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Her past was now part of a pitch-black abyss

Roslynn couldn't recall why she had come to Austraind she was
fearful of whatever painful memory had made her dndemand
oblivion in amnesia.

Piecing together the puzzle of her past with thenmlex Dr.
McNaughton, she fell in love ... only to be rejette

She might recover, but would she ever again lookferor love with
a quiet heart?



CHAPTER ONE

SHE opened her eyes to a brightly lit roofnman was bending over
her. He had remarkable eyes, brilliant, intelligesat-much power. It
was that, the power, that fully brought her to $@mses.

'How are you?' His voice was quiet but with an uhleg vibrant
edge.

'‘Oh -', She stared back at him waxen and dazedttomed to think
of any more. He had her hand now, using her pudsananterpreter,
and this time she tried to answer his extraordimatpority. Her lips
parted and pain moved across her brow as if hgriveath hurt her.

I'm. .. injured," she faltered.

‘Yes.' His eyes were the most elusive colour, eeitilue nor green
but like the shallows of the sea. 'Tell me your ad@m

'‘Name?' she repeated it after him like an anxiilg.c
‘Marianne?"

She winced visibly and tried to shake her head. ilane wasn't
Marianne. Marianne was a black void.

'‘Don't worry," he said calmly. 'It's quite a fatiyhad.'

'‘Who are you?' she asked fearfully, the pain inffead keeping her
perfectly still.

'‘McNaughton. Sholto McNaughton,' he answered imatedli, the
authority of his tone carrying to her distresseddni''m a doctor.'
He bent over her again, staring down into the gupil her eyes
through some instrument. 'Look straight up at maridhne.' It was
definitely an order and she, instinctively obeyed.



After a moment he drew away and she released a Igasping
breath. 'What's happened to me?'

'You were involved in a street accident. You haveecollection of
the incident?’

‘No, I'm sorry.

‘It will all come back to you,' he said soothinglyou know you've
been brought into hospital?'

'‘Have|?' Of course she had. Looking beyond him witHiclifty she
saw another man in the white coat of a doctor,raing Sister with a
stiff white veil on her head. The Sister smiledhat, softening the
professional scrutiny.

'‘Why, what happened?' She became visibly excited.

'‘Be quiet now.' He placed a restraining hand onamer there had to
be a power in him for her slight girl's body ingtpnelaxed. 'Tom?'
he turned his dark head away to speak to the otmen and
immediately the girl on the table cried out; 'Daytt away! Promise
me you won't go away. I'm sorry, but | don't waotiyo leave.'

It was an outburst almost hysterical in quality @ncost her dearly,
for the waxen skin went grey.

'‘Hush now, hush!" He caught one of her hands betwee own,
perturbed by her condition. 'l won't leave you,rbrpise, but you
must stay calm and obey me.'

'I'm sorry." In her pain and fear she felt excesgivdependant and
vulnerable. 'I'msosorry.'

'Lie quietly." His brows knitted and the handsomaestere face
looked formidable.



'Yes.' She shut her eyes, comforted by the constamtur of his
voice. He was speaking to the other man, the adbetor, and the
Sister was joining in with a few words, but it dideeem to matter.
She could sleep now, repair her tired brain anddwoely. He had
promised her he wouldn't leave her and it seemadlwimportant.

'‘My head aches!" she announced suddenly with @ycktrodds with
her previous bewildered little efforts.

'I'll give you something for it.'

She heard his voice again and opened her eyes sadeching for
that brilliant glance. It was obvious she was dgeapétressed, but
there was trust and an odd dependence in her soubdered eyes.
As she had lain unconscious, isolated in her sivotd, it had been
easy to see the fine, delicate bone structure. thevemall triangle of
her face was a mask of suffering and the rose-lerafzher hair
damp with sweat.

‘Thank you,' she said like a very polite child, aadhed greyer than
ever. 'l think I'm going to be sick.'

She was, violently, and afterwards she lay backriyttspent and
trembling while the Sister smoothed back the sdkynp curls. 'Poor
little girl!

Sholto McNaughton turned back to her with a pregangection in
his hand. He held the needle up to the light, Idokeit, then plunged
it into the muscle of her arm.

'‘Oh, don't?she cried out pitifully.
'I'm not going to Jet you suffer.'

'I'm going to die, aren't 1?' Her pale, slendergéirs suddenly
clenched themselves around his wrist.



'No,' he answered emphatically, though he didiserthe quiet tone
one decibel. '"You've injured your head and you'rekén your left
leg. You know now I'm a doctor and I'm going to Koafter you.'
don't want anyone else.’

The other doctor moved nearer the table, obserhieg closely.
'‘Easy, lassie,' he said. 'Easy now. Hasn't he geanyou he won't be
going away?"

'l don't want anyone else,' she repeated, her \m@ceming less and
less audible.

‘There's bleeding going on inside that delicatieliskull,’ Sholto
McNaughton said bleakly when the girl was finaliyl.s

'‘But the injury appears almost slight?' Tom Davehpmked across
at his colleague, privately thinking the girl hadeb blessed by a
small miracle. Sholto McNaughton was no ordinargtdg nor did

he usually frequent Casualty. He was a gifted reugeon and
honorary consultant to the hospital. He was, alsmm Davenport's
lifelong friend, which accounted for his presenoeGasualty that
morning.

Now Sholto's winged black brows were drawing togeth a frown,
a sure sign of impatience, perturbation. 'Cahitition," he said.

'‘Or your rare diagnostic talent. | wasn't questignyou, old chap.'

'‘God, so young!" Sholto was exclaiming. 'She sd¢artks more
than a child.’

‘Can't even remember her name.' Tom was takingsgclook at that
small, matted wound. 'Brain scan?'

'Of course. Sister?' Sholto McNaughton turned awagt a porter in
here with a trolley.'



'‘Yes, Sir!" Sister answered promptly, and hurriedlay to take
control.

'‘Poor little devil!" Tom was murmuring gently. 'Thegy shouldn't be a
problem—not a bad break at all. She must surelgrigeto someone,
with a face like that. Nothing was on her to intlca name or
address, but the police are handling things.'

‘She's English,' Sholto said, still frowning thotfgtty.

'Really? Such a Shadow of a little voice | diddtice." Tom looked
up startled, worried by the unusual tenseness af fhiend's
expression. 'Whas it, Sholto?"

‘She worries me,' Sholto returned tersely. 'To@djoyoung to die.’
'She's got you,' Tom pointed out bracingly. 'Mieaslorker.'
‘Miracle worker nothing! All | can do is save a féw

'‘Well; you would pick the most difficult and heamthking field of
the lot." Tom seized the other man's shoulder &odksit. 'I know
you get violent when anyone calls you brilliantt the fact is, you
are. This little waif here is incredibly lucky. You'reogng to save
her—and what's more, I'm sure you don't give a ddiryou ever get
paid.'

Sholto McNaughton paid no attention to him, concdmtg on the
small commotion outside the door. 'Here they colbe¢'s move her
out of here, Tom.'

In the next instant, with a quick series of movetag®ister threw
open the double doors and an orderly hurried thrauth a trolley.



CHAPTER TWO

A DOOR carefully opened and shut. The girl turned hedhsah an
effort and saw a white figure move towards her.

‘Ah, you're awake!'

Her vision became clear and she made an attengpie@k. Days in a
hazy world had passed and her memory still eluded3he searched
the nurse's face. She was young and pretty withiet,cgentle voice

and gentle hands.

'I've been dreaming!" Marianne told her, and aeglitg tear flowed
down her face.

'‘Don't, dear.' The young nurse felt her own thtmgiten and reached
out a compassionate hand. 'You mustn't upset yibuysri've made,
a wonderful recovery and you've been so brave. MN&ughton will
be in soon to see you. Try to be cheerful andrgst You're over the
worst of it and in no time you'll be your old satjain. They say the
operation was a - miracle to watch. You were vesry lucky to
have Mr McNaughton. He's a wonderful man and aidomil surgeon.’
The strong, gentle hands made Marianne comfortaftethe nurse
kept up a quiet, pleasant flow of words as she ntagleroutine
checks and wrote the results up on the chart tlagt secured to the
end of Marianne's bed.

‘Thank you. You're so kind to me. Everyone is.' istame lay back
quietly, her small face haloed by bandages. 'l kibagking every
time | wake up, I'll remember who | am.’

'‘And you will, dear!" the nurse answered. '"You'eeib through a
great deal and you must be patient. Mr McNaughtohexplain to

you that these things are gradual. Besides, we kmbw you are.
You're Marianne Carroll. Such a pretty name, arsdits you! You're



English and you've been in Australia for only a fewenths. These
lovely flowers in the room have come from the peopho work in
your office, and everyone wants you to get wellyvepoon. Mr
McNaughton will say when you're to be allowed sst'

‘And my family?' All this time Marianne's great skyoeyes, had
been fixed on the nurse's face.

‘That's all | know, dear.' Nurse Mellors tried toie. All of them felt
immensely sympathetic and protective towards thls pttle English
girl who could remember nothing of her past lifem'sure Mr
McNaughton will have more news for you. He's takegreat interest
in your case. Now, you must rest. You want him ¢oplleased with
you, don't you?'

'Oh, A faint glow of colour lit the .white and fld@ss skin. Of course
she wanted him to be pleased with her. His wastiefamiliar face
in the whole world, the only power. She turned bandaged head
along the pillow and willed herself back to sle€pmorrow, she told
herself sadly, she would remember who she was antbggy mind
would become sharp and clear. Or did she want ltetmome clear?
There was fear in her, a fantastic fear that sosthitself even when
her memory was gone.

When Sholto McNaughton called that afternoon tolsseatient, he
found her out on the veranda, cushioned deeplywheelchair, the
golden haze of sunlight playing over her smallrtgular face and
frail girl's body.

'Hello, Marianne, how are you?'

Sister Rogers, a cool, reserved woman, went toviohim out, but
he waved her away. 'Thank you, Sister. I'll cadhdd | need you.'



'Yes, sir." Sister withdrew respectfully, thougte skould have liked
to stay. The girl was becoming too dependent orMdiNaughton's
visits. She had remarked it before—a tragic casé ¢buld lead to
trouble. Sholto McNaughton was a strikingly handsaman and she
knew the girl wasn't blind to it. The grey eyes &kyoking up at him
with too obvious adoration.

'l was wondering if Pd see you today." Mariannedtio sit up a little
straighter, the fine bones of her face showing gbarply. Always
feather-light, she looked positively breakable.

'‘Any more nightmares?' Sholto McNaughton sat opposier,
regarding her for a little time in silence.

‘You've heard?' Marianne's delicate nostrils flared
‘Everything, Marianne. You know that. I'm your dmct
‘You saved my life.'

‘The good God spared your life. He just guided @ayds.'

‘The right hands," she said emotionally. 'He géweedift to the right
man.' She glanced down at her own long slendeefsidWill | ever
regain my memory?'

‘Do you want to?' he asked oddly.

'‘But it matters terribly," she said with a kind ld&ze in her crystal

eyes. 'Terribly," she repeated. 'l crave to know about my famil
Surely | must have one. What am | doing in thisndtoualone? How

oldam I?'

'Steady, Marianne,’ he said quellingly when sheaddoas if she
might burst into tears. 'I'm just wondering how imdic tell you.'



‘Then you know something?' She put out a handntodainvulsively.

'Yes,' he answered carefully. "To begin, you'reMatianne Carroll,
but her sister, Roslynn. You're nineteen yeargjefand youwlo have
a family. Not an immediate family, but relatives.’

‘And Marianne?' she asked eagerly.

'I'm very sorry, my dear." He reached forward aadkther two
trembling hands in his own. 'Your sister died mtivan a year ago.
You two girls were reared by your mother's cousirMrs Vanessa
Remington, and her husband Jeremy. They in turre lzagon, to
whom you were engaged.'

‘No!"'

‘The facts are conclusive,' he said gently, pityhim sombre gaze.
*You must have been unhappy, Roslynn—disturbed theedeath of
your beloved sister. You ran away, took your sisteame and your
mother's maiden name. Your real name is FerrieslyRa Ferrier.

Your father was the novelist Charles Ferrier andryparents were
killed in a plane crash in South America when yarenten and your
sister fourteen. Both of you were at boarding sthod&ngland and
Mrs Remington came forward to care for you. Aftéy she'd been
very close to your parents. She is, I-believe, dedisitressed . .

'‘By my defection?' the young girl said bitterly.

‘A strange word, Roslynn.' The far-seeing aquareaeyes quizzed
her. 'Have you remembered something?'

'‘No." She shook her head. 'The words just surffroed somewhere.
| ran away—you told me.’

'‘People often do seemingly inexplicable thingse Iheen told you
were suffering from a severe depression.’



‘Yet | took the time off to become engaged?"

'It does sound a little remarkable,' he agreederiTagain, you're so
young, so enormously young.

| expect you don't know what | mean. | can only yelu, Roslynn,
what I've discovered about you so far. You havaraily who are
deeply concerned about you, your accident and g@appearance.
They've conducted a search for you in the places albkn™w in

Europe. Your fiance, so I've been told, is flyingrdr to see you. It
appears he was bereft when you disappeared.’

Of course he loves me.' , Again, the clear younigevavas almost
bitter.

'l imagine he does,' Sholto McNaughton said driuyell, Roslynn,
you'll be a very beautiful girl." .

'You mean when my hair grows back.'

"It will very quickly," he assured her. 'Don't wprabout the little
things, Roslynn.’

'I'm not," she said apologetically. 'What you talt simply takes my
breath away.'

'l think you're strong enough to hear. In any cgeey fiance will be
arriving in the next twenty-four hours.'

'I'm sure I've never been engaged in my life.'

'‘Why are you so sure?' He tilted her face backhgohad to look at
him.

'l feelsure,' she said doggedly, and tears sprang inteyes. 'Call
me mad if you want, but | don't want to see him.’



'How could it be otherwise?' he offered gravelyouYe obviously
afraid of something.' Brainwashed by fear, he tinbulgut didn't say.
Shehadrun away, and she didn't want to be reminded wieyhad
once had a patient—a young boy, who had confinedsélf to a
wheelchair through sheer hysteria. He saw suchgtréhings in his
life's work: great bravery and phantom tumours tinaimed. This
child was so beautiful, so innocent, and she gawe the terrible
feeling that what she might come out of was a migine. Whatever
was causing this memory block it was -unlikely iwd remain for
ever. Her memoryouldreturn, however slowly, or all at once.

She was sitting there quietly, letting his wordsksin, grey eyes
enormous, lips parted.

'‘What are you thinking?' he smiled at her rathetlya

She released a little .jagged breath. 'lt's my pamic; I'm afraid of
something ... someone. You sense it too.'

‘We'll look after you, Roslynn,’ he found himseHysg. He had
never seen eyes, a face, full of such intensity.

'‘Will you?' She was like a child, pleading. He asndad to turn
away from those great, beseeching eyes. 'I'm gbténed!

'l think you're very brave. It's an intolerableusiion you're in, but
you're escaping self-pity and hysteria. Every singdy you're,
getting stronger. I'm really very pleased with you.

'l owe you my life." She looked down as she alwdgkwhen she
said it, twisting her small, pretty hands. 'Coulask something more
of you?'

‘To be here when your fiance comes?'



The flawless skin flushed. 'How do you always knelat I'm going
to say?'

‘They tell me I'm intuitive." He smiled at her aslle felt her heart
give a violent lurch. How was it possible she wagaged, loved
some man? All she knew was that she couldn't' cbwninat she felt
for the man sitting so attentively opposite hersfhnis eyes, then his
voice, then his hands. She knew from somewherevtbaten could
be that way about their doctors. Not surprisinglye supposed she
was hopelessly in love with him—an emotional, mactired kind
of love, yet love all the same. Multiple feelingengpounded of
gratitude, endless gratitude, admiration for hid skd intelligence,
the seduction of a wonderftdce and body. For heaswonderful to
look at. A Renaissance head, she thought, wondenhyg she
retained such knowledge when the recollection ofidily, her past
life had fled.

She continued to stare at him and he seemed quateare of it. His
eyes were startling with the black hair, slantedws and thick,
emphatic lashes. Then too, his skin was bronze.t\iina he had to
himself, he obviously spent in the sun. But it wias bone structure
she found so arresting, the hard, faintly holloangls, the cleannes:
of line. His expression was rare, a mingling of passion and a
natural arrogance. He looked what he was, a vesyec] highly
professional man, a man who didn't suffer foolsllyldut expected
he would have to.

'Roslynn?' he queried with amused impatience.
'I'm sorry. Was | staring?'
‘You were.' He narrowed his eyes at her.

'I'm so sorry,’ she said again. 'You seem to beotiye other human
being | know.'



‘It will all come back, Roslynn. You simply neechg.'
‘There are so many levels of the mind,’ she mused.

‘Yes,' he agreed quietly. So many manifestationsfeafr and
Inadequacies.

All of a sudden she looked very tired. 'l realise &cting as though
I'm very dependent on you, | know.'

'I'm certainly not worried, Roslynn.'
‘Sister Rogers is,' she said dryly.

He stood up, obviously amused by her observatiust rest and be
thankful you've come through everything so welhave to hurry
now. | have a consultation in the next half-hour.'

‘Thank you for coming.' She lifted her grey eyes.

'If you think it will help, I'll endeavour to be heewhen Remington
arrives,' he told her.

'l wish | could remember him." She said it not fulky, not violently.
'‘Perhaps you will all at once.'

‘Then we'll know by tomorrow.' It was an effortkeep emotion out
of her voice.

'‘Goodbye, Roslynn,” he said, taking her hand withwarm,
comforting touch.

‘Goodbye, Mr McNaughton.'

'So serious?’



'Pleasebe here,' she said.

She was lying very sick and quietly when Sister @&&Hshowed a
slender, studiedly elegant young man into her robis. hair was
golden and immaculately groomed and Roslynn hag@mssen him
before in her life.

