
her family. Did you know, Kathryn?'

Her heart sank. 'So you won't be travelling homis we?'
'‘No. Pleased?'

She did not answer.



They walked on through the dark streets, passiaghtiuses, shops
and ornamental gardens without being conscioughlegtwere doing
SO.

‘Kathy, tell me. When | left you all those year® agnd you decided to
break with me, what did you do?'

'Oh, let me think. It's a long time back. | wentwaorking. | had to earn
enough to get Geoff through his studies. Gran iookore lodgers.
We just about scraped by.'

Jon looked round, stopped and said, ‘Do you knowelieve we're
lost.'

‘That will amuse them back at the hotel. They'll g& part of the
complaint.' They laughed together.

'‘We'll just have to turn round and ask the way Back

So they did. When they eventually walked into ttweeh looking
dazed by the bright lights within, they were hofgimands again, and
some of the stars in the sky seemed to héalken into their eyes.

‘We got lost," Jon told them. Kathryn knew he wésyipg to the
gallery, but she joined in wholeheartedly.

‘Yes, and it was wonderful,' she added, and thdgadhed.

She took her coat up to her bedroom, then retuméake lounge, and
was given a place of honour next to Jon, neardhamng fire. As his
arm slipped round her, she lowered her head tetaslder, knowing
how convincing they looked, especially when Jorisek rubbed
against her hair. She looked up at him and he @w@pkiss on her
forehead.



The assembled company loved it, and by their sisgyreciation,
asked for more. She expected him to whisper tanbeto overdo it,
but he didn't. Instead, he murmured, 'Keep it goswgeetheart, they're

lapping it up.’

Colour swamped her cheeks at the term of endeaymanth must
have slipped out unintentionally. No one had naticber
embarrassment as the talk had veered to the cacteegain, and Jon
joined in. This time she was content to listentif8jtby his side in the
circle of his arm, she felt she could not ask foren

"As the evening progressed, late tea was servést, which people
began to drift upstairs to bed. Kathryn tried tflesta yawn, because
she did not want to break the magic spell of thetgnded love. But
Jon had noticed and asked her if she wanted to ged. She nodded
and he pulled her from the couch. His hand graspad as they
walked towards the stairs.

'‘My word,' someone said, 'they've got it bad, hawbey?'

'See you in the morning, Kathryn,' Betty calledhtr. 'Don't forget
we're going to do some hard listening at the cemies hall tomorrow.’

Kathryn found her key and opened her bedroom dsloe. turned to
face him, making her expression completely blank.

‘Goodnight, Jon.' She started to retreat into doex, when he took her
hand and tried to pull her towards him. She rediste

‘No need to pretend now, Jon.'

'‘But, Kathy --' He stopped, lifted his shouldeh&ri they drooped. '‘Oh
well, goodnight.'

Il—le walked briskly along to his bedroom door, unkxtk and went in.



Kathryn did not turn on her light. She walked te indow and stared
into the darkness for a long time, her eyes bluwgh tears.

Kathryn and Betty found the final session of thenfecence

interesting, despite the fact that they understoeny little of' what

was going on. Jon spoke well and convincingly, smgudge by the
reaction of the learned audience, he spoke withracy and authority.
Their applause echoed throughout the conferende dradl Kathryn

found herself clapping too, although she had hardfjerstood a word
of it.

Betty laughed at her enthusiasm. 'l shall begithitak youre one of
Them in disguise if you applaud like that. I'll gtu understood as
much as | did, which was precisely nothing.'

Kathryn nodded. 'Nothing at all. But I'm sure Jaaswvonderful!’

After lunch, Jon insisted on settling Kathryn's diobill and
accompanied her to the station. She was traveimgh with Betty
and her husband.

'Have a nice weekend,' she told him, as they sbotslde the railway
carriage. 'You'll be back at the college—when?’

‘Monday afternoon. I've got extended leave of absemtil then.'
"'l do whatever | can to clear some of the workhe morning."

His smile was mocking. "'Thank you, Miss Swalewafs did say you
were a first-class secretary. Don't know what I'daditout you.' He
put a finger under her chin and tilted her face aiuls.



The others called to them. 'Come on, you two lowvesb You'll have
to tear yourselves apart now. Say goodbye. Wefrenad couple of
minutes.’

‘Well, this is it, Kathy. Goodbye till Monday. | alhhave to . kiss you,
I'm afraid. Never mind, last time.'

She went into his arms and their kiss seemed rawding. Tears were
in her eyes when they parted.

'Real ones?' he whispered, as he touched themhmtfinger.'Or
crocodile? If so, you're a better actress thawoui¢ft!"

‘Goodbye, Jon.'

She got into the carriage and leaned out of thelewin As the train
moved away and gathered speed, he stood on therpiand waved.
The wheels screeched and squealed as if in pakingtaher
irrevocably from him, and he grew progressively kanauntil his
figure disappeared altogether from sight.



CHAPTER XIlI

KATHRYN arrived home tired and dispirited, afraid to cotin& hours
that must pass before she would see Jon agaieemhed a lifetime
until Monday. She went upstairs arid told Geoff atbber trip to
Buxton, leaving out the episode of her short-lletgagement’. That
was a story too precious to be told.

After her brother had gone to Helen's for the emgnKathryn knew,

with a sinking heart, that she must fulfil her preenand telephone
Francis. Her feet dragged as she crossed the ma@lhar arm was
weighted with reluctance as she lifted the receiver

She dialled his number.

'‘Francis? Kathryn here.’

'How are you, my dear? Did you enjoy your littledak?'
‘Very much, thank you, Francis. | feel better for |
'‘Have you just got home?'

'‘Well, I've had some tea.'

'l shall be going out in a few minutes. I've beewited to spend the
evening at George Creswell's house. | did explaa k thought you
might be too tired to accompany me. Was | rightyould you like to

come?'

'‘Oh no, Francis,' she hastened to assure him. uldveertainly be
much too tired. I'm glad you explained.'

'l doubt if | shall be seeing you before Mondayth€gn. I'm going to
my brother's for the weekend. He and his wife liv8urrey, you may
remember. He invited me some time ago, and | thouglould take



him up on his offer. Felt | could do with a changey know, after that
cold.’

'‘What a good idea, Francis. The rest should doggma. Have a nice
time, won't you?'

'l will, my dear. Thank you for ringing. Goodbyeyw.'
‘Goodbye, Francis.' Slowly she replaced the receive

She felt she had to sit down. She found her walgg@armchair by the
empty fireplace. Now she knew she must face upetoitmermost

doubts, the secret uncertainties she had so sgclacked away.

Relentlessly she toothem out and examined them one by one a
knew with absolute conviction that she could newander any

circumstances, marry Frandtsitland.

She fingered the watch he had given her, she palidds ring and
wanted to tear them off and fling them away from I$he knew then
what she must do cm Monday morning, while Jon waaya She
would go to Francis and tell him of her decisiohe Svould say she
was sorry, and that she hoped he would understand.

How, she wondered, would Jon take the news of heken
engagement? Her heart raced as she pictured isorgabut as her
imagination began to break through reality anddoditenziedly on the
doors of Paradise, she placed a strict embargacmn thoughts, and
turned instead to counting the hours until Jortsrne The weekend
passed thus with surprising speed.

Now it was Sunday night, and she was drifting iskeep when the
front door opened. She stirred into wakefulnesss ¥fe dreaming or
had she really heard Jon's voice? Judging by tiffliag and yelping
and the patter of paws on the stairs, she knewgtnmdeed be Jon.
Flop was going mad with delight. He was not theyarle—Kathryn



could hardly contain her excitement. So Jon hadechome sooner
than expected. The muffled conversation of the dvted down to

her and eventually she forced herself into a sthtealmness and
settled down at last to a pleasant dream-encretteg.

When she arrived at the college next morning, si@sviwith certainty
that he would be in his room. She flicked a combulgh her hair and
added a little more lipstick. Bright eyes gazedkbather from the
mirror, and she acknowledged that it was quite hdyloer power to
extinguish the brilliance within them before sheswalled into Jon's
office.