'Rosa!" he said brokenly, and came to the sideeobed.

She was aware -that she had recoiled sharply,ox@tdould anyone
recoil from such a golden young man? 'I'm sorrjné Svas trying
hard, too hard, to remember.

‘Darling!" He bent his head and kissed her chee#ady, winning all
Sister O'Hare's sympathy in an instant. "You meistnie everything
that's happened.'

Where's Mr McNaughton? she thought wildly. Withdwtn | can't
manage. | shall go mad. Above her head Sister @'Mas cooing,
offering a chair, and the golden haired young madh turned to her,
a smile lighting his smooth face.

‘Thank you so much.'

'l leave you alone for the moment,’ Sister sdldbelieve Mr
McNaughton will be along to have a word with you, Remington.'

'‘Ah, yes, the surgeon!

'‘Our best," Sister O'Hare nodded amiably, deligtiedittle English
girl's fiance had turned out to be so nice.

'I'd like to see him," the young man said confideriThank him for
all he's done for Roslynn.'



'Oh, quite." Sister's tone implied that Mr McNauwghthad saved
Roslynn's life.

After she had gone, Roslynn stared blankly intowaéchful hazel
eyes. 'You've been told, | know, that I've lost mgmory.'

‘Darling, it will come back," he comforted her wahute concern.

'l hope so0." She glanced away from him, quite ureddy a young
man she was supposed to have loved.

‘Mother and Father send their love.' He soundediderably shaken.
‘Can you imagine how we all felt when you ran off?’

'That's the trouble,' she said, 'l can't.'

He gave her a brooding look. 'Then it really isetrthis line about
amnesia?'

‘Ask Mr McNaughton,' she said, going white.

‘What's he like?' He was staring down into her falegtly and she
heard herself giving a great sigh.

'He saved my life.'

'l expect that's his job. What else?' The good- ilgpkboyish face
flushed slightly.

‘See him for yourself.'

‘That sounds like you, Roslynn,' he said, narrovhiggeyes. 'What
makes this all so tricky is that you're a very gaettess.’

‘You mean you don't believe me?' she demanded.



'‘Suppose | say | don't. Darling, don't forget lkreown you all your
life. Why, you're the most fascinating little crexd alive—the things
you say and the things you do. The way poetend.'

'I'm not pretending now,' she said quietly.

'l wonder."' He picked up one of her hands and tedc¢hto his cheek.
'You won't get away from me you know, Ros. Thenekody for me
but you, and | will make you happy.'

‘But | don't know you,' she uttered a funny litdegy. 'l mean, I've
forgotten.’

‘Sweetheart, the whole thing is one of your liflees.’
'No.' She felt she must be crying.

'I'm not suggesting I'm angry with you. Not any molve come to
take you back home. Together we'll fill in all ditle pieces. You've
always been impulsive, unpredictable. | mean, Wi®le thing is
unmistakablyyou.'

“To bring such misery on myself!" she sighed.

'‘Oh—not that," he glanced at her bandaged heatthBumysterious
amnesia is just the sort of thing you would do. Yatways were a
dramatic little thing. Fighting and accusing andkmg difficulties,
but so lovely | can't look at another girl.'

'Please don't touch me.' Her skin seemed to bdingaw

"There's no need to be afraid of me.' He stardteaiwith darkened
hazel eyes, lifting her hand and clasping it telydé®h, Rosa, you
dolove me. Just because Marianne came between us. .



The sound of the name upset her so dreadfully shiedpoaway
urgently, 'Marianne, my sister?'

'Listen, Rosa, cut it out,' he spoke sharply.alise what you're up to.
You've been playing games since you were a chrlabd@bly you got
all that drama from your father.'

'l can't remember him either.' She laughed wildly.

He looked alarmed and put one hand on her fraditeilder. 'For
God's sake. . . . There's nothing to be gainedlliia. When you're
well enough to travel, | just want to take you hdme

' won't go.'

‘You will, sweetheart, don't delude yourself. Nogt'd forget the
antics and talk." The boyish face looked wary aratchful and
cynical. 'l never was to blame for what happene#rianne. You
know that, and you've punished me enough.’

'‘What happened to her, exactly?' The tears stoodembeautiful
eyes.

'Remember, Rosa, all your games were dangerous.'

‘Then | thank God | can't remember them.' The pownoh her head
was terrible, and as his fingers bit into her steula man's figure
loomed up in the doorway and he spoke, his voi¢enguacross the
silence with severe authority.

'‘Mr Remington!'

The young man looked more than startled. He dropypethand and
stood up. 'l beg your pardon.’



'You must be aware," McNaughton said curtly, 'yilmmcee must be
treated gently.'

'Of course." The young man looked sullen and imtated at once.
'It's just that | reject this theory of amnesia.’

‘You surprise me,' the surgeon said coolly, crasginRoslynn's bed,
picking up her hand and checking her pulse. 'My ealam
McNaughton, by the way.'

reckoned you must be,” the young man waited for It&hc
.McNaughton to accept his outstretched hand. 'KienRemington.’

'‘How do you do.' Instead of smiling, the surgeawined. 'I'm afraid
I'll have to cut your visit short.’

'I'd greatly appreciate it if you wouldn't,’ KenheRemington
protested. 'lI've flown fourteen thousand milesdgmlith Rosa.’

‘Then you must be completely exhausted.'
'l really am damned sorry if I've upset her.'

'l expect you don't fully appreciate what she'snbough.’ Sholto
McNaughton's voice resembled his appearance, fatrtedin the
extreme. 'For the moment | think | had better amsa# your
guestions.'

‘You really believe this amnesia is real?' Quitecsingly Kenneth
Remington laughed.

‘Not only real but hellish, | should think.'

'You don't know Rosa.' Kenneth Remington's voicelied that he
knew everything about the girl there was to know.



'l certainly know her physical condition,'" SholtocMaughton said
coldly.

'l don't know you,' Roslynn whispered behind thém; small face
strained almost beyond endurance. 'Please believelrdon't know
you.'

‘To be honest, Doctor," Kenneth Remington saidsaletly, 'Roslynn
always was an impressive little actress. Her fatixesn't merely an
accomplished writer, he was brilliant. Roslynn wladter him, with
all her fantasies.'

‘At the moment that isn't the problem," Sholto Mablaton's dark
voice dripped ice. He pressed the call button torean a nurse, then
placed a compelling hand on the young man's shouldriggest we
discuss this outside! | can use any one of sewdfiaks.’

'I'd like it even better to stay with Rosa,’
Remington tried to extricate his shoulder, but datil

'Please, Mr Remington, another time." The surgeopelled the
younger man into the corridor, stopping to giveew instructions to
Sister O'Hare who was hurrying to obey the summuinthe call
button.

'He doesn't believe me!" Roslynn was so disturlyesl [durted the
words out to Sister at once.

'Hush, dear," Sister muttered, seeing all traceotdur had drained
from the girl's face, 'Mr McNaughton thinks you deesedative.'

‘No, | want to talk to him."

‘Your fiance?' Sister looked perplexed,,



'l don't know my fiance!" The huge grey eyes were full of tedrs.
want to speak to Mr McNaughton. He's the only ome wan tell me
what to do.' Roslynn caught Sister's arm, claspiagthe wrist.

'Please, dear,' Sister implored, then relented.MdNaughton will
come back to check on you. At the moment he's spgak your
visitor.'

'l don't mean to be a bother." After the needle fRoss voice
sounded vague.

‘You're no bother at all. You're a good patienstes said softly.

'‘Will this put me out?'

'‘No, just make you feel calmer." How atrocious ttiatt nice boy
could have so upset her. Sometimes it happenedvdnaino matter
how well intentioned the visitor.

Roslynn kept her eyes open until Sholto McNaughé&tarned.

‘Just as | thought,' he said mildly. 'Still awake?'

'l want to hear what you told him.’

'l told him it was too bad he upset you.' He apphea the bed and
stood there looking down at her.

'l obviously upset him as well?'

'Yes,' he admitted after a moment. 'There's noilpdgsyou'll be fit
to travel for a month or so.’

'‘God forbid!" She actually shuddered with fervour.

*You don't want to go back to England?’



Out of nowhere she had a vision of an enormous Nanehandelier.
'‘Oh!" she said, like a little stab of pain.

'‘What is it?' His eyes were alert, though his fieeeained impassive.

'l just had a flash of memory.' She shivered wsill huge, sparkling
chandelier—Venetian. | used to see it every day.'

‘But you don't remember where?'

'‘No. It just slipped in and out of my mind like th&he made a little
clicking motion of her fingers.

*You don't remember your fiance at all?'

Was there a trace of Scepticism in his face? 'Sle' said quietly.
'‘Not one single feature. Not his eyes or his mautthe colour of his
hair.'

‘Then we have no means of telling whether he raallyour fiance
beyond what he says?'

'l suppose not.' She turned her head drowsilyouldn't forgetyour
eyes, I'm sure.’

He looked completely unruffled by such a persoreovation. 'It's
not the proper time to discuss it all now. For thement, your
physical wellbeing is my sole concern. When yostrenger and if
your memory doesn't return spontaneously I'll ageafor you to see
a good friend of mine. He may be able to help yolock the past.’

'What if it's unwelcome?' she asked, and suddemgned her
shadowy eyes.

‘You forget I've had a talk with . . . Remingtorhefe's no cause for
fear.'



‘Yet. I'm deadly frightened.' She was mutteringn@st to herself.

'‘Now close your eyes, Roslynn," he said. "Your idgeare growing
heavier and heavier.'

Because they were so very long, her lashes layd#k silken fans
on her pale cheeks. She looked |0 excessivelyldrdmg still had
difficulty concealing his anger. Stephen Remingtcapproach had
been totally self-centred, insensitive, yet he haotgsted for the
most part how deeply he loved the girl. He had taamed as well
this theory of amnesia was a fiction. He had knolws sleeping girl
all his life. She had always been prone to playrggcthighly strung.
She had certainly run away from her family and md#dsar life
barren.’

Sholto McNaughton looked down at the exquisitéelithce, trying to
see past its beauty to the brain beneath. Wassiilple she was
lying, or had her mind really cringed away from past? Either way,
he intended to find out.



CHAPTER THREE

RoOSLYNN saw Kenneth Remington many more times before efe
hospital, but each time he was careful not to upset It wasn't his
own idea not to probe her curiously remote stata, Bholto
McNaughton's. Sholto McNaughton, the great man.neémhad met
very few men like McNaughton and for that he wassiderably
relieved. He disliked the man intensely, but for thlat he was
profoundly wary of crossing him. Mother would hawedo that.

It seemed, at least, he was able to tell Roslyah he was looking
much better, he observed, with a tinge of prettpuoin her cheeks
but no glorious rose-leaf bronzed hair to framethangular face. In
spite of everything, her operation and Sholto Mojdan's

assurances, he was convinced this senseless lasembry story
was just something she had concocted to hurt hich raake him

angry. At times he even thought she really hated hi

He began by taking her hand gently. '"McNaughtod tok | might
tell you Mother is flying here so we can all bedtger until you're
well enough to come home.’

'l don't know what your mother looks like. Tell me.
‘That's not easy to believe, Rosa,' he said, sldocke

'‘But in my case, the truth." The tender mouth ®dsin an ironic
smile. 'Believe me, I'm finding it as amazing asuyare. | can't
conjure up anything of places and personalitie® tfurned into an
oddity.'

She did look very intense, her shimmery grey eyedlswing up her
face. 'You know whal look like," he said. 'l resemble Mother a goc
deal. We both have fair hair and hazel eyes. Istexw you a picture
of Mother if you like.'



‘Thank you," Roslynn said tonelessly.

From his wallet he took out a shiny colour photpgrand she took
it, staring at it with an absorption she had natvah in Kenneth's
presence.

The woman in the photograph was standing posedéasmotor car.
She was very slim, fashionably dressed, but Rostiydn't recognise
her. She recognised the car; it was a Rolls-Royce.

'‘What a nice car!' she said brightly so that shaldr@t cry.

'Of course you remember when we bought it. Whatlabeationthat
was! Almost two years to the day.’

‘Two years,' said Roslynn, sick with all the emess inside her.

‘They aren't all that cheap,’ Kenneth smiled. 'Blother thought it
was time to match the house.'

'Has it got a chandelier?'

'Hell, dozens,' Kenneth exclaimed. He swung hisigeiblond head
upright and stared at her. 'Don't tell me you'vegdtten your own
home?'

'‘One wouldn't think so,' she said unsteadily.

He shook her head. 'No. It's scarcely the sortlatgone forgets.
Your father paid a fortune for it.

Of course he made plenty in those early days. Tdakd are still
paying off.’

'You mean it'snyhouse?' she asked, bemused.



'Of course it's your house,' he said, thoroughiyated. 'That's why
we all considered it so strange your running ofbtiver had people
searching everywhere, but strange to say she n#neerght of

Australia. | mean, it's so damned far away, antictol dislike heat

and brilliant sunlight.’

'‘What do you think of amnesia?'

‘Too much to swallow,” Kenneth chuckled quietlyll 'Aght, so
you've put up a brave fight against the nastyikadat You know now
we really love you and we've always had your betgrests at heart.
| suppose Mother is, ia sense, domineering, but she's never be
one to sit back and let people make mistakes. A8/frianne, frail
as she was, she always was a bad influence oveWyell, neither of
you had it easy, orphaned like that, but you celgaweren't left
paupers. . ..'

‘Are you trying to tell me I'm rich?'

‘Born rich, inherited rich," he said almost bityerIMarianne was
always sounding off about how it wagur money, instead of
thanking Mother for all she'd done. Who else caorevérd to look
after you?'

'l don't know,' said Roslynn.

'‘God, Rosa,' Kenneth shook his head irritably, yane going to write
a book about it or something?"

‘To be honest, I'm going under hypnosis.'

'l bet you've got a lot to say for yourself, théts terrible, your
imagination.’'

"Too much?"



'You said yourself that when you had enough expeegeof life you
were going to write a novel. | guess it's in yolodd.' He reached
forward and picked up her hand, carrying it torhsuth. 'Let's forget
everything that's happened and just be happy. Wd tes be in the
old days. What you have never understood aboutaviae is that she
was jealous— jealous of your looks and health and Yove of life.
She was even jealous about me, though | don't teaatk about it, it
was so horrible.’

'‘How did Marianne die?' She spoke in a remote \hay,grey eyes
raying right through him.

'Oh, stop it, Ros!
' want to know.'

'‘Does it give you some kind of weird pleasure dothg?' he
demanded.

'l doubt if losing one's memory is a pleasure. Yaust accept that |
really don't know.'

Kenneth shook his head and his voice sank to a wnéasper.

‘Marianne died in a tragic accident. A group ofaent swimming in

the lake, the water was cold, but it didn't bothay of us except
Marianne. By the time we found her it was too late.

'‘How dreadful!" Something glimmered at the edgesieaf mind but
refused to pervade her brain.

'‘Dreadful, yes.' He put his head in his hands. "fewve so frantic, so
grief-stricken, you had to be put out. | still have scar where you
clawed me. It was never my fault, Rosa, | did etreng | could.
Marianne was always trying to squeeze things olif@afThings she
couldn't do.'



There was a terrible tenseness inside her. 'Angrvedirds, | ran
away?'

'‘No, not immediately. Gradually you seemed to settbwn, but |
suppose all kinds of resentments became wedgedunmgind. You
turned on us all—accused us as Marianne did ofgbpmrasites.
God, to saythatto Mother! Small wonder she retaliated, and Moth
has never struck anyone in her life.'

'l take it she's forgiven me?' Roslynn. gave anggedittle smile.

'‘She loves you dearly,’ Kenneth said in his softeo'You were
always the sweet one, the one with the affectiod e gaiety.
Marianne resented us from the beginning. She raiddt in.'

'It seems to me she didn't have to, in her own home

He raised his head abruptly, brushing his handsadnes eyes. 'There
you go again!" he accused her. 'How can | beliem&ve lost your
memory when you sound exactly the same?'

When he had gone, Roslynn lay there quietly tryimgpierce the
darkness of her mind. She even clutched her frampldy, holding
herself in, desperately willing herself to remembewas like being
blind, quite alone in the dark. Surely a singlewglmo matter how
serious the complications had been, couldn't céhisetotal loss of
the past? A sister's death one could accept aretrdous emotional
shock, and much more terrible a blow if an elenwérguilt had been
involved. Sholto (she was already calling him Shoit her mind)
had told her emphatically that there had been tummhchanges in her
brain, so the moment of truth, the day of recalbuld happen, or
could bemadeto happen. She could be treated by hypnosis or
drugs. Either way she instinctively rejected. Itsweer mind and she
didn't want it invaded. She was even frightenedMiat they might
learn. Kenneth had pointed out many times how 'inaiye' she



was. Not in any good sense, but more a person mented things
and situations. She didn't think she was like that,how would she
really know? Besides, there was an enormous difeerebetween
high melodrama and the death of a beloved sister. H¢ad was
beginning to ache slightly. For the time being steuld have to
relax.

'I'm sorry, | woke you,' a voice said.

'Oh, hello!" She was unable to keep the vibrandyobter face or her
tone.

He picked up her chart and stared down at it féeva moments.
'‘Keep improving as you do and we won't be ablestepkyou.'

'‘But where can | go?' Her heart twisted over. T$tinger, her
doctor, she would miss all her life.

‘That's what | want to talk to you about, Roslyrie' turned a chair
around and sat down. 'l would recommend a periodonfie six to
eight weeks before you take up normal life again.'

‘That's not easy when I've no place to go.'
'You haven't considered going home?'

Roslynn shut her eyes hard trying to capture tpatkdéing chandelier
again, but it wouldn't come.

'Please tell me what you're thinking," asked Sholto

'I'm trying to see that chandelier again,' she saitply, 'but | can't
will anything to come.'

'If you really want to unlock doors, Roslynn, ybthlave to consider
hypnosis,' he told her.



'I'd be too scared,' she said in a hushed, logt tbsuppose Kenneth
has told you everything?'

'‘As much as it's necessary for me to know. He moddall about the
tragic death of your sister.’

Marianne The name screamed inside her.

'‘Whatis it?' He sensed her torture before he actuallyisaw

'Oh." She lay back with the cold sweat breakingoouhbher temples.
‘Some memory?' He had her hand.

‘More a finger of pain.'" Her young face had a Hwaeking,
abandoned air, and she shut her eyes as his fingeched her
forehead. And there was the power again, overcortiagpain and
the darkness. 'How wonderful,’ she sighed quiéylgu can drive
away pain at a touch.’

'I'm beginning to believe it,' his voice had arraadtive break in it. 'l
would recommend hypnosis for you, Roslynn. We wdett it
become too unbearable.'

'‘Does it always work?' She opened her eyes agammg up at him.

'If you genuinely want to know. My friend Doctorrélli has a high
rate of success.’

*You wouldn't let me go on my own?'

'Roslynn,' he looked down into her grey eyes, h'‘d&now if it's
good, all this faith you have in me.'

‘You mean I'm becoming too dependent on you? | knSive could
almost see Sister Rogers' disapproval.



‘And |, too, am duly aware of it.'

'I'm sorry.' She turned her head away, the deliskid covered with
a fine dark red down like a baby's.

'‘However," he continued, 'I'm more than usuallyolagd in your
case.’

'Of course, the circumstances. . . .’

'‘Don't flirt with me, Roslynn,' he said unexpected|

'‘But I'm not ... I'dnever?

'‘Are you asking me to ignore how you're using .yayes?'
Laconically he raised one black, winged eyebrowevi mind.
That's nothing unusual in a female.’

'I'll be frightened now to look at you at all,' skighed.

‘That's all right, little one, | won't let you gatvay with it." He was
amused and smiling, an indulgent adult to a childw is the rapport
between you and your fiance?'

'‘Don't call him that,' she said, quite definitely.

'‘Well, he calls himself that," he replied.

'‘Where's my ring?' She held up a small, beautifstigped hand.
'‘Haven't you asked him?' He was serious behinddh#donic look.

'l ask him very little, which is very curious. Irtaeven think | like
him.'

'‘Well, he most assuredly loves you.'



'Is that your honest opinion?' She tried to holdsth aguamarine
eyes.

Wantsyou, he thought, but didn't say, unimpressed wi@nneth
Remington himself. 'Surely that's the reason peopkrome
engaged?'

‘Have you ever been engaged?’ she asked.
'Please don't hesitate to ask more.'

'I'm sorry," she apologised again. 'You don't hevanswer any of
my ridiculous questions.'

'l was engaged once, Roslynn. It didn't work oue always been far
too interested in my career.’

‘And it's a good one, a great one,' she said alfrersely. 'Do you
think you could find out something about my backgrd in
England? Not through Kenneth or his mother but ugho some
agency. | know | ask a lot of you, but | have ne etse to ask. .They
tell me I'm rich, or rich enough. | can pay foalk later.’

''ve already found out quite a bit, Roslynn,’ blel ther.
‘But you nevetold me!

'l invariably watch your condition." He settled anthis highly
professional look, a mask to cloak a disturbingtyraative man.
‘Everything is very much as Remington told me. Yaye the sole
owner of a very beautiful country house in Sussdk tb you and
your sister by your late father. After your paremtsre killed your
guardian, Mrs Remington, sold up her own propenty moved .into
the house with you girls. You did become engagedKémneth
Remington on your eighteenth birthday. I've learttest your sister
Marianne was very much against it.'



'‘Why?'
'l would say she thought you too young.'

'‘And?' She searched his eyes as though she was lookingpfoe
fathomless secret.

'‘And we'll leave it at there for the time beinge kerked his dark
head up to look at the clock, 'l should have begayarom here ten
minutes ago.'

'You lead a very frantic life,' she commenteds vt good for you.'

'l know that.' His beautiful mouth twisted in a aniDoctors usually
finish up feeling exhausted. What | want to teluy®oslynn, is, you
have a friend. If you decide not to go back to Bndlimmediately, |

can arrange for you to stay with my grandmothee Bres all alone
in our old family house and | know she would beyvglad of your

company. Better yet, she too was a doctor. She'tklide to keep an
eye on you.'

‘But howkind!' The tears sprang into her eyes.

'It will leave me feeling a whole lot better. Whgau've recovered
your memory completely you'll be able to face Uptdreto life, to
your own situation.'

'Yes.' Her face expressed her inevitable sadndssohe cammake
me go home, can they?'

'Of course not. As it happens, they seem deternmamelelping you,
but until we've got you out of your trauma | thimkoetter for you to
stay put.’

‘Then I'm going to yield to your great kindness gadhome to your
grandmother.’



'Ill tell her," Sholto smiled slightly into her alowed eyes, watching
that fragile body subside in solace.

When Kenneth heard about the plan, he was furiddsat right has
McNaughton got to interfere?' his mouth thinnetm 'here, and
Mother will be here the day after tomorrow. We'oaiyfamily.'

'l just don't have a family at the moment,' Roslgard. 'Please try to
understand.'

'‘No never! I'm going to have a word with this Mcidaton fellow.
He might be the great man around this hospital tihatt doesn't cut
any ice with me."'

'l thought you found him quite daunting,’ Roslyesponded.

'He strikes me as a very arrogant devil indeed. \ighloe to make
plans for you?'

'I'm by no means cured, Kip,' she said gently.

They were sitting out in the cool of the wide cdon and he jumped
up in agitation, his demeanour almost violent. "Yalled me Kip!
he said vehemently. 'That was a slip, wasn't iljre

Roslynn felt as though she couldn't breathe. %t gurfaced from
nowhere.'

‘This is agony, Ros,' he said, returning to hig sé@se beside her.
'‘How long can you keep blaming me? | swear | n&eard Marianne
call. Howcouldyou believe it?' His strong young hands swept up &
clutched her shoulders. 'Why don't you tell him tineth? You
haven't lost your memory at all. You just want batsyour mind on
what happened. | understand, darling, but we carétk what we
had. You were meant for me from the beginning. paeents were



overjoyed at our engagement. Surely you can't gflay down. We
were happy, Ros, and we will be again.’

‘You're hurting me," she protested.

‘Sorry." He looked grim. 'Please don't go with Mablaton. He
seems to possess some power over you.'

'l trust him.'
'‘Meaning you don't trust me?"'

The realisation made her stand up albeit a littvevingly. 'l must
havetime Kenneth.'

'Kip,' he corrected her bitterly. "You can't preté¢a forget everything
So easily.'

Roslynn felt pity rise in her, but there was no vgag was going with
him on her present instincts; 'Mr McNaughton wamts to have
further treatment,’ she said.

'‘What fun you'll have with a psychiatrist.'

She sank back into the armchair because she haéddaps by
some miracle I'll regain my memory without one, buton't think
so.'

'l want you with me," he said passionately. "Yousveught me all this
way, and Mother will be arriving. It can't be atirfnothing. So you
need time to recuperate, convalesce. We'll rena@ep The thing is,
you can't be left to yourself to sit in a room andpe. That's what
you did before.’

'‘Didn't | work?' she asked sharply.



'‘Work?' he all but snorted. 'Why woulgou have to work? You
wanted to, of course, and Marianne kept droningabout your
independence, but once we got engaged the mattesfsbropped.’

‘And what doyoudo?' she asked.

'You know damned well what | do,' he said weatilyaut in my day
with Dad.’

'‘And that is? Tell me, I'm curious.'

'l always knew you were high-spirited, but | nekeew you were
cruel,' he snapped.

'It makes me just as sad to know you don't belreeée

'It's hard when you look so incongruously innocefénneth moved
his head and the light caught the gold of his hair.

'l have to go back to my room,' she said, wondeffisge would ever
come out of this nightmare. She felt tired andmidj unable to cope
with the wealth of information pressing down on.hésions, like a
mirage, kept shimmering on the far horizons of bexin, but they
never advanced, just remained there to never doftirate the
territory of her mind. She would have to come duhe or go mad.

She was discharged from hospital the following dagl in the cool
of the afternoon Sholto drove her to the old McN#ag summer
residence on Montclair, a spur of the dividing mngnd about an
hour's drive from the city. It was strange to beidg in a car, no
longer in a hospital gown. Roslynn glanced dowthatlovely, cool
dress she was wearing wondering which particulandr of his had
supplied her with a suitcase full of clothes. A waomof course, and
a woman who recognised quality as she realisednsis¢ do herself.



She would have to fully face up to the fact thahan like Sholto
McNaughton would have many friends, male and fem&le had
seen the way the nurses looked at him. Even J&igers wrecked
her own inviolate image by blushing whenever sheaegh his
attention.

'You look very delicate,' he said lightly, 'likgaincess.’

'l still haven't thanked you properly for my closheéHow did you
know all the sizes?'

'Oh, Roslynn,' he said dryly.

‘Well, you surely didn't pick them?'

'No, Laura did that.'

‘Do you want to tell me who Laura is?' she asked.
‘A good friend of mine.'

‘Do you love her?'

He turned his dark head briefly to glance at hean't sound so
heartbroken!'

‘Do 1?' She wished she didn't depend on him asnheother person
in the world.

'Roslynn,' he said, and his voice was unbearahtylgedon't fall in
love with me. | can't help you if you fall in lowath me.'

'Oh, please,' she tilted her head back and teepd arto her huge,
luminous eyes.

'‘Promise.' His hand moved to hers in her lap, ¢tieddriefly.



‘Would it be so terribly bad?'

‘Yes, little one, it would.'

'‘Because you love Laura and it would be an embsmrast?’
'‘Because it would be wrong for you.'

‘Well, I'll do my best," she said, and a faint gnuame into his eyes,
softening the austerity of his handsome face.

'‘Until your memory comes back it might be as wellallow your
emotions a rest.

‘Don't worry," she bent her delicate head. 'A btvomen lose their
hearts to their doctors, but it doesn't mean angthi

For answer he laughed, a deep amused murmur throist. 'l should
feel a crisis has been averted, instead | feel stihed® down.'

'Is Laura a doctor too?' she asked, turning hee-patalled head
towards him.

‘Laura, my inquisitive child, is the widow of a foer colleague of
mine.'

'‘But she was always in love with you and it wadegseat the time.'
'‘Words fail me," he sighed.

'So I'm right?' She looked out the window at theagibeauty of the
scenery. '. 'Do-you want me to turn you over mgek

Yes, she thought, and for a moment there was auwurstiliness
between them. 'l should mind my own business, Imkhshe said



shakily, 'but | can't think of anything of my owhcan't believe |
even existed before now.'

'‘Okay," Sholto said briskly, ‘we won't dwell on litn going to stop
the car a little further on. There's a splendidtaga point to look
down over the valley.'

'It's all very beautiful,’ she said, dazzled by green and blue and
gold of this wondrous world. It was the hour befowdight and heat

still shimmered across the bonnet of the car, tsitle the Daimler it

was pleasurably cool. Roslynn knew the car, theriot, the ride.

She was quite sure, if she had to, she could drivehe had felt a
Steering wheel like that before in her hands. Skes dad a fleeting
sensation of the lightness of the steering, theim@ympower beneath
her hands.

'l can drive this car,' she told him, her heartiinggefaster.

'‘We won't try it out on the mountain.' His eyesiaghthe darkness of
his skin were brilliantly alive.

'Some time?'

'‘Poor child, yes.' They swept around a curve, tieeturned the long,
elegant bonnet towards a small clearing which whsiocnisly a

lookout. 'l love this part of the country,’ he sditl has that special
magic that's part of great physical beauty and shene of a
wonderfully happy childhood. Every summer holidag wsed to
pack up and come up here to the mountain. The hioasdecome
much too big, but we're too fond of it to tear @wh and build

something more suitable for today. A lot of themsoare closed up,
but you can have a lot of fun exploring.'

'Your grandmother doesn't find it too lonely on bem?' They were
out of the car and he was guiding her, one handdibrher elbow.



'‘She has a garden to fill her heart when I'm no¢.h& very beautiful
garden, | might add. Then too, we have a caretakeérhis wife. Bill

helps my grandmother in the garden and Annie man#ge house.
It's an arrangement that's gone on remarkably ¥Y@elthe past ten
years. | didn't care for my grandmother living @&on

'You're a very caring person,’ Roslynn observed.
‘Don't dwell too much on my attributes. | have lot$aults.’
‘Yes,' she said, and sounded a little bit reckless.

'You could be very impatient and on occasion rather delidjou:
arrogant.’

'It's a long drop down,' he warned.

'I'm not afraid of heights.' Indeed her cheeks wkrehed and there
was a brilliance in her crystal eyes.

The wind was streaming joyously around them andathevas so
fresh and cool, laden with many fragrances.

'One should put a temple up on this spot,' saidyRos

‘The valley is beautiful in this lights When I'med or depressed | try
and conjure it up.'

'It can't be easy to be a doctor. You must see rtlangs that fill you
with sadness.'

'‘And revulsion,' he sighed faintly. 'In my professiit's always the
season for dying.'

She heard the strong feeling in his voice, thoughténe was very
guiet. 'You savedne.'



He looked down at her. 'l really don't know whatduld have done
if | hadn't.'

It was a brief moment but very deep, but thenhasigh determined
to reassert the proper relationship, he began it poat landmarks.
The hills and the valley were clothed in trees, ngwrass and
wildflowers, houses that were transmuted by theaextinary light
into sculptures. Roslynn leaned forward quickly drel held her.
*You can only look, Roslynn, not climb down.’

'It's a wonderful sight.’
'l agree.’

She turned her head expectantly in another dimecti@r pulses
singing under the warm clasp of his hand. The nfegmit stands of
eucalypts fascinated her, reaching up to mightglttsi It was very
much cooler here than down on the lowlands angteenness of the
vegetation was almost iridescent. It reminded hetleer woodlands,
other scenes to delight the heart. Far off therg avsilver shimmer, a
clear sheet of water, and staring at it she sugdainhed rigid with
fear. Messages of alarm flashed to her brain arddrs brushed the
entire length of her body.

'‘Roslynn, are you okay?' His voice sounded veryfar

She was poised precariously not on a mountaingidehe brink of

cognition, the valley beneath her wavering giddygt her staring
eyes concentrated on that shining lake of wateerdlwas a noise in
her ears like the beating of a hundred wings rengdrer deaf to the
guestion Sholto was asking her so grimly. With amns locked

around her now she gave a broken little cry, therth® moment
passed her, collapsed against him like a spengustéd child.

'‘Let me take you back to the car.'



She tried to nod her head, but the effort seemedmioch. And then
he lifted her right into his arms, cradling heruhstantial weight, on
his own face an expression of strain.

'‘What happened?' he asked her when she was almtalbt herself.
'l... I don't know.' Her voice sounded frightened.

‘You all but passed out.' His fingers were cool ramher wrist.

*You don't think I'm going mad, do you?'

'l know you've been through a good deal. Don't tafkthe moment,
Roslynn. All this stress is no good.'

'l expect you're sorry you've brought me now.’
'l said,stay quiet.’
‘Yes, Doctor, though it'sIr McNaughton, isn't it?'

'What am | to make of you, Roslynn," he sighed.ydsir head
aching?'

‘Slightly.'
"'l get you home."

Her eyes fastened rather desperately on his stamsgglled profile.
‘ThankGodyou'rereal

They continued the rest of the journey in complgtence, Sholto
considering further treatment, or a form of treattmnat would be
best for her, she looking and feeling utterly e)dtad.



The great house loomed up, three stories highveragrand design,
but for all its overall size it stirred up warm liegs of welcome. The
trees she knew were all there, oaks, elms, beetheg,had come
through an avenue of poplars and the extensiveegaravere in
glorious flower.

'l think | expected something as beautiful as tkisg told him.
'‘Don't talk, Roslynn,' he said quietly. ‘Save ysuength.’
'‘But what will your grandmother think?"

'‘My grandmother willknow.". He stopped the car in front of the
splendid white portico and she looked out the wimdg the broad
flight of steps to the open front door. Inside thetrance hall a
chandelier was glowing, spilling its radiance iattofty space.

'‘Duck your head.' Instead of helping her out, fiedi her bodily,
balancing her for a second as he looked up at ihdows of the
second floor.

'‘Coming, darling!" a voice called.
Roslynn's grey eyes widened. "Your grandmother?’

‘There must be close on a dozen women who callariang, but yes,
it's my grandmother. Try to relax, Roslynn. Youaebundle of
quivering nerves.'

Her first sight of Elizabeth McNaughton calmed hemediately.

Here was a woman from whom strength, warmth anctstanding

flowed out in a bright stream. She began immedjatelshow them
up the stairway to the beautiful big bedroom thatl lbeen made
ready for her young guest.



'It's an exhausting day, the first day out of htapi Swiftly and
efficiently she turned back the silk bedcover whiler grandson
lowered Roslynn on to a beautiful old mahogany poster that
dwarfed her. 'Now, what happened?'

'A near-faint.'

'l can see that.' Elizabeth McNaughton nodded anted away from
her grandson to place her hand on Roslynn's foceH¥au know
that we're going to get you well, don't you?'

‘Yes, | know."' Roslynn smiled in recognition. Elizdh McNaughton,
in her seventies, was still a handsome woman, rsilgeed, dark-
eyed, standing upright and tall, eyes and rathepdeesonant voice
sayingwelcome:Thank you very much for having me.’

'I'm delighted you're here,' Elizabeth told herhwiit hesitation. 'lI've
always found the mountain air enormously beneficial

'It's my head,' Roslynn said wryly. 'l can't reme&manything.'

'‘Poor child,' Elizabeth answered her cheerfullyut'® will come
back, my dear, bank on that. Maybe not tomorrow,viduen you've
put on some weight and you're feeling a whole &itdy in yourself.'