She relived the moments in his arms when they rssd#& goodbye on
the station platform three days ago, and her heawnhded at the
thought of being near him again.

The internal telephone startled her out of hermiea

'‘Miss Swale? Come in, please.'

Was if her imagination, or did he sound abrupt?vites probably
doing it to tease her, she decided, and smilechasappeared at his
door.

He did not even look up. 'Sit down.’

She tried to ignore his sharpness. 'So you came leamly, Jon?'

'Yes.' Still he did not look at her.

'Did you have a nice weekend?'



'Yes. Will you please sit down?' His frown, wheraast he raised his
eyes from his desk, emphasised the black shadomesatiethem and
the unusual heaviness of his whole bearing.

She caught her breath. 'Are you well, Jon? Is thayhing wrong?"

'No." His reply was a sigh. "There's nothing wraagd there's no neec
for you to concern yourself about my state of heads I've said
before.'

Kathryn was filled with dismay. Now what had shendownrong?
Overstepped the line, perhaps, giving him the isgomn she was
chasing him? Or was this His way of telling herttas he no longer
needed her as a shield from pursuing females, Benaia reverting to
the old mistrust and enmity?

She watched him extract a cigarette from the pagkdtdraw it into
life with the flame of his lighter. She dared hispleasure and
immediately wished she hadn't.

‘Are you smoking again, Jon? You—you didn't smakalladid you,
while we were away?"

Slowly, deliberately, he lowered his smoulderingacette to the
ash-tray, put his hands on the desk and leanedfdrhis expression
granite-hard.

'‘Look, let's get this straight, once and for alin la free agent,
understand? | can do what | like. As you so ofeaminded me while
we were away, no one is looking, so there is nothé&rrneed for
pretence. We've returned to normal. What | do withhealth and my
life is my concern, hot yours. So | should be aduigf,-from now on,
and until you leave to be married, you will reggodirself simply as
my secretary, and not as my keeper, my wife, gielafil or anything
else you care to name. Have you got that?'



She paled and looked down at her notebook.

'‘And while we're on the subject, | might as well y@u now that as

soon as it can possibly be arranged, | shall berdgayour house and
moving into a furnished flat. I've had details okeathrough the post
this morning which sounds ideal. | shall inspec¢his evening, and if

it's suitable, will conclude therhole transaction in as short a time &
possible.'

Her eyes caught fire. 'Do | take this as a forrmaofice that you're
quitting? What about the agreement you signed @ebff?'

''ve already discussed that with him, and he'pgmed to accept a
lump sum in compensation.’

"You both did all this once again without consugtime?'

He swivelled slowly in his chair. 'l seem to reme&mimot so very long
ago, having to talk you into accepting me into tioaise in the first
place. Now, with typical feminine inconsistencyuyare objecting to
my leaving. You really can't have it both ways.'

The internal telephone rang. Kathryn made no attam@answer it.

She doubted at that moment whether she could mak &he was

paralysed with despair. She could not understasiddimplete change
of heart What had caused it? Some thing his dstdrsaid? No, that
would be too ridiculous.

Jon was speaking to Annette. The conference? Wasks, | enjoyed

it. It was a pleasant interlude.' He looked at Katls bowed head.
'‘No, not romantic. As I've told you before," hisoghardened, 'l never
get involved, with any woman. | could come rounts #vening, but

I'm going to look at a flat first 'Sounds a podg#iYes, you can come
with me, if you like. I'll pick you up at fiveisht gour office.'



He slammed the receiver down. ‘Now | would likeltosome work.'
But Kathryn was standing and shaking with shock gnef.
He looked up at her with some surprise.

'I'm sorry, Dr. Wright, there's a limit to what dody can take. I've
reached that limit. You will have to find someorgeeto act as your
secretary. | shall seek another appointment.'

He gazed at his pen, turned it round and put ltisnpocket 'That is a
matter for you alone to decide. | think, howevew yare right. It would
be better for us both if you were to go elsewhéx. past relationship
Is constantly intruding into our work—creating ampiossible situation
between us.'