'‘Better get her some tea, then,' Sholto laughed.

'Oh, it's lovely to have you!" Elizabeth graspeer Jall, handsome
grandson in a strong, lively clasp. 'l can't imagvhat I'd do without
your Visits.'

"You wouldn't consider emigrating to the city?"

'‘Never—and leave my garden?' Her voice became slydderious.
*You're not going to rush back, are you?'



‘Darling, | have to.'

*You work too hard, Sholto," she told him.

‘Yes, love.'

"You must always remember overwork killed your &th

‘Don't worry, I'll be around a long time.' Sholtowed to the bed and
looked down at Roslynn alertly. 'Feeling better?'

'Fine." In truth the weak sickness had disappedhddy | get up
now?’

‘No, you may not.'
‘Do | need your permission?'

Elizabeth McNaughton looked startled, then burstaughing. 'How
about that, Sholto? | think this child might be ddor you.'

'I'm pretty sure she'll be a handful after a fevekgeof your care.'

'‘What did you expect when you brought me a redHe&ll®
grandmother smiled at him. 'When have redheadsleesn nice and
easy?'

Sholto gave his rare but beautiful smile. 'At lestst's a country girl.
Very much country. She shows her pleasure in loer.'fa

'So much the better!" Elizabeth looked pleasedenThm sure she'll
have a wonderful time discovering the garden.’



CHAPTER FOUR

THERE were only two days of respite before Roslynn hadantke
herself ready to greet Kenneth and the woman sHeohae called
Aunt Vanessa.

'I'm absolutely petrified," she told Elizabeth &gy sat out in the
walled rose-garden.

‘Do you knowwhy exactly, dear?' Elizabeth looked at her. 'It'® tri
that you've all lived together for quite * few ygar

'l feel petrified,’ Roslynn confessed. 'Oh, why @Holto say they
could come!'

‘They're your relations, my dear,' Elizabeth paindet dryly. 'Sholto
feels we really can't keep them away.'

‘They have a right to see me?'

'‘Something like that," Elizabeth agreed after aiotisr hesitation.
'‘Anyway, you're looking so much better than when garived.’

‘That's because of all the loving care.' Roslymyhesdl and lay back
on the sweet-smelling grass. 'Why is it | feel Ikiown you and
Sholto for ever?’

'l have to admit | feel the same,' Elizabeth smileduppose it's an
awareness that we think and feel the same. Fanost it's doubling
my pleasure to know | have a young person here mého share njy
great love of my garden. It's also a very intengstdea of yours for
me to write a book. If | say so myself, I've adbtadvice and a few
valuable ideas to offer fellow gardeners. For inséa did you know
I'm almost a world authority on camellias?'

'What an achievement! There must be hundreds afties here.'



‘The perfect environment. | open the garden topthglic for a few
weeks in the spring. All the azaleas, rhododendamr magnolias
are out then. It's riotously beautiful. You haveidea.'

'l shall miss it when I'm not here.'

Because Elizabeth was moved, she looked away.ppose you'd
like lunch?'

'‘What time is it?' Roslynn asked lazily.

‘Almost one.' Elizabeth glanced casually at herctvaDo you realise
we've been sitting here talking for the best pattvo hours?'

'It's been good.'

‘You're a nice child,’ Elizabeth said, knowing it went beyon
niceness. Sholto's young patient she had found etosdnsitive,

considerate, well educated and beautifully manne&e was also
highly appreciative of anything that was done fer./Already Annie

doted on her, thinking up all sorts of delicacieseampt her to eat,
something she was presently not interested in.

‘Are you sure Sholto's going to stay the whole week' Roslynn
asked, not for the first time.

'He said he would," Elizabeth nodded in her emph@shion. 'Be
assured it's going to work out all right.'

'l can't think | was ever in love," Roslynn saigaching to stroke the
petal of a rose just out of touch.

'‘But youwereengaged,' Elizabeth reminded her gently.

‘Then | can't understand how I'm no longer attichtbemy fiance.'



'He must find that very difficult to accept,’ Elzeth, always fair-
minded, instantly replied.

'l guess I'm making, a lot of people unhappy,' Raslisighed.
'I'm sure, Roslynn, they understand.’

'‘No." Roslynn sat up, fingering the lush grass. $fas dressed in
yellow cotton pants and a yellow and white pingtdpcotton shirt
and she looked as straight-legged and clean catyasing boy, an
illusion heightened by the extreme slightness aof flgure and the
closeness of the curling fronds of rose-bronze twiher delicate
skull. 'Kenneth doesn't believe in my amnesia,'citdided.

'So Sholto told me."

‘You're very close, aren't you?' said Roslynn, kimg how perfect
that was.

'‘What can | say?' Elizabeth smiled. 'l could neweh for a finer

grandson, or one | can love so wholeheartedly. Vvehather

grandchildren, you know. Sholto's sisters all neafpprominent men,
but Sholto always was my great favourite. Even elsild he inspired
great love and confidence. We knew too that he gaigg to follow

the family medical tradition, which is in many way$ard life.'

'He's a very feeling man,' Roslynn agreed.

. 'And he suffers for it,’ Elizabeth gave a seriamile. 'lt's not
always easy to keep one's shield up in the fasafééring.'

'‘No," Roslynn returned poignantly. "You used tacpsa too?"

'For many years,' said Elizabeth in her deep amthinetone. 'That
was how | met my husband. He didn't greatly este®men doctors
at the time, but | soon changed his mind.’



'‘Sholto resembles him very closely,’ Roslynn remdrkhaving
studied at length the large portrait of Andrew Maljaton which
hung above the mantelpiece in the library. 'Theesatartling blue-
green eyes and the same clean bone structure,ah¢he taut flesh
follows the bone.'

'l suspect you're a little in love with him," s&itizabeth.
'Sad, isn't it?'

'‘And understandable to a great extent,' Elizabletitkled.
'He's only deeply concerned for me.'

'Of course,' Elizabeth agreed lightly. 'Now whatoato lunch? |
expect Annie will be walking through that gate irmament telling
us she's made a quiche.’

'She's a particularly good cook.' Roslynn rose eftdly to her feet
and held out her hand to the old lady.

‘Which I'm sorry to tell you, I'm not. Never hacthme. My greatest
fear when | first married was that | was going tarbeverything,
which | did. Always had my head in a textbook. Rdong time my
poor Drew went chronically hungry.'

Together, companionably, they walked back to thesko where
Annie appeared in the hallway to tell them lunclsweady.

Exactly at dusk on the Friday evening Sholto adiweth Roslynn's
‘family'.

'| feel distinctly odd,' she told Elizabeth, whapéd a calming hand
on her arm. She was very pale under the faintrggldne summer sun
had given her, small and delicate in a demure ci@ziton dress with
lace.



"You'll be fine." In actual fact, Elizabeth too wasrvous. Not of her
visitors, she had entertained scores of visitoreutiphout her long
life, but their effect on this young girl. Her phgal condition was
good but not great. No one could afford to ignoer mental
condition.

Sholto, very tall and severely handsome, was bngngihem through
the open doorway.

'Rosa!'" The golden young man didn't wait for introons but
moved towards Roslynn at once, taking her unregistpung body
into his arms and brushing her mouth with his own.

Speaking formally, Sholto introduced the womannthiee suddenly
attentive young man to his grandmother, and someR®oslynn
managed to move closer to him as though she désjyengeded his
support. He had spoken to her only very brieflgt jner name, his
brilliant eyes resting in hers for only a heartb&faime.

'Roslynn?Now the woman stood before her, a smoother, otlem

more golden version of the son. She put her hantlsxa controlled
gesture of affection, but Roslynn couldn't will $&lf to respond. 'Of
course you know me?'

The blackness and frustration welled up in hewalht to,’

'‘My dear!" She was enveloped in a perfumed grasipgaring to pull
away. Something was swimming close to her, a eceganic, but the
woman released her and Roslynn was free to stane al

'It's so kind of you, Mrs McNaughton, to invite lsre.'

'Of course we would want to make it easy for yosée Roslynn,’
Elizabeth McNaughton said, her patrician face irspas

'It's Lady McNaughton,' Roslynn informed Kennetlittée tersely.



'l beg your pardon,’ Vanessa Remington's fine brdavted together.
'l didn't know."'

‘No matter,' Elizabeth McNaughton said easily. Iskg husband was
knighted many years ago.'

While the visitors were being escorted to theirmgp Roslynn sank
into an armchair in the drawing room.

'‘Nothing?' Sholto asked.

‘Are you absolutely certain I'm Roslynn Ferrief?e sasked a little
wildly.

"It won't help to become emaotional, but | know drmyg else won't be
easy.'

'l don'tknowher,' she whispered. 'And | don't want him to kies'
'Difficult,” Sholto mused. 'Poor devil!'
'l swear I've never been engaged in my life.’

‘You certainly hate the idea of it now. Anyway,'dBb changed the
subject deliberately, 'how are you? You look venych better.' His
vivid eyes probed her face and her slight frame.

'l feel better,’ she said. 'l really do. Elizabéids been so kind to
me—-Annie and Bill too. Do you think | could stagre for ever?'

He seemed reluctant to answer, and she flushdwe ampulsiveness
of her tongue. 'I'm sorry, I'm embarrassing you.'

‘You're not, Roslynn,' he said smoothly. '"You knperfectly well
you're welcome to stay as long as you like. | amray grandmother
already regards you as family, the thing is youehavfew urgent



decisions to make. Mrs Remington has arrived, hoke by—
Kenneth to take you home. Both of them have spai&ene pf their
deep concern for you.'

"You know perfectly well 1 don'know them, 'Roslynn interrupted
with a pathetic little motion of her hands. 'Pledsa't send me back!

'You don't have to go anywhere,' he said .tersélyou don't want to
go. I've tried to explain your condition to Mrs Regton, but she
assures me she's perfectly capable of getting Ylothe help you
need.'

'l don't want her help,’ said Roslynn, staring tiien. 'l can hardly
accept let alone understand what has happened,tbunhédo know

how | feel now. I'm very much afraid my only releds are now
strangers to me.'

‘You must see that they have difficulty acceptimg themselves?'
'Of course,' she said miserably.

'‘Well, we won't consider anything now,' his pengtiga glance
slanted over her. 'You'll have the whole weekendryoand relate
again. It's even a possibility that some memoridishe stirred. After
that, we'll have to consider the only possible sesrof action.
Neither Mrs Remington nor her son can stay on imekefinitely.’

‘Actually Kenneth suggested we might take a howogether,' she
gave a strange little laugh.

‘That's hardly what his mother intends to do," 8hpbinted out with
some irony. '‘As soon as you're fit enough for thegl flight, she
would like to take you back to England.'



'‘And the odd thing is, | don't want to go. 'Shekied up at his
handsome, sombre face. 'l have, as the saying godfgred a
reversal. I've forgotten my old life. I've left thast behind.’

Dinner was an uneasy meal, though Annie had prd@ard served it
with great care. They used the formal dining ro@mthe first time,
oak- panelled and able to accommodate a couplez#rdpeople if it
had to, and against the dark wall and the arraygitifframed

paintings, Vanessa Remington's golden head stoodn ugtylish

relief. It was clear too at a glance that Mrs Reagton was a very
handsome woman indeed and in particular, rathempoveering.

In contrast to her very fashionable elegance Eé#taldicNaughton
wore a favourite blue silk dress she had had fargjeand Roslynn
looked like a child with her enormous eyes anddhmern head.

'l could never in all conscience go back without'néanessa let her
smiling glance rest on Sholto's darkened face. Hes Wooking
severely handsome with that remote expression e ke a cloak.

'Yes, no doubt you feel like that," he said quiethyt we must keep
in mind what's best for Roslynn. Until she effeetwregains her
memory it might be best if she follows her own glan

'‘But you want to come back with us, don't you, idgf?' Vanessa
looked across the table at the silent girl. 'Theideois waiting to
welcome you back. You used to love it so. Roslysh¢ informed
the others, 'is the proud owner of a very beauhifuihe, a Georgian
residence our dear Charles bought when it wasvarg run-down
state and brought to magnificence.'

'‘Where exactlys it?' Sholto asked. 'l travelled very happily aleo
the U.K. in my student days. | know Sussex fairiiw



Vanessa put her wine glass down and leaned forwagoyously
reeling off the names of places, landmarks, Shetiald have seen.
She looked like a collector eagerly discussingsiteeof a treasure.

'‘Ah yes,' said Elizabeth, clearly getting in thetpre too. 'You can't
be very far away from the sea?'

'‘No, not at all. | only wish | had a photographstoow you. Such a
lovely house, and though it long ago lost the yhatres or so that
used to be around it we still have a huge and dpdayarden.’

‘You're a keen gardener?' Elizabeth McNaughton caskéh a
considerable lightening of her rather formal expi@s.

'‘Nothing so physical or energetic,’ Kenneth gave mmother an
enigmatic smile. 'We have two gardeners, I'm tolshe-permanent, |
recognise, and another fellow who comes and goes.’

'‘Charles arranged it all," Vanessa told them. @irsee he had a very
good landscape architect to help him.’

'‘And my mother." Roslynn had her slender fingerf@¢o forehead.
'You must have known.' She frowned as though had kneas hurting
her.

'Roslynn darling!" Vanessa said anxiously.

‘All right—we'll stay very quiet. 'Instantly Sholesssumed command.
'Has it happened again, Roslynn?'

'I'm sure | remember my mothercauldn'tforget her.'

'‘Look in the mirror if you want to remember hergrieth supplied.
'You're absolutely the image of your mother—tridagdace, same
eyes and mouth, and that wonderful colouring.’



Vanessa was paying no attention to her son, statnRoslynn's
small face, ablaze with some emotion. 'I'm sureould get your
memory back for you in five minutes.'

‘No, no, no,' Elizabeth said. 'She couldn't bear it

'‘My dear Lady McNaughton,' Vanessa protested, 'l don'tye=re
for the implications of that remark.'

'l imagine you haven't been here long enough toskRmslynn is
frightened," Sholto pointed out.

'‘But how stupid!" Vanessa burst out. 'What couleé gossibly be
frightened of?’

'One,'said Kenneth. ...

'l think it would only make things worse for her descuss it now,’
Sholto said.

Vanessa stared at him/her anger barely conce&ed:t'you think
you're being over-protective, Doctor McNaughton?d.get it over
with now.'

'Indeed, no.' Quite easily he stared her down. 'Patience &
understanding are called for now. Doors seem tmjening and
closing momentarily in Roslynn's mind. Her wholemasy could
seize her at any time. | can't have her disturlmaibd a reasonable
point. She is still my patient and | don't wantsee too many drains
on her physical strength.’

'Forgive me.' Immediately Vanessa looked contriten forever

looking for short cuts—it's part of my nature. Byetsame token,
Doctor McNaughton, I'm sure you realise Roslynn Mauake much
faster progress in her own home. All the sights somahds she would



recognise. She would be able to see all her olshdis and we have
an excellent family doctor to keep her under claisgervation.'

‘You're talking about me as though | were a chitdslynn protested.
'l may not have my memory, but | think | can lodteamyself. At
least when I'm stronger." She put out a hand andhtx Lady
McNaughton's. 'There must have been something h'tdiike,
something to make me run away. That's an inescaapect of the
whole situation. ldid run away. | did travel all the way to Australia
Why?'

A hot flush stained Vanessa's high cheekbones.caid& explain all
that in a few moments, Roslynn. Only in as mucliaswere deeply
disturbed by your sister's death.’

Roslynn thrust her chair back and stood up. 'Pleasase me.' Her
heart was beating faster than her flying legs. f@heout of the dining
room and straight up the stairway so that Sholtoping after her,
could see she was heading for her room.

With a few long swift strides he was up the starsl after her,
catching her up before she had even reached her '®uslynn,' he
said with an authority she couldn't reject.

'Oh, what's tdbecomeof me?' She collapsed against him, poundi
her two fists against his chest. Her ears weranmgawvith a deluge of
sounds. Screaming cries. ...

He looked down at her small, strained face. She vaag pale.
'‘Come, try to get yourself together. Yoando it. Show me.'

'l can't,’ she said more quietly. 'I'm going insane

'‘No, what you feel is a terrible frustration. Yauemory will return.
All the signs are there, the flashes.’



'l can hear crying, screaming in my ears,' she zaidetically.

He was holding her very gently to calm her. 'l etgae memory of
your own tears. You can't accept as yet the triagis of your sister.
There were only the two of you and you must haenbery close.'

‘Yes,' she said in a shuddering breath.
‘Are you feeling better?'

'l couldn't possibly go back to the dinner tableddn't like Mrs
Remington.’

'You said yourself you're not a baby.' There was floe faintest trace
of tenderness in his chiding tone. 'lt's a veryidift position for her

to be in too. Going on the bare facts, you onceepiec her

guardianship quite happily. You once cared enougiutathat young
man to contemplate marrying him."'

'l must have been desperate.' It was perfect,fausa while, to rest
against him and feed on his enormous strength.

'‘Not desperate-different. He insisted that you were very much i
love.'

‘Extraordinary, isn't it?' She lifted her head atared into his eyes.
His dark face was very composed, very controlleaept for the

brilliantly alive eyes. So often Roslynn had beegtrdyed into

thinking there was some special feeling for hethem. 'If you really

think | should see Dr Pirelli, 1 will.'

He nodded, without releasing her. 'Especially geh manage to get
him up here. He doesn't need any special placeetd you and |
really think you should stay here with Gran carfiagyou.’

‘What about Mrs Remington?"'



'l don't know exactly.Yet. She told me she'd counted on staying
month at the most."

'‘She's only been here two days.'

‘You don't want me to suggest she spend the time?hiés a very
large house and Annie is excellent when it comesatiering for
guests.’

'‘But you won't be here.' Without even thinking she linkesd Brms
around his waist.

'l thought | told you," Sholto said mildly.

‘And | heard it with my head. It's just my armsttkaon't behave.'
She looked up at him for a moment then droppedanes to her
side. 'What's wrong with appealing to you for suppo

‘Youknow.' He laid his finger on the point of her chitis eyes had
changed colour now, more green than blue.

'l have absolutely no desire to fall in love withyane.'

'‘Quite certain?' he asked her, a dry note in hisevo

‘Almost. | mean, until I get my memory back.'

He groaned lightly. '‘Okay, maybe we can drop thgesat until then.'

Not surprisingly conversation was very stilted e tdrawing room.
Looking bewildered and upset, Kenneth jumped umpnfis chair
and came towards them. '‘Sow do you feel now, dgtlin

'I'm sorry | ran away like that," Roslynn apologis&'m running a bit
to hysteria these days.'



'‘Come and sit beside me,' Vanessa patted the cieghigpholstery of
a French settee. 'We've all suffered a great shmak| know we're
going to come to an agreement. All the time | wasdlling my one
thought was to bring comfort. | like to think | kiwasomething about
it. Roslynn came to me when she was only ten yelarsand | took
her to my heart from the start.'

Feeling almost like a prisoner, Roslynn went to Iséiside the
stunningly groomed woman she should be calling tAdime woman
took her hand and held it, and it cost Roslynnah effort not to pull
away.

Vanessa Remington looked down at their joined hards sighed
deeply. 'It was a tremendous relief to us to heardybeen found,
just as we were terribly shocked to know of youcident. Such a
bad one—and your operation! | can only say agamyilPNaughton,’
she turned to him, 'how deeply grateful we aredo for your skill

and your kindness. Naturally we'll take care oflik

'Please -' Roslynn had reached the stage when shégd to pull
away, 'I'm sure | can attend to all that myselferewas I'm sure Mr
McNaughton doesn't particularly care.'

'‘Would anyone care for more coffee?' Elizabeth Majdon asked
smoothly as the colour rushed up Vanessa's lorgeaahneck.

‘Thank you, yes.' Kenneth presented her with hiptgraup. 'l was
Wondering, Doctor, if Roslynn might walk a littleittv me in the
garden? It's such a beautiful night and we alwagsduto talk
everything over together, all our lives. Now evhmg's different, |
suppose, temporarily, but | can still be quitetaobhelp..'

'Why not askme?Roslynn suggested, not quietly. 'l might be a ne
person, but my age hasn't changed. I'm ninete¢mime.'



'Of course you are, darling!" Kenneth gazed atdrdently, 'but Dr
McNaughton has assured us you're a long way frdimeftovery.'

'‘Not my exact words," Sholto remarked sardonicdByt Roslynn
will know best how she feels.’

. Again Kenneth gave her that pleading look arid gitdn't know
whether to sigh or scream aloud. How could sheiplysénd it—
well, repulsive—to walk in the garden with this emttive, good-
looking and even sweet-natured young man? His devdb his
mother was astonishing, though Roslynn thoughtoinsed a trace of
fear of going against such a determined womarhdrend, of course,
she told him she would go, and a kind of triumpitteyed in
Vanessa's hazel eyes.

Outside under the flickering stars the air was likeense and
Roslynn filled her lungs with it in a sudden burtesilience. It was
true she had made a remarkable recovery from nsajgery of the
most delicate and dangerous type, yet she wasnallsocertain she
couldn't withstand too many emotional shocks.

'‘Roslynn,' said Kenneth, and slipped his arm arcdued 'I've been
desperate to get you to myself.’

'Oh, please, Kenneth,' she swung inwards to face ‘hidon't feel |
can be burdened with emotional situations. Plegs® tunderstand.’

'‘But can't we talk?' He bent his blond head ovemhth the primeval
instinct of possession. 'Surely it will help if waiscuss your
problems? It might be the first step towards sg\imem.’

'On the other hand, it might make things worser gtey eyes were
wide and troubled, but he could only catch thearkfe.

'Oh, darling!" He tried to kiss her mouth.



Instinctively she swung her head away and his HKessded
somewhere near her earwill make you admit it." It was the simples
matter for him to cleave her fragile body to hisnow

'If you don't let me go I'll scream,’' she said wogce of such purpose
it amazed her. Her legs were trembling, why wasertvoice?

‘Little liar!"

She lifted her hand and slapped him, far from #oug blow but one
to make him jump back. 'l just can't understand, y®asa, at all.
Once you would have done anything for me, now yotrying to
hurt me in any way you can.’

'I'm suffering too," she exclaimed. "You don't seenbelieve in my
amnesia, but believe me, it's very real. | canfigc@r it no matter
how hard | try. Sometimes | see things very dinflyt at the very
moment | reach out to grasp it, it disappears.'

‘Very well,' he said coldly, '‘what do we do now?"
‘You said you wanted to walk in the garden.’

‘What | want to do, whatMother wants to do, is get you home
You're acting as ifwe are the strangers and these people are y
friends.'

'I'm sorry,' she said quietly, 'but that's howdlfe

'l know what's happened, of course,' he said fghgbu've got an
outsize crush on McNaughton. It often happens,dbitor—patient
relationship, but there's a quick cuBzeak it.'

'First | want to feel a whole lot stronger.' Shmad away slowly and
walked towards a stone garden seat, consciout¢haias following
her, his eyes bent imploringly on her.



'You realise Mother can't wait around for ever?' da¢ listlessly by
her side. 'At the very most, we can only remairetaefew weeks.'

‘You don't have to remain here at all. | don't wanbe deliberately
cruel, but I've quite literally lost my past lifAs soon as it comes
back again, | have to make a few important decssiogself. One of
them is where I'm going to live.'

'‘Why, surely at Lakeview?' He sounded very agitated
'‘Where? Something snapped in her mind.

'For God's sake, Rosa,’ Kenneth exclaimed with thmost
frustration, 'théhouse!'

One moment she seemed to be sitting beside hinhe@mlt stone
bench, the next sprawling on the grass.

'Oh!" Kenneth was down beside, her sounding ag Wvhs about to
cry. 'Lie quietly, darling, I'll get McNaughton.'

Roslynn tried to struggle up, but felt so weak lskaé to fall back, her
physical condition plainly showing.

‘Lakeview,' she said aloud, and her tremulous yowsige sounded
piteous in the night-time stillness.

They were back in a moment, Sholto dropping to kiees,
remaining there for a moment for a quick check ef jprone figure,
then lifting her bodily into his arms, holding heke a sick and
frightened child.

'‘My God, Kenneth, what happened?' Vanessa's voge sharp and
accusing.



“Nothing,f'Kenneth was struggling with his own fears. 'Oneneant
we were talking, then the next she pitched forwardo the grass. |
couldn't believe it.'

'Roslynn, can you hear me?' Vanessa demanded.

‘There is something you'll all have to do," Shaltdered, 'that is keep
guiet and keep calm. We all want to help Roslynn.’

Mother and son trooped after him into the housegrelttlizabeth
met them with a face full of concern but mercifutly questions. 'I'll
take her to her room," Sholto said.

"'l come up with you,' said Vanessa, her eledac¢ quite pale.

'‘Go to hell,’ Roslynn whispered helplessly, buti&hbeard her. His
dark face closed right up and the muscles stoodatmrtg his taut
jawline.

'It might be best, Mrs Remington, if you allow neeltandle this. It's
obvious Roslynn is greatly disturbed.’

‘Very well." Forceful as she was, Vanessa did rave do challenge
him.

‘Thank you."' His vibrant voice sounded harsh. 'Gitabelieve our
guests could do with some brandy.’

'Please,’ Kenneth agreed, and laughed shorthhink tI must sit
down, if you don't mind.'

'‘My dear boy!" All Elizabeth McNaughton's professa qualities
surfaced at once. 'Come back into the drawing rodou too, Mrs
Remington. | can see you're shaken.'



In the mellow beauty of the big bedroom very #ittlould be done for
Roslynn except put her out. Her excitement, agiati was

extravagant and under the circumstances very badhdéo. She

seemed only half aware of what she was sayingwtirds tumbling

out, the cries and accusations.

A crisis had been precipitated, and Sholto watdinedface uneasily
until she lapsed into unconsciousness, her toalstebody ceasing
its thrashing and curling into a relaxed state.

'‘What's happened, Sholto?' Nothing could have Kejtabeth
McNaughton away from that room.

'l would say she has her memory back, and mosfuligih he said
after a few moments.

'‘Whatever brought it on?' Elizabeth approached#tt staring down
at the unconscious girl. She looked heartbreakingtyng and
defenceless, the brightly coloured flames of h&eldy following
the outline of her delicate skull. 'Oh dear, Shoftbe does look so
vulnerable.’

‘Too vulnerable,' he said grimly. 'l wonder if stan take it.'

'I'm greatly concerned about the Remingtons as,wgllzabeth
answered him. 'They're very much upset.’

'l can believe it,” Sholto put out a long, beadliyfunade hand and
stroked Roslynn's temple. 'She's obviously ridaVgt guilt.’

‘That child?' Elizabeth's fine dark eyes flew to hisrlstdace.
'‘Whatever couléghehave done to make her feel guilty?'

'‘When she was enjoying herself her sister was drgyvishehad to
forget it, at least for a time.'



'‘Oh, Sholto!" The old lady leaned against the fpaister for support.

Behind them there was a knock on the door and ag thrned
around they were confronted by Vanessa and a \grgst-looking
son. 'Forgive me, but I couldn't stay away.'

'‘Come in for a moment,’ said Sholto, almost butquote gently. Tve
had to put her out.’

'She's remembered?' Kenneth asked, a sick ting tentooth skin.

‘Almost certainly." Sholto looked across at him dmhmgly. 'What
exactly did you say the moment before she fainted?’

‘Why, nothing.’
'‘Kenneth!'his mother said sharply. ‘Think hard.'

'‘She was talking about where she was going todnek | said surely
nowhere else but Lakeview,'

'‘And that did it?' Vanessa gasped.
'l take it Lakeview is the name of your home?'

'‘Why, of course!' Vanessa answered him, her golaggnglowing in
the subdued light. 'Why shouttat hurt her? She loved the place &
none of us did except perhaps me.'

‘And there's a lake on the property?'
'‘Not very far away. A most beautiful place.’

'‘And the scene of her sister's drowning.' It waanfuestion, but a
statement.



‘The most terrible tragedy.' Vanessa bent her lvadd a genuine
stab of pain. 'None of us have ever been able ltevieeit. Normally
Marianne was the most sensible girl in the worldt, $he did have
her moments when she railed at her general fraigje had
rheumatic fever as a child and it left her with aakened heart.
Nothing very serious, but she always had to take.cdanessa spoke
as though her mind was many -thousands of miley.aWmrianne
was never an easy girl. One couldn't enjoy herRkslynn, who was
always a delightful child. As she got older Mariarmas always very
anxious to put us down, put us in our place. Ofrseu_akeview
belonged to the girls, but | came to regard it gsomn home. And it
would have been with Roslynn. She has a very gesesappreciative
nature. Marianne was quite different, or her dédidsealth obviously
affected her. Things came to a head, | supposet Ribslynn and
Kenneth became engaged. Marianne was very muchsagi

'‘She considered her sister too young?'

'‘Roslynn always knew her own mind," Kenneth ansaie®bolto’s
guestion. 'lIf you can believe it, | always thoultdrianne was a little
in love with me. Naturally | never said anythingoabit to either of
the girls. Certainly not Roslynn. She would havweotenced anything
her sister wanted. She adored her sister and alistyguilty that she
was the one who got all the love. It just happenatlirally. People
took to Roslynn where they always had reservatarmit Marianne.'

All the time he was listening Sholto's chiselledutimlooked hard
and set. 'Did no one realise on that particularttlay Marianne was
in difficulties?’

'‘No, never! As if anyone could! Kenneth exclaimed.

'Roslynn apparently believegsuacted too late.’



'‘My God!" Vanessa collapsed into a chair, her taceble. 'We know
of Roslynn's suspicions, Doctor, but they were pHrther own
feelings of guilt. It was a sick, twisted feelingknow my son. What
Roslynn believes is unthinkable.'

‘Sadly, it will take therapy to help her," Sholeds

'‘Certainly. These feelings have to be brought omt ithe open.’
Vanessa stared back at him, once more in full cbntRoslynn has
been acting under excessive strain. Even beforeabedent. For
instance, she ran away—we thought to her friendthénsouth of
France. Marianne's tragic death destroyed sometlprgrious
between us all. Nothing in this world gave me mpleasure than
when Roslynit and Kenneth came to me telling mg thanted to get
engaged. It seemed like the perfect solution toyevmg.'

‘You're tired, Mrs Remington,' Elizabeth interrupte
'‘Deadly tired, now,"' Vanessa agreed.

‘Then, as it's almost midnight, we should all eetiProblems,
anxieties seem so much worse when one is tireasay.'

Kenneth lent his mother a supportive hand, his Inages shying
away from the doctor's. 'I'll say goodnight as wefl spite of
everything, the way Roslynn has acted, the things Isas even
allowed herself to think, | still love her. I'llaays love her.'

‘Then may | suggest,' Sholto said tellingly, 'yovedher time.'



CHAPTER FIVE

ABoUT three o'clock in the morning Roslynn came to vaitory that
seemed to fill her throat with thunder but was amlfyenzied moan.

'‘Quiet, Roslynn, I'm here." A familiar voice soddher, cool fingers
on her pulse.

She sighed jaggedly, too spent to speak. The trathreturned to
her, too terrible to deny. On the bedside tableebinthe lamp and a
bowl of roses a little French porcelain clock chihtiee hours.

Sholto too gave vent to a faint sigh. "You showdgéislept through.’

For answer she just stared at him, the shock ofnga&lleviated by
his presence. He was still wearing the clothesddeviiorn at dinner
minus his jacket and tie, and she let her eyes wrander his tall
frame, the sombre face that was too full of undeding to be
Imperious, though the power was there, impossibiehfim to give

up.
'I've been dreaming,' she said. 'Bad dreams, aliteysame.'

‘You've been crying as well." His fingertip on hedreekbones was
exquisitely gentle. "Try to hold yourself togetheside. | know how
you feel.'

‘Then you're the only one!" She looked intensely inis brilliant
eyes. What made them so brilliant? Their colour essaordinary.
'I'm glad you're here.' His presence was the gseatexrurity she had
ever known.

‘Can you talk to me?' He sat down on the side®b#d and took her
hand.

'I'm sure you don't want to hear,' she said trdlgica



'l do." His eyes were so clear, blue-green likestea

Her mouth parted on words, but no sounds cameHarteyes filled
with tears and she pressed her face into the sllow

'Roslynn.’

She turned back her head. She had to tell him anagd. She didn't
realise it, but she was holding on to his handitar life.

'‘Easy, little one,' he sootheBa'sy.'

‘Just one word, andkhew.| remembered.’
‘Yes.'

'l think | love you,' she said wonderingly.

It made him smile, '‘No, Roslynn. Love is somethaige. You trust
me.'

‘Whatever,' she said in a low voice, 'l know | ¢ath you anything.
Even when it's very bad.'

'So?'

But then she seized up and he put his hand on heulder.
Something that was so dangerous because it maddebkrso
differently, made her body react in a way she codger put into
words. He didn't like it. He probably couldn't be@smen falling in
love with him. She turned her head so that herlchhegzed his hand.
'‘Marianne never liked Kenneth,' she told him, 'balidn't know. |
mean, Marianne never spoke to me about the defieenin
Kenneth's character. | suppose she thought | wowrde to see them
myself, but I didn't until they were showing thrdugretty badly.



Aunt Vanessa is the strong one. Jeremy and Kipdasihat they're
told.’

‘Tell me about Marianne.'
'l can't, she said. 'I'll cry.’
'It's better to bableto cry, little one.’

'‘She was my sister,' Roslynn said simply. 'My bgjes. The one |
looked to when we didn't have anyone in the world.’

‘You had your Aunt Vanessa.'

'‘One can't force love," she said. 'I've always beety grateful to
Aunt Vanessa and in many ways she was very goag tdut she
doesn't really have a lovable personality. Shets dertain she's
always right, and in certain moods she can be spitgful.’

'Marianne didn't like her either?'

‘Marianne was of an age when she missed our mateadfully. |
did too, but | was the one who cried a lot. Mar@arstayed very
withdrawn and quiet, nursing her grief. | supposa ivay she always
resented Aunt Vanessa. Perhaps she would have tedsamy
woman, but particularly Aunt Vanessa with her kofdpersonality.
I'm quite sure Marianne could never have held gatrest a woman
like Elizabeth, for example. But Aunt Vanessa wasan like that.
She's a person who always likes to be doing thimgself: She
revelled in living a...a...a... at...,'

'‘Lakeview,' he said, to overcome that difficultiétstammer.
‘Yet nothing really happened until Kip and | decide get engaged.’

‘You loved him?' He sought her eyes and held them.



'l ... 1 thoughtl did. He was such fun, and | sort of grew up wtitht
sort of thing in my mind. Afterwards Marianne taitk it had been
planted very early, but she was going to insistd ime.’

‘Until you were twenty-one.'
‘How did you know?'
'It seems a reasonable age.’

'‘From the night of the party on there were argusieshe said, and
her fingernails bit into the palm of his hand. 'Mane wasn't very
strong physically, but she was very strong insidé&e Daddy. |
always thought she had the wonderful solidity k&at I've always
been impulsive, a too spontaneous sort of persariaiine used to
call it outgoing because she especially loved nie ®ever wanted
me to marry Kenneth and really | don't think | webhlave, even with
the crushing weight of Aunt Vanessa's approval. ioh entirely a
fool.'

'‘Only very young,' Sholto said conclusively.
‘Aunt Vanessa seemed to think she would alwaysdive. home.'
‘That would have been awkward, surely, after yotewearried?"

'It's possible Aunt Vanessa thought | would alwegshain a child
while she continued to hold court.’

'And Kenneth didn't understand this?'