The telephone shrilled again. He answered and loathg@ereceiver to
Kathryn. 'Principal's secretary for you.'

'Yes? An appointment to see me at eleven? Yegdase | shall have
to make myself free.' She replaced the receiver.

'In the meantime, | wish to do some work, Miss Swdl have a
meeting at eleven at the education office.’

Somehow they got through the work. Kathryn was bdytears,
beyond feeling, beyond understanding. She tooklictstion like an
automaton, returned to her room, typed the lettdws. left for his
meeting.

Kathryn kept her appointment with Francis. As sasishe entered his
room, she was aware of a strained atmosphere.

'Sit down, please.' He indicated a chair.



His hands were clasped together on his blottehaskemed at a los:
for words. When he spoke, his voice was rough éowl. s

'‘On Friday evening, as you know, | visited my fdgBeorge Creswell
and his wife.' He paused. Kathryn knew what wasiegm

'‘Quite by chance, | mentioned that you had goneyderaa few days. |
told them where.' His eyes, heavy and dull, fociisse hers. They
were slightly bloodshot, Kathryn noticed idly. |sa told them with
whom. Mrs. Creswell then said, by, way of conveosat'lsn't that the
man she marriedomeyears ago, and from whom she subsequer
obtained a divorce?" | told her | was not awarthaf fart, and she said
very apologetically that she had assumed | woutthkall about it Her
husband told her to say no more. It was, he sadpumy fiancee to
tell me the truth. | could get no more out of th&ua.would you please
inform me, now and without delay, if what they saids correct?'

Her voice faltered. 'I'm sorry, Francis. It—it ikettruth. 'I'm sorry also
that | misled you into thinking | was a widow. bret ever having said
| was. | had every intention of telling you, ple&sdieve that Max told
me some time ago about your attitude to divorce.'

‘How long were you married to your former husband?'

'‘Our marriage proper lasted six months. In namé&gsited until the

necessary time had elapsed for me to divorce hmaésertion. He

went abroad to further his studies and he—he neterned to me. If

I'm to be entirely honest with you, | must tell yinat | have spent the
intervening years bitterly regretting my decisiondivorce him.' She
caught her breath. 'And as things stand, | shahdphe rest of my life
doing the same thing."

She drew the ring from her finger. 'Our engagenmenst obviously
end, Francis. To be honest, | came to that decisngself this
weekend.'



As she handed him the ring, he said gruffly, 'l haee had my doubts
for some time. I've seen you with Max, and this enache
uncomfortably aware of the age difference betwesen u

'I'l hand in my resignation, I'll leave my job gtlcollege altogether, if
you wish.'

He nodded. 'In all the circumstances, | think youaly course is to
resign as soon as possible, and leave after settvengsual period of
notice.'

She rose and pulled the watch from her wrist. ‘UManot dream of
keeping this. Thank you for giving it to me. Thamdu for everything,
Francis. Goodbye.'

He did not reply, just sat, hands still claspedramt of him, staring
down at them.

Kathryn slumped at her desk. She had sufferedtrepeadn the short
space of one morning, at the hands of two mentr&teto sort out her
thoughts, but gave up in despair. One vital factnidated all
others—she must put as much distance as quickipssble between
herself and her place of work.

Now, she would go, not tomorrow, not at the endhef month, but
now. She slipped some paper into her typewriteveanade her letter of
resignation. In the letter she said that she predeto forfeit her salary
In lieu of notice. She addressed the envelopeadChief Education
Officer and decided to post it on her way home.

She dialled Jill Summers' extension. 'Jill," sHd teer, 'I'm giving you
advance warning that you'll be needed up here imfinge from this
afternoon onwards. I'm sorry about it, Jill, buh lleaving." She



continued talking through Jill's anxious questignii can't explain,
dear. I'm going, right now.. Say goodbye to theeotHor me.’

She put on her coat, gathered together all hemgeigs and went
along to the staff room, hoping to find Geoff. $tvend Helen instead.

'‘What's up, Kath? You look terrible.'