'l don't think Kip ever had too many ideas of higno Both he and
Jeremy have always lived in Aunt Vanessa's sha&e. outshone
them both in looks and brains and ambitions, thoMginianne once
claimed they were all parasites. She was very aagtiye time and |



told her she was exaggerating. How | wish | haddle was quite
right.’

Her forehead was quite damp and he smoothed backmjy dark
red curls, his face in deep shadow. '‘Can you telabout that terrible
day?'

Roslynn seemed to shiver slightly, though it wasraam night. 'l
think so,' she said unsteadily, echoes of the otdasning tearing
through her head. 'lt was a hot day, one of thasedaAys out of
nowhere, and a few of us decided on a picnic alake." Now her
heart was racing, the beat hurting her.

"Tell me.

Her eyes fixed themselves on his face so imployirtght Sholto
acted quite instinctively, picking her up out oéthed and carrying
her to one of the deeply upholstered armchairs eviner lowered
himself into it with her cradled in his lap.

'‘Why do you want to hear?' Her two arms encirclsdnleck, though
she kept her head hidden against his chest.

'It's important, Roslynn, for you to tell me exgactthat happened.’

At first Marianne wouldn't go in—she said the watexs too cold.
But it wasn't, it was glorious. | was the one wieoguaded her.'

‘A swim wouldn't have hurt her," he said quietly.

'It was at least an hour after our lunch. Marianmede us all wait.
She was always the sensible one." She was quiet foroment
listening to his heart. Such a strong, steady helale hers seemed
to be flickering wildly.

'Marianne had had rheumatic fever?"'



‘Yes.'
He barely heard her little whisper, it was so quiet
'‘She was always under a doctor?"

'Yes. Aunt Vanessa made sure she always had thebeare. She
wasn't an invalid, you understand, or anything likeshe simply
had to be more careful than was usual. Doctor Hised to
encourage her to take lots of walks, swim if shated to. She just
had to remember not to get overtired. We were ey protective of
her—all of us, including Kip, though they never djet on. Kip used
to say Marianne was jealous, but | know now shejustsworried.’

Sholto tipped her head right back against his steuhnd looked at
her. 'Did you all stay in the water longer than yaended?'

'l don'tknow,'she said desperately. 'l can swim like a fish.'
‘Marianne swam quite well?"

'Of course. Daddy taught us almost before we cavalit." She took a
deep breath and closed her eyes.

‘You won't fall or faint,’ he said impassivelyml'here. I'm holding
you. Why don't you open your eyes?'

There was tremendous tension in her slight bodybal visible
through the thinness of her palest apricot crepehilee nightdress.
One thin strip was off her shoulder and her detidateasts were
framed by the deep V of lace. With a man's eyedt&lsaw that she
was exquisitely formed, but it was a doctor's ratdihat was
uppermost because he willed it that way, the tagimtrol he held on
himself making his handsome face formidable.

‘You are going to tell me, Roslynn.’



A pulse was hammering away at the base of her tgmmieng throat.
She had the appearance of utter abandonment, fokautd tragic.
‘You weren't watching closely. . . ." Gravely hegaer a lead.

'‘No." She whispered the word and burst out cryhngy, body very
young and soft in his arms.

He tucked her head beneath his chin and let hertbhough her

mouth was moving against his bare throat. He hagmieeard such
sounds of desolation, and he had heard a great ldesakhirt was

wet. with her tears, but after a while he stoppedih case she made
herself ill.

Very slowly he angled a box of pink tissues towanda and began
drying her tears, with Roslynn so wrapped in misehe was
oblivious to her deshabille, the fact that she alasost half naked in
his arms.

'I'm sure Kipknew,'she whispered with intensity.

'‘What you're saying is very serious, Roslynn. Yan'tspeak unless
you're absolutely sure.'

'l feel it,’ she insisted. know Kip." She begandy again but
soundlessly. 'l think for a moment he hesitated #reh when he
came to himself it was too late.’

'Roslynn, Roslynn,' he sighed.

'It was the way he denied it,' she said wildly, dedheld her more
tightly. 'l think he realised something was wrort something
stopped him from acting at once.'

'But hedid act?'



'Oh yes,' she said shudderingly. 'It was Kip wheediover and over
again until we were all afraid something would hapgo him as
well. Afterwards \ turned on him—attacked him.'Har agitation she
even pounded his chest.

'So at the most all you have is a doubt?'
'l can never forget he hesitated.’
'You didn't see that, Roslynn, with your own eyes.'

She turned her head despairingly on his shouldéll 'you | know
Kip, as your grandmother knows you. | know theyditlings he does
in moments of stress."

‘But this is terrible, what you're saying. You shlibconsider he had a
moment's lapse. Perhaps he panicked. People rdéatently to
alarm. Some race to the scene, others are drivamtéor help. You
said yourself he put himself in danger.’

‘That was after,' she said with extreme bitterness.
‘There was an inquest?’

'Yes. Death by misadventure.'

'I'm sure that young man has suffered torture.’
'He should,’ she said intensely.

'S0 you ran away?'

'‘One day he might have turned his back on me aly @ashe did on
Marianne.'

'‘What you're accusing him of, Roslynn," he saicesdly, 'is murder.’



'‘No,' she shook her head sadly. "Truly—not murddgradbmoment of
terrible, human weakness. Marianne was doing elvieyipossible to
break us up. Maybe Kip feared she would.’

She wasn't as distraught now as she had been, ifrgwas she
adjusted the thin strap of her night- gown on teugder, a delicate
flush rising to her cheeks. 'After this is all ovgou'll never want to
see me again.’

'Oh?' Sholto's smile became taut. 'What will you dbout
Remington? You have no concrete evidence agaimsi only a
feeling. Feelings are no use in the courts, and gawld be quite
wrong. | must, in all justice, bring that to youtnm. A man is not
guilty of a crime because he's slow to act.’

‘Surely he'd feel guilty in his own mind. | did.’
'‘Why?' His eyes that had been narrowed, suddeaBedlat her.

'‘Because of what | did. Getting engaged.' Her sifaade looked
pinched. 'If we hadn't become engaged Mariannekapdvouldn't
finally have become enemies.'

'‘We' can never forget Marianne's heart Wastrong,' said Sholto.
Thatis true. I've made enquiries, Roslynn.'

‘She didn't have a heart attack.'
'Her heart could have gone into spasm.’

Shattered, Roslynn huddled her head. 'Don't tellymére taking
Kip's part against me?'

'I'm trying to get at the truth," he said, holdimgy tightly because she
was trembling uncontrollably. 'For both your sak@sslynn. Your



cousin too is very young. It's easy to show a weakmat twenty-
two.'

'A weakness,' she murmured, 'but what was his m@till | know
IS, now he frightens me. | pity him and despise aswell.'

'He knows,' said Sholto.

'Vanessa too sensed something was terribly wromgmidtter what
else Vanessa is, she's physically brave.’

‘Aren't we talking about morality?' he pointed gettly. "We could
discuss this for ever, Roslynn, and we'd never ccloser to the
truth. Only your cousin knows his immediate reatdicand he denies
your terrible charge.’

"'l never forgive him,' she said. 'Never. I'llver forgive myself.'
‘And all your old feeling for him?"'

'It's gone,’ she said sternly. 'Gone with Mariahne.

'‘And what if he's innocent?'

'He did this,' she said, shaking her head a liltieedly, 'Is it true I'm
sitting in your lap?' She looked down contemplatimg flimsiness of
her pretty nightdress.

'l thought it might make it easier for you to englur
*You must find me pathetic,’ she said brokenly.
'On the contrary, | think you have great strength.’

'Really?' She looked up at him steadily, overpoadrng her complex
feeling for him. 'I'm sure you didn't know I'd tuoait to be a burden.'



'l knew you would turn out to play a more than oedy role in my
life.'

Without her volition her eyes droppéd his mouth. It was a mouth
that betrayed him in a way because it was the mofjth man of
temperament, a man of strong passions.

'‘Perhaps I'd better tuck you up in bed,' he saiak really allowing
himself to look at her.

'‘Oh, don't worry,' she murmured in confusion, tbker flooding her
skin. "You're such a responsible person.'

'Of course.' He lifted himself out of the chair viRoslynn in his
arms quite easily. 'Do you feel easier?'

'Yes,' she said quietly. 'Does Aunt Vanessa kndwvdw the whole
truth?'

'‘None of us was exactly sure." He put her downlgemtd she sank
back on the pillows.

‘What am | going to do now?' Her smoky eyes, faititted at the
corners, were full of uncertainty.

‘Start to forgive yourself," Sholto said immedigté¥ou were in no
way to blame for your sister's death, just as I'tcalame myself
when one of my patients dies on me. All eando is our very best.
A fatalist would tell you the exact hour of deathimescapable no
matter what we do.'

'l don't think | can ever forgive Kip. God forgiwvee if I'm wrong, but
| have the certain intuition he realised Marianresvin difficulties.
It's the shadow on my life, the kind of knowledgattmade my mind
go blank.’



'‘Not knowledge Roslynn,' he pointed out, 'a doubt based on ¢
imperfect intuitions. You can't condemn him withaufair trial.’

‘Then speak to him yourself,' she urged him, ciatglat his sleeve.
'You have great experience of people's minds.'

'I'm a neurosurgeon, Roslynn. | deal in the diseasel disorders of
the nervous system, not the psyche.’

‘You're a very clever man,' she persisted. 'A lyighdined observer
and I've come to depend on you.' Utterly, she thgugut couldn't
say aloud.

'‘Have you considered your cousin mightn't admithsacmoment,
even to himself? The mind throws up all sorts ofrigéas to conceal
guilt. The boy's mother would be the best persoriszover the
truth.'

'‘She doesn't want to know," Roslynn said wearilgr leyelids
growing unaccountably heavy. 'Gould you blame her?’

'l think you should sleep now," he said with auitiyor'There's
nothing to be gained by overtaxing your strength.'

'l wish you'd stay here with me," she said fainthyt that's selfish.
You must be very tired.’

‘Actually I'm not.' Sholto settled back in his ahai

'Close your eyes, Roslynn. I'll stay here until 'yesafely asleep.'

She awoke late in the morning, terribly lethargionind and body.
From total darkness she had been pitchforked imonptete
remembrance of her whole life. It brought her neagsure but a



constant pain she would have to struggle to endtlve.lay there for
a moment staring up at the plastered ceiling whigd been

decorated with acorns and oak leaves. The coraevas exquisite,
the work of Italian craftsmen and hand-mouldedlengremises. The
cornice of her bedroom at Lakeview was basedhe acanthus- leaf
and the Tudor rose. She closed her eyes .againanstinse of utter
unreality, unwilling and unable to come to termshvwwhat she must
do.

‘That's great!" smiled Annie, when she saw she avaake. 'I've got
your breakfast, love.'

‘You're too good to me, Annie.’
'l haven't put a pound on you, | see," Annie ansdier

'‘Give you time,' Roslynn smiled, and Annie set tifag down across
her knees.

‘Eat up every scrap.'

'Even a rose,' Roslynn sighed. 'What did | evetaldeserve such
kindness?'

'‘Go on, you're easy to spoil,” Annie told her. 'Why@u're feeling a
lot better I'm going to make you a really glamorduweakfast, not
fruit and a boiled egg."'

'‘Lovely!" Annie's plump, tender-hearted face was e@ectant

Roslynn could do little else but smile. She liftle pink rosebud to
her nose, savouring the lovely scent. 'Everyone efs?' she asked,
feigning lightness.

‘The family had breakfast early, but I've only jakared away after
our guests. Lady McNaughton tells me you've reghiny@ur
memory. Bill and | are so happy for you. It justiha come back.’



'Yes, Annie." Roslynn picked up her grapefruit guiand drank it.
There was no sense in ruining Annie's day by smghin

Later she took a quick shower and dressed in héoran of cotton
slacks and tiny camisole top. Making decisions deded stamina,
but she felt as weak as a kitten.

'‘Roslynn!’

Aunt Vanessa had found her, nothing less than imtatein a silk
shirt and linen skirt, but there was a kind of palunder her
porcelain skin and the hazel eyes looked glazed,ffack of sleep.

'‘Good morning, Aunt Vanessa.' Roslynn turned towéuer.
‘May we talk, Roslynn?'
'l don't see why not."'

Neither woman smiled and Roslynn watched while \#daneseated
herself then she too slid into a chair.

'I've never been faced with such an odd situatiomy life," Vanessa
confided. 'Doctor McNaughton has had quite a talknte this
morning.'

'‘Oh?' Roslynn managed to look interested.

‘This isn't easy for me, Roslynn," Vanessa poiotgd rather flushed.
'‘Kenneth seems to think your . . . amnesia waaraklaborate piece
of theatre.'

‘And what doyou think?'

'Frankly, I've never believed in amnesia myself.’



'Really?' Roslynn looked away over the terracedigas. 'lt's quite
well documented.’

‘At any rate,' Vanessa said dryly, 'the mists regy@arently cleared.’

'‘Would that | were happier about that,’ Roslynn umetd
meaningfully. 'l think we all had it as family wherdecided to go
away.'

‘You're notstill at it?" Vanessa pleaded raggedly. 'Surely we've
suffered enough? The whole business has been anaigh’

‘Not a nightmare,' said Roslynn. 'It's real.’

'You can't mean it, Roslynn,"' Vanessa cried ouvéth't you injured
Kip enough? Héovesyou. He hasn't changed.’

'‘Have you ever asked him about that terrible dsg® Roslynn, and
her voice shook with pain.

Vanessa lifted her white slender fingers and pefisem against her
eyes. 'God, I'm tired,' she murmured.

'‘Will you answer me, Aunt Vanessa?' Roslynn's gregs glittered
with strong feeling. "You know Kip better than angd

'l should think so,' Vanessa flashed at her. 'lsshaot forget I'm his
mother.'

'You haven't had any peace either,' Roslynn said.

In front of her eyes Vanessa seemed to age ters.y8he put out a
strong hand and clasped Roslynn's wrist. 'l swearou, Roslynn,
Kip is incapable of a wicked action. He might besger, I'll allow

you, more positive, more clever, more ambitioud, lpunature he's
entirely non-aggressive.



Your judgments are terribly wrong. You used to besweet and so
kind, but now you're almost as stern as poor Magan

At the sound of her sister's name, Roslynn's dlled fith tears. 'If
you care for me at all, Aunt Vanessa,' she saidtiy,li'don't malign
my sister.'

'‘But, dearest girll' Vanessa looked aghast. 'I'ty dreing truthful.
You'reaccusingmy son of something terrible, after all. You haver
even kept it secret from Dr McNaughton. How do wew he won't
talk? | can't have Kenneth subjected to viciousnaurs!'

‘Better let it all drop,' said Roslynn said withharshness in her cleal
voice. 'I'm very grateful to you, Aunt Vanessa, & that you've
done, but I'm notomingback to England with you—at leasot for

a while.'

'‘But what are you going tdo?' Vanessa challenged her relentless
'l mean, you can't stay here. I'm sure the McNaughare being very
kind to you, but they'll want to settle back inb@ir own routine. You
can't allow yourself to impose on them.’

'l won't,' Roslynn said briskly, though her eyegevstill shimmering
with tears. 'As | almost stupidly forgot, I'm richy ordinary
standards. | can very easily find a place of my.6wn

'‘But what about Lakeview?' Vanessa asked vigoroussigw could
you possibly find anywhere more beautiful than Zhéthy, do you
realise you and Kip were to be married by Chris®has

'‘No," Roslynn shook her head, 'l think not. Evethait Marianne's
influence 1 don't believe | would have married Kigsee now that
what | felt for him was a great fondness, and yastmemember you
did everything you could to bring us together. Retber Peter
Ward? His sister told me how you'd warned him &b&mehow |



think you warned quite a few off: No use lookingRagslynn, she's
for my son.’

'I'm quite sure it would have worked,' Vanessa .sdih still sure.
With a little help you'll regain some sense of mndion. Now, why
don't we, when you're feeling a little stronger,sdone travelling and
enjoy it? At your age you should be full of joy,tra@inging to old
tragedies. I've been doing some thinking since DN&uUghton spoke
to me. You've always been volatile, highly strumgd if you'll
forgive my saying so, darling, rather stubbornraes. | can't compel
you to come back with me, but | do think | can cempome
affection. We care for you— Jeremy, myself, andvaball, Kip. Let
us help you regain your balance. We'll take it vselgwly with
gentleness on both sides.

'l can't, Roslynn thought, and | won't.

The weekend wore on interminably with neither sgdeng an inch.
On the surface all was civilised, but underneathoteans raged
savagely. All Roslynn longed for was peace, a tohsolitude when
she could begin to cope with the future, but Vaaekdn't intend for
her to escape.

'She's an enormously determined woman," Elizabeld ter
grandson in private. 'lt's rather neat really, thay Roslynn is
evading her.'

'‘She has a great deal of courage,' Sholto agregld.cdmmunication
so difficult even Vanessa didn't really want toystan. Always a
woman of action, she wanted to sweep Roslynn a$olutely
resisting the girl's wishes and return her to hen fome, where if
she had to she would lock her up until she canteetesenses. When
everything had once been so perfect, Vanessa legamsider the
loss of Lakeview which she loved obsessively.



Finally Kenneth put in his impassioned plea.
'Rosa, underneath, | know you really love me.’

They were walking along the hillside planted witihodsands of
wildflowers winding their way down the slopes. Itasv another
beautiful day of brilliant sunlight and cool sha@md Roslynn was
bemoaning again how little she was seeing of Shdhough he was
lavishing care on her he was keeping himself remp&rhaps
dreading that she would blurt out that she waswe Wwith him again.
How could she have told him in the first place@al#rmed her even
as she knew he could prompt her into telling hirmimgSuch was the
unreality of it all, she thought, and sighed.

'Ros, are you listening?' Kenneth peered frus-dhatato her face.
'Is it a kindness to keep pestering me?' she sighed

'I'm being as gentle with you as | can.' He slippedarm through
hers and held her to his side. 'Oh, darling, adnsayit.'