'I'm leaving, Helen.' Now the tears threatenedn*Gall you why. Not
now. Just tell Geoff, will you?'

'Sit down, love,' Helen urged. 'Get your breathkidac

She shook her head, unable to speak. She turnedaaralong the
corridor and down the stairs to the entrance fopsrshe went out
through the doors, she stood for a few secondsrigobkack at the
building in which she had spent so many years owoeking life. She
ran to the bus stop, unable to get away last enough

As she entered her front door, the dog hurled Hinagdner legs, and
she bent down and put her arms round him. In hegetately unhappy
state, he was the only creature in the world frdmonv she could ask
and receive warmth and affection. She shared hagradunch With
him, then she went out, pushing him back into thk d&s she closed
the front door.

She knew what she had to do. There was a sectedggacy in the
town which would supply her with details of vacatin the offices
of local firms, but to her disappointment it apmehthat they had
nothing for her on their books at the moment. Wtrezy heard the
extent of her experience and qualifications, thegueed her that
Something should come along soon to suit her. Atréguest, they
gave her information about vacant secretarial postrseas and
supplied her with a pile of forms to fill in. Sheok these home and
studied them over a cup of tea.



The hearth was black and empty of warmth, and rsb@ to imagine

what the house, and what life itself would be likathout Jon.

Although somewhere inside her there was a feelihgpy at her

release from the intolerable burden which her eegemnt had

become, her thoughts were far from happy. She bamtesent and she
had no future. Bleak despair lay round her likeheogd and she
reached down blindly to stroke the dog at her fga@t)ing some sort of
comfort from the warmth of his golden coat.

She wondered vaguely what time it was. The telephrang and her
move to answer it was automatic. 'Yes?' she; sally into the
mouthpiece, but on hearing the caller's voice, @figShe could not
speak to anyone, least of all Jon.

Determined to remove herself as far away from hénpassible, she
sat at the table and read and re-read the formshvthe agency had
given her. Then she started writing. Name, it sHiolv strange, how
ironic that she had to tell them it was Wright, kgh Wright.
Married? Yes, No, of course not. Divorced. She &mbfor a long time
at what she had written, until tears filled hereegad she had to searc
for a handkerchief. She persisted with the taske,Agducation,
experience, salary required. Slowly and laborioukb details were
committed to paper. She paused for a rest andriRtoed and put his
head on her lap. Absentmindedly, she stroked tem she rested het
head on her hands, hopeless and despairing.

The dog stood up, alert at once, and scamperethatall. It's Geoff,
Kathryn thought, and did not move. But it was ne. It was Jon,
and he was talking to his dog. Her head jerkedd@mhe appeared a
the door. She could see he was angry and she keswthat she still
had not reached the limits of misery.

He spoke. 'No doubt you considered it a joke tokwalt on me
without a word of warning or explanation.' He palydsut she did not



respond. 'Perhaps it amused you to take literalyatwl said this
morning about getting another job?’

She still had nothing to say.

His anger increased. 'How am | supposed to mankige? am |
supposed to get through all the work which accutedldast week,
without your help?'

‘That's not my problem any more." Weariness madedhay her
words. 'lI've left. | resigned this morning. Pregswas put upon me to
do so.'

'‘Pressure? Not by me. It was your idea, remembédr| enerely agreed
with you.'

'‘No, it was not you. The principal intimated thatwas my only
course.’

‘The principal? What crime have you committed thatshould go to
those lengths to get rid of you?'

‘The crime of having been married to you. The eyeater crime of
being a divorced woman. He discovered the truttatgident.” She
stopped, but there was no movement, no word frentistener. 'l had
intended to tell him, of course. But it wouldn'tveamade any
difference. It seems that his views on divorce avlwould in any case
have debarred him from marrying me, are resolute waralterable.

Max hinted at that some time ago. But I—could néngare become his
wife. | think in the end |—I almost came to hatentiiBy now, her

voice was scarcely audible. 'This weekend, whila were away, |

decided to bring my engagement to an end. He sigqiyn first. So

now you know it all.’



He came to stand by her side, lifted her left hasady the ring had
gone, noted her bare wrist. 'So he's taken theHetflicked through
the forms she had filled in. 'What do you think yelgoing to do with
these?'

'l went to the secretarial agency this afterno@e.dot to get some sort
of job because | need the money. They're goingptbrhe a temporary
one. | intend eventually to get one overseas, deaviof course that
you allow me to give your name when they requirefarence.' Her
voice faltered. 'Provided, also, you give me a good. They're very
particular about references for jobs abroad.’

'So you think | should give you a good reference@@®se | don't?"

She lifted her shoulders. 'In that case, | coulgietta job, could 1?' She
raised desolate eyes to his, and his expressiaiquuber.

After a moment, he spoke again. 'So you're intepthnput as many
miles between us as possible?’

'‘Why not? As you said about yourself this mornihg, a free agent
now. | can do what I like, go where | like and wHdike. I'm on my
own."' Her voice broke and her hand groped downwardise dog at
her side. 'So | should be obliged if you wouldnfraow on, regard
yourself simply as a tenant, and not as my keapemy husband,
boy-friend, boss or—or anything else you can thihk o

She knelt beside the dog and hid her face againstdnying softly
into his fur. He didn't move, just lay there givingr comfort, which in
his own animal way he seemed to know she needed.

Jon's words were quiet when they came. 'Is it at lodlyours to put
thousands of miles between yourself and the marouea?



'What does it matter?' Her voice was muffled. "ken | love doesn't
love me.'

Jon crouched down beside her. 'How do you know?' wiées
whispering now. 'Have you asked him?"

She didn't move.
‘Ask him, Kathy. Ask him now.'
But she was silent.

'‘Ask him if he's madly in love with you. Ask himlile can be in the
same room as you without wanting desperately te yaki in his arms
and never release you.'

Still she did not move. He stood up.

‘Kathy," his voice was urgent, 'if you don't stdipging to my dog as
though he were a life-raft in a raging sea and ctunmee of your own
accord, | shall have to prise you away from him—stuad, my darling,
might hurt the dog.'

A great sob was torn from her and she rose anedulptindly in his
direction and clung to him with all her strength.

‘Jon, oh, Jon," she whispered, and hid her fadestdam. He held her
as if he would never let her go. She looked in®édyes, and saw in
them the depth of his love for her.

'‘Jon."' Her voice held a note of wonder. 'You've edyack. After all
these years, you've come back.'

‘Yes, my darling wife, I've come back. And thiséifve come to stay.’



He led her to the couch and pulled her down insoanms. They sat,
guiet and contented, until Jon began to talk.

"You must surely want to know, my darling, why b&p to you as |

did this morning. | had no alternative. I'd spentwaekend of

unbelievable misery with my sister's family, talisirabout you,

thinking about you, loving you, wanting you. Thdew days we spent
together at the conference were like a tantaligingpse of Paradise.
When we parted at the station, | thought it wasa®iae lost. | came
home early from my sister's house because | cdalldar to be away
from you. Yet, when | returned to my office this mimg and saw you
there, and felt you so close to me, knowing youewler ever, as |

thought, out of my reach, | realised | couldn'tsté any longer. One
of us had to go and | knew it would have to be ydad to drive you

away from me or go mad. Do you understand andvergie?'

‘Jon, the times you've torn my heart out. Thaéfett

‘That letter, sweetheatrt, is safely in my walleid Pou really think |
would do such a thing to something so preciousddimt | preserved
it all those years?'

‘Why did you pretend, Jon?'

'‘Why did | pretend? she asks me. What have | bgamgtto do all
these weeks but provoke you into giving away yeelihgs about me?
Geoff told me he thought you were still in love hwihe --'

'He did? When?'

‘That night you went to your first rehearsal. | ipeti at the bathroom
door, remember?' They smiled at the memory. 'l'tixke how Geoff
could be right, and even when | tried to prove yseff he was right
because | wanted him to be,, you wouldn't giveAlmost from the

start | did everything | could think of to breakdhgh your defences,



but your self-control was incredible. | tried madifove to you, |

kissed you. | tried making you jealous, | evendiiresulting you to get
you to cry in my arms, but you wouldn't even crynaypshoulder. You
chose, instead, to do it in the arms of my deadlieal. Or so | '

regarded him at the time.'