'l don't love you, Kip,' she said slowly.

'It's all Marianne's fault!" he shouted, his voidéed with anger.
'‘Fancy Marianne still affecting us now—sheéad!'

'‘And you stood there watching, didn't you?' Roshautused him
with a terrible stillness.

The horror of it sobered Kenneth in an instantu¥e®mad, Ros,' he
said with equal quietness. 'l might have been amgtly Marianne
and the way she was trying to come between us| batld never
destroy her. | dived for her a dozen times—you krbat. It was a
terrible accident, one that has preyed on your mividu and
Marianne were closer than most sisters. In a wayvelis always a
little mother to you. That's why she resented Vaaes much. She



wanted to ,be your protector, your mentor, the whe told you who
to marry.'

Roslynn stepped back and stared up at the cobalt™s&u paint a
picture of Marianne that simply isn't true.’

‘Everyone has many faces. Even you.'
'‘Go away, Kip,' she said hopelessly. 'Leave mealon

When he was a distance off Roslynn continued ddwenhill, trying
to relax her jangled nerves. Her fear was thahdéf went back to the
house Vanessa would immediately start on her, soirgiended to
walk until she ran out of physical and mental egeiff she was
accusing Kenneth wrongly it was a grievous sin,dmurhething very
odd had certainly happened to Kenneth that day. émemt's
aberration. Would anyone ever really know?

The sky was a magnificent, uniform blue with milig of golden

lights flickering through the tops of the treesteLhad no solutions.
One just had to keep on going. The grass swisheahdrher bare
ankles, an iridescent green, and she took cardgontead on the
radiant little wildflowers that seemed to floweght down to the

valley and beyond. Their sweetness threw up insthrmmer heat so
that as she filled her lungs with, their gentlegfeance; it brought
solace to her sorrowful heart. Marianne had gormkstue was the one
who was left.

She walked as long as she could, more than was feisethen she
sank down in the dappled shade of a sweet gumemaplés were
dewed with sweat. She put up a hand limply andHadst away.
From somewhere high above her a magpie warbledilgapp notes
as clear as a bell. It was even melodic if onedwad to hear.



An acute drowsiness seized her and she lay badkeiduxuriant
ground cover that grew even in shadow. Her arme waown back
above her head and her rose-leaf-crowned head tweadly to the
side. Would to God Aunt Vanessa and Kenneth woolégay and

stay away until such time she could look on therth\ai quiet heart.
If she ever lived so long!



CHAPTER SIX

AN hour and more later Sholto saw the flash of hdloyedress
through the dense woodland, and he had to stopn@emtoto cool his
temper and a wealth of nagging anxieties. He had balling for ten
minutes, his voice echoing down the hillside, yedré she lay with
her arms thrown up above her head is supplicatotiné sky. The
drowsy heat of early afternoon was over and theras va
thunderstorm threatening, the brilliant blue skyvmanked up with
dark clouds. What unnerved him above everything elas the way
Remington had set him on the wrong path. He couldmierstand
his motive. Surely the greater part of love was dtaee for the
wellbeing of the beloved? He realised the boy wealous, but
Roslynn was alone on the hillside with a sky thasweady to
unleash lightning and heavy rain.

'‘Roslynn!" A single glance told him she was merely sleepimegy,

head and her body curved towards him. She wasHmmegateeply
and quietly, as tranquil as a child. It seemedeafpity to wake her,
but they would have to run before the storm or tsikater in the old
summerhouse halfway up the slope. He slid his amadeuher and
she gave a little inarticulate cry, but didn't ofvem eyes.

Exhausted, he thought. Striving to put distanceveeh herself and
her relations. 'Roslynn,’ he said again, and puittie@ pressure
beneath her ear, rousing her from her deep sleep.

Her eyes when they opened reflected no fear bué ¢aw back a
mirror image of himself. 'l was looking for you,eIsaid gently.
‘There's going to be a storm.’

‘Surely not?' Her breath rippled out on a contestgt. He was here
at last.

‘Look above your head.’



'l don't want to look past you.' Her eye®re large and very soft.
Leaves scattered on the sudden wind and there heasvondrous

heavy smell of an approaching storm. Roslynn redlisow that she
had been asleep for some time, but at least shéhkgdy of sharing

a little of Sholto's time. She lifted her arms imHike outstretched
wings and he lifted her in one graceful swoop, mgdher in his

strong arms.

'We mightbe able to make it back to the house.' he saitbdsly.
'‘Why don't we just stay here and get soaked?'

'‘Because, young lady, you clearly need lookingradftis eyes were
vivid in his dark, stupendous face.

‘All right, then,. | can run along beside you.'

'l think you've reached the end of your endurane,pointed out
dryly. "'That was some sleep.’

‘Well, carrying me is an ordeal.'

'Is it?' For answer he began to run with the firstps of rain falling,
as tangy as lemons.

'It was glorious!" Roslynn felt like a lady with her knight, secure i
his strength yet excited by his manhood.

It was a challenge to reach the summerhouse in tnethey did it
just as the rain fell down in a silver curtain.

'‘Marvellous!" she said, standing against him, mgathe strong thud
of his heart. 'l shall remember my doctor who cam wphill with a
girl in his arms.'



'‘Don't you mean a wood nymph?' Sholto brushed al fvaer her
damp head where feathery curls clustered in tendril

Undreamed of emotions soared in her, yet she wamntstill beneath
his hand, as after a moment he did, both of thamgltan a frieze.

They might have stayed that way, only thunder czdcklong the
great bowl of the sky and Sholto turned and pulieel shuttered
door. 'The temperature has dropped. Pull thosaauslaround you.'

'I'm not cold.' How could she be, with fire gallogialong her veins?

'It should be over quite soon. Storms are alwayss this in summer,
short and spectacular.' He had his back to heringo&ut and she
could see the beautiful shape of his head, the neske of his
shoulders and the elegant long lines of his bodiye &id her face
against a plump cushion, sapphire blue patternéud wihite flowers,
desperately willing herself to act sensibly. Shensed to have so
little armour against him, testing his control whemwas bound to a
line of action. Probably he wouldn't turn and ladkher again until it
was time to scale the rest of the distance to tusé

‘Do you think Aunt Vanessa and Kip will go homefe sasked
uncomfortably, aware of his and Elizabeth's grediepce.

‘They will if anyone answers my prayers,' he redédreardonically.
‘You've been very courteous to them. I'm gratelalfact he had torn
strips off Kenneth, who had crumbled in a way ttated his anger
and pity.

'l didn't think we'd gebnemoment to talk together.’

She sounded so plaintive he had to smile. 'lt'sesy \complex
situation, isn't it, Roslynn?’



She bit her lip. 'l don't think | can ever go bdaokmy old life." The
rain was drumming harder now, maintaining a steady, so she got
up and crossed to where he was standing.

'You can't take on too much now.'

'Is that a warning?' She lifted her head and statedis chiselled
profile, dazed she should be speaking to him tlag twt unable to
stop.

'‘No, Roslynn," he said gently, though his fingers haehahed
themselves on the shutter.

‘No to the warning or no to Roslynn?’

'‘Both.' He glanced down at her sideways. In hdrvlalking shoes
she barely came to his shoulder, her grey eyesns@img, lingering
in his.

'‘Have you ever let yourself love a woman?' shedske

'‘Maybe I'm not made for the violent passions.’

‘You are:

‘And how would you know, little one? You have ayeirginal air.’

'‘Don't be angry with me." With his head thrown bacid his eyes
wary he looked much more arrogant than usual.

'I'm not.' He went as if to touch her and checkiedsklf. ‘May | ask
why you're trying to tempt me?’

That's just it!" she said a little frantically.dbn't know why I'm the
way | am with you at all.’



'No tears,' he ordered.
Roslynn blinked furiously. 'Anyway why are you affaf me?’
'‘God knows, Roslynn, | don't want to get into acdssion.'

The curtness of his tone slashed at her like a v8ig even shut her
eyes and gave a little stinging cry.

'I've hurt you.' His hands closed around her uppes. 'I'm sorry.'
‘That's all right,’ she said faintly. 'l deservéotput in my place.'

Sholto stooped and kissed her forehead lightly, somnething
uncontrollable welled up inside her and she turapcher face, her
mouth parted.

She felt the tension in his body, the sensualisgiyrwitnessed the
brilliant flash in his eyes. He hauled her righbihis arms, driven by
her melting, and as she shivered in a darkenintaggsbrought his
mouth down on her own.

It was as if they were both caught up in a swollerrent, carried
relentlessly along beyond the boundaries of placktiane.

'l won't hurt you, Roslynn,’ she thought she heard him s
desperately; but for the first time in her shorugg life she was
Woman drowning Man in her fiery sweetness. His rhah@at had

lifted so briefly came down on hers again, explgrideeper,

sweeping all else aside but pleasure, filling hathwso much

excitement it became a weakness and she had @ wirhim as

though she could never let him go.

This being together was like a banquet after stamawith the same
desperation to it. Sholto wrenched his mouth agm® conscious of



her inciting little sounds, cries that were eché®an her bounding
heart.

'So now we know I'm human," he glinted.
‘Skolto/Her voice was the softest, yearning plea for ustdeding.

'‘Don't you see | cantlo this?' His handsome face looked wrenche
the blue-green eyes turned to jade.

'‘No matter. | had a moment." She looked very bedund a little
strange. 'Don't send me awajease.l promise I'll be sensible for the
rest of my life.'

‘And what aboute?' He had to hold her firmly so she wouldn't fall.
"You might decide you like kissing me.'

Despite himself he laughed. 'That's even more g&ri¥ou know,
Roslynn, with the veil removed you're a witch.’

‘Some people might think it I'm having a witch ardu She looked
intensely into his face, loving it. Loving him. Byéiing about her
ached for this man.

‘A witch who won't let a man alone,' he observae\wsily.

'l give you my word." The shadowy light gleamed her pearly
skin.

'l daren't trust it." His hands were on her narrgaist, spanning it
with his long fingers.

Without even thinking she was going to do it, Raslyleaned
forward and laid her glowing head against his trébs really very



harmless, Sholto. | wish everything that's goodyfmu.' Her delicate
breasts were pressed against him and her eye<iosssl.

'‘What we're considering, little one,' he said dryily what's good for
you. Romantic interludes in the summerhouse are modhicky
going to beout.'

‘Whatever you want,' she said. 'I'm not a free agen

In the end, because they had arrived at the mobearable
stalemate, Sholto took Vanessa and her son baoble taty with him.
Vanessa had been white-faced and tight-lipped, ypamitaining her
inner raging.

'l guess I've been rather scared of Aunt Vanessatdo long,'
Roslynn later told Elizabeth.

Elizabeth herself thought they would never getofidhe woman, but
underneath her fragile exterior Roslynn too was enafdsteel. They
stood watching until thédaimler disappeared and Elizabeth sa
quickly: 'What about a cup of tea?'

‘A good idea." Roslynn abandoned her staring, remeeimg

Kenneth's face as he had said goodbye to her. Yoédvappy little

incidents came to her mind, all blotted out by sp#sate tragedy.
Kenneth's unhappy hazel eyes, quiet and unsmilivegterrible hurt
at the back of them. Aunt Vanessa had given hem&rths to, as
she put it, even herself out.

‘This isn'tyour country,’ she had told Roslynn on the side ytur
family. These people are kind, I'll grant you, hesa you're small
and pathetic and the good doctor saved your lifst léave when you
see the warning signs and cable us your arrival.'



A month went by, a remarkably beautiandquiet month, while the
weather continuedlmost perfectly. Roslynn continued to explore tl
old house and the mountainside, feeling more relaxe happy than
she had been in a very long time. Elizabeth was pb&ect
companion, there when you wanted her, busy witholar pursuits
when the spirit craved a little solitude, the hargrgrandmother
Roslynn craved with all her heart. By the end & thonth, Roslynn
loved the place as much as Elizabeth did, thoug dothem missed
Sholto badly.

He hadn't come, though he spoke to both women émuon the

telephone. His professional ethic was precious ita, lRoslynn

considered, and he clearly thought it best to stagy. Still, they
never lacked visitors; people driving up to seedbeth, the man
who delivered the groceries and stayed to havepaofuea with

Annie, not an ordinary man but a successful busimegn who had
suffered a heart attack and given it all up toeagtito the mountain.
The stories he told, and the deals, made RoslyrnhAamie look

forward eagerly to his visits. Then there was Khnigme on vacation
from university. He was the grandson of their nsaneighbours and
Elizabeth had known him all his life.

‘A nice boy,' she told Roslynn, after Roslynn hadfeled she had
met a Kris Neilsen on one of her walks. 'l expexll he coming over
to see meAndyou,' she looked up to smile. 'How did his exam®' g

'Oh, great!" Roslynn gave an expressive imitatibKrs's attractive
style.

The very next day, Kris turned up and Elizabeth edathem off as
Kris swept Roslynn away in his car.

'‘She's a great lady!" Kris cried, braking with dmuptness that made
Roslynn doubly glad of her seat belt. 'Drat it, gi@l see that bird?
You'd think they were in a crossing.' The birdsfact, were very



tame due no doubt to the active encouragementy,3bd | give you
a fright?'

'It might be as well if we go a little slower.’

‘Yes, ma'am.'" Kris took his eye off the drive toilemat her
admiringly. 'Why didn't Gran tell me there was a gip here like
you? I'd have come up a week sooner.'

'‘Well," Roslynn said consideringly, 'it's possiblee knew that."

'‘Now what does that mean?' Kris raised his faimisto'Elizabeth
wouldn't have let you come with me, under any censtances, if she
didn't know | was a perfect gentleman.'

'‘Don't let me rattle you,' she smiled.

'‘Come to think of it,' he said briskly, 'you're beful—and that
glorious English skin!

'I'd much rather have a tan.'

'For gosh sakes,' he groaned, 'don't do it. Hayenitheard of sun
cancer?’

'l noticeyou'revery brown,' she commented. 'Everyone is.’

‘It may be sexy on men, but | likewy girls with beautiful white
skin—and now we mention it, wine- coloured hair."'

'‘Where are you taking me?' Roslynn asked, mockrsdie

'‘Oh, around," Kris said vaguely. 'There's lots you to see and |
know a beaut place where we can have lunch.’



It turned out to be the most enjoyable, relaxing. d&is seemed to
be delighted with her, the way she looked and tag she talked,
'that marvellous Pommy accent', like the new ngvelthis life. As
for Roslynn, though Kris attracted her as an igetit and
lighthearted companion, she had the odd feelingugh she was
younger by a year, that she was at least a lifetangoved. So much
had happened to her, whereas Kris had led a Hligdameless life.
He talked about his parents, a moving tribute,daiseer, ‘following
in the footsteps of Dad', by all account? a leadamghitect, the
special love he had for his grandparents, his tdwbe mountain, the
great friends in his life, male and female, plewoitgach, but when he
wanted to talk about Roslynn she was quite unablkespond in the
same manner.

‘You're a mysterious little creature, aren't ydu®'said, taking her
hand across the open-air-table. '"Well, if you wtalk about yourself,

let's talk about Sholto. Now there's a great guyieln, he's brilliant.

You want to hear people talk about him from the addgys when he
went to university! Not many like that come alolgdazzle us. Did

all his postgrad work overseas and was equallyesgive there. Just
the thought of being a neurosurgeon makes me gk atgthe knees.

| nearly pass out every time | have to have a meddivon't even

have one at the dentist's.’

'It's different when you have no choice.'

'Of course,' Kris responded sympathetically. 'Henee talking about
needles when you've had an operation. I'll bet wete glad it was
Sholto. He's the most committed man I've ever knokawen more
than Dad. At least Dad took time off to get marragdl have but the
women have been chasing Sholto for years. Haveneiuhat Laura
yet?'

'‘No." Roslynn wanted to talk about Laura. 'Tell ai®ut her,' she
invited.



‘A gentleman doesn't talk. Anyway, | don't realtelf guilty because |
don't like Laura at all. Neither does Elizabeth. & callsher Lady
McNaughton unless thay step out of line, but theoald be no -
way we wouldn't all have to call dear Laura LadyNdaghton when
the time arrives. Sholto's a bit young for a knngiatd yet. What is
he? Dad's forty- five, so Sholto is about ten ygartsiger. Anyway, |
can see it all happening, can't you?'

'‘What?'

'‘Oh, my little darling!" Kris piled more salad orstplate, 'I'm sure if
you'd evenseenLaura you would. Mum says she was nuts abc
Sholto even when she was married. Exactly!" He kapslynn's

dismayed expression. 'lt appears she, like mangrethpursued
Sholto in vain, then when it looked as if she wasnitely going to

be left on the shelf, she married one of his freehd

'Oh, too bad!

‘You're looking as if you wish | hadn't told you.'
'On the contrary, I'm waiting to hear more.'
‘Well," said Kris, settling happily into his story,

‘Laura is one of those pencil-slim blondes. A Initthe gaunt side but
always looking perfect. Mum says she's beautifut, lbcan't see it.
Of course she's not young. She's over thirty, betsgerribly refined.
You know the type. Now that Sholto hasn't marriaglome else, she
appropriated him for her very own. Mum says,' Keianed forward
and hissed it, 'she's not half good enough fort8hout Dad says,,
who the hell is? and they're friends. The thinghs, men like Laura,
but Mum says men understand nothing.’



'‘Are you trying to tell me they might get married®slynn stared
back at him wide-eyed.

'I know!" Kris sighed. 'Call it terrible if you warto. Probably she'd
make the ideal partner. Sholto, as you might hateed, is first and
last dedicated to his profession and Mum says th@an in his life
would have to be a saint!'

'‘Why?' Roslynn demanded.

Kris waved his fork vaguely. 'Just Mum's generaleasment of the
situation. We're all very interested in Sholto, le@reer and his
future. He belongs to all of us, but Laura's défar She would spoill
everything. There's more to being attractive tloarking good.’

There was indeed, Roslynn thought dismally. Of selBholto had to
have a woman in his life. The right woman. Whatal fshe was in
her schoolgirl daydream! Humiliation burned in her.

'‘Look here, you're looking positively unnerved,i<said anxiously.
'l simply can't take it all in.'

Kris moved back so his fair head was framed agdhrestblue sky.
'Say, you haven't got a crush on Sholto, have yoei®boked deeply
into her crystalline eyes.

‘At the moment he's my doctor.’

‘Women are always falling in love with their do&prKris pointed
out briskly. 'Mum said she couldn't even count ohfalling in love
with Sholto. —I mean, did you ever see such aftefiooking guy,
and he's almost absurdly unaware of it.'

'l expect he's got far more important things foerean his mind," said
Roslynn.



Other people were coming into the courtyard of idxstaurant, and
under the waves and smiles and . fleeting introdnstRoslynn had
time to get fully in control of herself. The lasing she wanted was
to make her feelings for Sholto conspicuous, thostyAngely she
didn't mind Elizabeth knowing. Elizabeth was theneaas a dear
grandmother, she sighed with relief.

'Hi there, old pal!" Another attractive young maopped by their
table, looking pointedly at Roslynn. 'l say now,okghthis?'

‘My qirl," Kris returned none too jovially.

‘Are you going to introduce us?' the other boy hady not
embarrassed.

'No.'
‘You've never been the possessive type before.

‘Don't you see we can ask nothing better than taltwee?' snapped
Kris.

'‘Oh, all right," the young man started to move afifl as he did so
bent down to whisper to Roslynn, . 'Don't worry| find some
excuse to stop on the way back.'

'‘Who's that?' she asked afterwards, smiling.

‘The mountain's Casanova,' Kris told her glooniou'll be seeing
him again, of course. His family always come upelfer Christmas.'

'What | meant was, what's his real name?'

'‘Luke Edwards.' Kris's blue eyes drifted to Lukalsle. 'If you want
to know, he's Laura Edward's nephew by marriage.'



‘Now there's a crazy coincidence,' Roslynn said.

Over the next week, Roslynn saw a lot of Kris aeddok her over
to their own high villa to meet his mother, who ked incredibly
young to have such a big, handsome son.

‘A child bride," she explained. Jenny Neilsen waseay lively,
gossipy sort of woman, tall and blonde, like hen,sand like Kris
very warm and agreeable. She took an immediateglito Roslynn, a
feeling that was, mutual, and in the presence af tdy Roslynn
found out more about the inhabitants of the mouanthan she ever
could world affairs from a taxi driver. She kneweeybody who
came there for the summer; writers, painters, ip@its, a retired
opera singer, big business men who had to takeeaklbor go into
intensive care . . . olgveryonk There were always a lot of partie:
over the Christmas and New Year break, and alrekhny had
begun telephoning.

'‘God only knows when Laura will arrive," she tolddR/nn in a
suspenseful voice. 'Of course we'll have to invieg to our party.
Duty before pleasure.’

'If she's as cold as you say, why does Sholtoh&®" Roslynn asked,
mystified.

'‘Pet!" Jenny's clear mezzo went faint. 'l didn't say sfas cold to
Sholta She prefers Sholto to anyone else in the world.l@k, your
coffee's all gone. I'll get you some more.'

Kris drove her home, late afternoon, making jokkgging out all his
little anecdotes one by one, wondering how Roslgoked so chaste
and so sexy at one and the same time. He would lileck her to



linger so he could examine every feature of thahanting triangular
face, but she turned to him with a smile.

‘Thank you for a beautiful day. | really like yoomother. She's very
kind and funny.'

'‘She likes you too, kid."' Obeying an entirely urtcoltable impulse,
Kris leaned over and kissed her briefly but enthstszally. "There,
did that make you happy?"

She looked back at him through her veiled lashésought you said
Luke was the mountain's Casanova?'

'l couldn't help it," he said with a broad smi¥ou know how it is?’

'More or less.' She didn't wait for him to comeuwd to her side of
the car, but sprang out as gracefully as a gazBlteve carefully.'

'l assure you, my lady, | will." Kris gave her awsathen shot away
like a rally driver.

Roslynn sat down beside the stone fountain and toewriggle the
little pebbles that had bounced up out of her sakda was a really
terrible driver. She had to control herself noteib him.

Someone came down the front stairs as she wasHrgeoger the
clasp and she looked up expecting to see Elizabeth.

'Oh, it's you!' she exclaimed, feeling so lighthe&dhe swayed.

Sholto moved quickly, sitting down beside her anditipg a
steadying arm around her. '"You surprised me.' Thexge no other
way she could disguise her own weakness.



'‘Here, show me.' He slipped her sandal off and lshbout. 'Kris
can't seem to get the hang of a smooth take-off,| uess he's
smooth enough in other directions.'

'You saw him kiss me?' She peered anxiously addnik profile.

'I'm sorry, wasn't | supposed to?' With no effdrathhe had the tiny
catch on her sandal buckled up again.

'It was just kid stuff,’ she protested.

Now it was his turn to stare at her and she fadt ¢blour rush up
under her skin. He had changed his city clothestladeautiful blue
of his casual shirt had invaded his brilliant ey#@sd you're an
authority?'

'I'm as safe as | could be with Kris.'

‘Tell me.'

'He's a very nice boy.'

'‘But of course he is,' Sholto agreed. 'It's higidg that's all wrong.'

'He's not reckless,' Roslynn defended Kris earty.€elts just that he
has no feeling for machinery.’

‘At least you've managed to see something of thatcgside," Sholto
remarked kindly.

‘Are you angry with me or something?' she asked him

'No, I'm not.' He took her chin in his hand. 'Le¢ fmave a look at
you.'



'‘Why didn't you tell us you were coming?' she avajed him. It
would have been something to look forward to.'

He looked down at her steadily and whatever elsevss trying to
say slipped away. From the very first moment she $&t eyes on
him he had elicited this tremendous response. Bwvegy about him
entranced her, the wholeness, the brilliance ansitpaty, intentness
and dedication, his unconsciousness of himselt, shanning male
aura that made people look and look again. Perhapgas a bit too
stunning, she thought fervently. This close he toekbreath away.

‘And what have you decided?' he asked her.
She shook her head. 'I'm sure you've heard iblotisnes.'
‘Heard what?' he smiled at her.

"That's a nice shirt." She looked at his brown ahrdhere was an
elegance about him no matter what he wore, hishhegs body, as
lean as an athlete's.

'It's old, if you want to know."'

He would take her for an utter fool. She jumpedfiugm the low
brick wall and turned to facawayfrom him. It was the only way she
could keep hehead. 'l was terrified my . . . awkwardness migdteh
kept you away.'

'l can't remember any awkwardness, Roslynn," Sisalia lightly.

'In any case, I'm over it." She spoke the wordskdyi compulsively,
to reassure him.

'‘And what are you over anyway?' He stood up, smilshghtly,
resting his two hands on her shoulders.



‘The embarrassing subject that kept you away.'

His eyes rested on her downbent, glowing headfltished cheeks
and the straight line of her short nose. 'l stagrady," he told her
sardonically, 'so you could achieve harmony witfonrself.'

'‘Make me come to my senses, you mean.'

'‘No,' he answered her without mockery. 'So you w'tiispend your
emotions at a time when you were obviously so .frailat would
only have taken a heavy toll of your strength.'

'I'm feeling much better now,' she interrupteditieldesperately.

'l can see that.' He gave her one of his lanciagags. 'Thriving on
attention.’

'I'm not interested in Kris," she said quickly hext bothered by some
glintin his eyes.

‘J,ust as well," he said pleasantly. '"He wouldnttyouat all.'

'I'd be intensely grateful to you if you would pbout somebody who
would,' she said recklessly, reacting to hi» arrogance.

‘Surely you don't want to suffer the madness ofva kffair?’
'l wanteverything she said. 'Madness, marriage, children | caa.lov

‘You're too young to get married," Sholto answened, purposely
cool.

‘How doyou know?"'

'I'm certain of it,) he said dryly. 'Do you know woeyes are
flashing?'



‘Are they?' Rosslyn bent her head. "You make mievisg frustrated
at times."

‘You're still being too sensitive,' he said, notimgyv the sunlight was
making small flames of her hair. It had lengthemedhsiderably,
curling around her small head in a rosy nimbusallShe go for a
walk, or are you too tired?’

'‘But I'm not tired at all." The heady sweet sceaftthe garden were
all round them and she looked up into his jewel-gmd eyes. 'lt
seems like a miracle that you've come.’

'Roslynn.' There was a strange tautness in higvoic

'It's all right!" She spread out her small hanbalways stick to my
promises. | said I'll act sensibly and | will. Ya@an't imagine how
we've missed you.'

Sholto offered her his hand and she took it at phogh of them
taking the path that led to the wisteria walk. Bein love was the
most extraordinary state, Roslynn thought— a stafe total

obsession.

It should have been a perfect weekend and it wbalce been, only
Laura Edwards, with quite a classic piece of plagnistarted her
holiday early. She had heard quite enough of Slsoltoung guest,
had it confirmed over and over that she was exogédpretty, and
decided to act. In the normal courdesvents she would have waite
for the usual invitation, but so loudly had Lukagtthe girl's praises
that Laura became positively anxious, a not unaat@action. Her
whole history had been her unrequited love for 8h&@he had never
cared beyond liking for her husband, and with Sho#maining so
long the eligible bachelor Laura had decided itdeekereal initiative
to win him. No young thing, however charming, cobklallowed to
dazzle Sholto's eyes, when dazzlement was théhiast he wanted.



Sholto was an extraordinary man, but he was finst last a doctor.
Laura considered herself just right for him.

On the Saturday morning, Laura rang the house,espwlElizabeth,
who suddenly became dejected but managed to futheslexpected
invitation to dinner that evening.

'‘May | bring Luke along as well?' Laura asked wngty. 'He so
much wants to meet your young guest, but | belkenre Neilsen has
been hiding her.'

'‘We have guests this evening,' said Elizabeth wdien want back
into the sunroom.

'Really?' Sholto gave the merest frown. He wasingathe paper,
delighted by the absence of telephonic calls, anslyRn was tucked
up on the cushioned bench around the big bay windgpamntly

stroking the cat.

It was a peaceful, sunlit scene and Elizabeth &mhtio break it. In
fact it was all she could do not to sayat\ But that could never be;
instead she said mildly, '‘Laura has arrived. |tediher over for
dinner. Her nephew too. It appears what little Ise'sn of Roslynn
has filled him with a desire to see more.'

'I'm sure." Sholto turned his head and gave Roslgnspeaking
glance. 'Try as you do, Roslynn, you can't seeke&p a man out of
your life.'

'l've only seen him once,' Roslynn murmured, tryimggeep a feeling
of dismay out of her voice. 'Kris wouldn't everrattuce us.'

'l expect he feared the competition.'

'‘As a matter of fact," Roslynn confided with fludhgheeks, 'I'm not
interested in either of them.’



'Let's get off the subject,' said Elizabeth lightarling, would you
get me another cup of tea?'

Both Sholto and Roslynn went to get up and Shated amusedly:
'‘Which one of us are you talking to?'

'‘Actually, dearest, | was speaking to Roslynn. lulda't have the
heart to bother you.'

With Sholto standing so close to her, towering oher really,
Roslynn felt quite breathless. 'Please, Sholidjx'it.'

'You know," he said, with a sort of deliberatigou're really the little
granddaughter Gran always wanted. My sisters ar@amseensely
self-sufficient.’

‘And I'm not?' She really had to wear high heelsmishe was
speaking to him,

'‘What Sholto means, Roslynn,' Elizabeth explaimadirggly, 'is that
you're endearing. Yougive so much. | love my granddaughter
dearly, but what Sholto says has made me realeethiey always
were very self-contained. | suppose that's whyvagb loved Sholto
best. He's a giver too.'

'‘Am | going to like Laura?' Roslynn asked when thegre all
comfortably seated again.

Elizabeth almost choked and Sholto answered far'hevould make
me happy if you would.'

'Oh." She couldn't help meeting Elizabeth's eyed s@eing the
answering understanding in their dark depths.

'‘Was that a little sigh?' Sholto asked.



'‘Not exactly." Roslynn took to stroking the catiagdt was more a
wave of emotion. Are you going to marry Laura, $@l

Elizabeth's eyelids drooped a little, but she veparly wanted to
know as well.

'‘What a question!" he said carelessly, foldingghper and putting it
down.

'‘We're agonising on the answer,' she told him.

'‘Who, you and Gran?' His head was tilted back aadldoked
indescribably amused and arrogant at the same time.

‘It isn't a crime to tell us, is it?' Roslynn prstied.

'l haven't yet made up my mind.' There was a markumality to his
voice.

‘Let me guess.’

'‘Oh no, | won't." He moved so quickly both Roslyamd the cat were
startled. The cat jumped to the floor and Sholtd Its hands on
Roslynn's tiny waist, lifting her right out of theindow seat. 'I'm
going down to the village—coming?'

'If you are, dear, Elizabeth said quickly, 'we'kad 'a few things
from the shops.’

'Sit there,' Sholto said easily, 'I'll ask Annie.'

In the end, Annie had quite a list. Cooking for thenily was one
thing, but as Annie had good reason to recall, &avas a very fussy
eater and rather into that new French cuisine whiezee wasn't a
sauce on anything. They had been going to havéedtlgg of lamb
wrapped in puff pastry with roast potatoes and siand some nice



vegetables for colour, but Annie remembered now ltlaara didn't
care for lamb or poultry. It would have to be fiShe would bake
them whole with macadamia stuffing and maybe a calpate as a
starter.

'‘Look, we're not going to put you to all this bathesaid Sholto,
rather taken aback by the list.

'‘No bother, Mr McNaughton," Annie assured him. drebay you
would have preferred the lamb?'

'l would," Roslynn said irrepressibly, 'but anythyau cook, Annie,
tastes good.'

'May | drive the car?' Roslynn asked when they had ntagie way
to the garage.

'‘What?' Sholto looked down on her, feigning amazgme
‘Don't you trust me?'

'‘No.'

‘Actually I'm a good driver,' she said, quite hurt.

'l just don't mean driving.'

'Oh.' There was something different about him. She cealdit from
the disturbing gleam in his eyes.

'‘Are you going to get in?' he asked suavely, arnd tygen the driver's
door.

'I've driven a Daimler before. There's nothing trmy about.'

‘Well, | amworried, if you want to know.'



‘All right, then, | won't.'" Roslynn looked back &atm over her
shoulder.

'‘Don't be stupid, get in.'

They were down the long driveway and out on to ribeed before
Sholto spoke again.

‘You're right, youare a good driver, though it's difficult to drive this
car badly.'

‘Thank you,' she retorted sweetly.

‘Tell me when those little wrists get tired.’

‘Listen, I'm five feet two!'

'‘And very pretty. Don't get upset, little one. bmly teasing.'

'I'm not used to it fronyou, she explained. 'You're usually rathe
severe—the distinguished neurosurgeon.'

'It's less dangerous.'

'‘Now what does that mean?' she asked.
'‘Don't take your eyes off the road!

‘You glance at me,' she pointed out mildly.
'‘Perhaps. | prefer it that way.'

Nothing could spoil her happy mood. Not even theead of Laura.
She could feel herself smiling, her grey eyes lanmgyg luminous.

‘You're healing aren't you?' Sholto commented.



'l feel well.'
'l mean in yourself, the sustaining spirit.’

'l have you and Elizabeth to thank for that. Andnf&nand Bill.
Annie feeds me up and Bill lets me help him withtla¢ little alpine
flowers.'

‘You're rather like a flower yourself, but Anniesh& fattened you
up.'

'‘Are youmad?' Roslynn exclaimed. 'I've put on four pounds!
'‘Where?' His brilliant gaze slipped all over her.
‘The details must remain quiet.’

By 'the time they reached the village they hadexttinto a kind of

banter that was to be sustained for weeks. Sholis teasing,
indulgent, rather like a favourite, superior bigotitver, until she
turned around on him rather swiftly and caught thaturbing glint

in his eyes. Then every pulse in her body wentycead she wanted
him to crush her up against him and kiss her akdtedone once
before. She even supposed her eyes were transpéreimis own

eyes were alight with unmistakable understanding. kidew she

loved him. She could almost see his mind workingwHould he

make everything come out beautifully and still hatt her? At least
something about her was precious to him—her weilthei

They didn't divide up the shopping but did it tdget Sholto greeted
with warmth and a telling edge of respect on allesi There was
something about him that deterred people from bewgproverly
friendly, but he was evidently highly regarded, mweorshipped, like
the local deity.

It made Roslynn laugh because she saw it so veaylgl



'‘Now what's amusing you?' Sholto turned his heattkbu and
looked straight down into her eyes.

'I'm simply observing how people react to you.'

‘They don't give me a lot of cheek like you.'

'‘And it seems to me you need a little lack of revee.'

'‘Ah, yes,' He reached down and took some paraats frer.
‘You don't seem quite human enough to me,' Rodlyiarhim.
'l shouldn't mind that,' he said, 'but | do.'

For an instant she thought she had offended hiem) #he saw his
eyes. 'I'm going to pay for that, aren't I?' shd shakily.

‘You shouldn't go around saying the things you He.'moved off
lithely and she had to skip along to match him. Wihaven't you got
a hat on your head?' he suddenly asked abruptly.

‘Youhaven't.' She had to stop herself by clutchingims.
'‘My dear child, | haven't got camellia skin and hear.’

‘Well, let's get one, then,' she challenged hitae 'been wearing
Elizabeth's gardening hat and it's not very glamsro

He only looked at her dryly. 'Oh, | think it woube on you.'

They piled all the parcels into the car, then tretyaced their steps to
a little shop that sold everything one could thwikthat could be
made out of straw.

'What about this?'



'‘