'‘Why did you hate Max so?'

'‘Couldn't you recognise stark, excruciating jeayonben you saw it? |
bitterly resented the power he seemed to haveyauer! recognised
early that he was in love with you. | was sure {eued him in return.
The night of the party | convinced myself | had kbe battle and I lost
control.' He tilted her face to his. 'l owe yourafpund apology for the
way | treated you in Annette's bedroom.'

'‘But, Jon, that was the night | returned to lifeneéw | was back where
| belonged—in your arms. My feelings seemed teé fthemselves
from the strait-jacket | had imprisoned them incsiryou left me all

those years ago.'

'‘Each time | kissed you, | felt that the ice melgelittle. Is that true?'
She nodded. 'So my ice-maiden came to life beforeyeg.' His lips
pressed against her hair. "You know, you were amen At times you
seemed so innocent, yet at other times you seembd tip to your
eyes in intrigue. Scientist that | am, | began beeve and analyse
every situation as it arose. | shut up my hearttaied to judge you
dispassionately—very difficult indeed, my beloveden the person
concerned is someone" you love—but | knew that tvanly way |
could arrive at the truth.’

‘Jon," she played with his tie, 'there never wadhar man. | made him
up.'

'‘Sweetheart, | know that now. You told me yourselfnany times and
In SO many ways, without even realising it." Hepjred a kiss on her



forehead. 'Max—came to see me, Kathy, the day tifeeparty, when

you were nursing his father. He swore to me thatelwas nothing

between you. Heold me how you had cried in the car,' his voic
softened, 'and that he loved you, but you didtiirrehis love. He told

me then, cryptically, that your heart was lockecand he envied with

all his soul the man who held the key.'

They were silent for a while, then she turned ® dnms and looked
earnestly into his eyes, 'Jon, what about Annette?"

'‘Annette? She, my sweet one, is not all she hdpeseems to be.'
'‘But her reputation, Jon?'

'Oh, like so many people with so-called reputatiatis, nearly all
myth, carefully nurtured to give others the imprasshat she leads an
eventful private life. People like her build up ske'reputations” to
mask their shortcomings with the opposite sex. rAétl to put it
crudely, Annette hasn't yet caught her man, ha8'dHe saw the
anxiety which still hovered in her eyes. 'l can geg'll be satisfied
with nothing less than a full confession. Well, yewnot going to get
that, my sweet. | haven't been perfect in the waieing years, but
neither have | been the unprincipled rake you stethink 1 was. |
had girlfriends, yes, they came and went, but leneyot seriously
involved. Otherwise, they would have "come", bugytlwould never
have "went", would they?' He smiled. 'See what ane

She nodded.

‘Kathy,' he whispered, 'let me tell you a secrat.rot carved out of
stone as you once said | was. | have a heart, emdoeating,

sweetheart, beating hard and fast. Feel it." H& toer hand and
pressed it to him. She could feel the strong raipidb beneath her
fingers. 'Blood flows in my veins, swift and strongnd warm.

Beloved, let me show you how warm.’



He crushed her to him, his lips sought hers, fainetdn and clung to
them, and they were lost to the world.

Geoff let himself in the front door. 'Kath?' heledl 'What "happened
to you today?' He looked into her living-room.

'Oh, sorry," he said. Then he stopped, looked agdhre two figures so
close together on the couch. They did not stir. fisdopped his
briefcase and put a hand to his head.

'Sorry? Did | say | was sorry? What on earth aaiking about? This
Is the best thing that's happened in years. Hep,lome with me.
We're going to phone Helen to tell her the goods)e¢laen we're going
out—to buy some champagne. Come on, boy. Have twweogaething
to celebrate!

The dog heard the whistle and raced out of the rétistail, which he
flourished madly from side to side, caught the edigihe door as he
flashed past. It swung slowly shut behind him.



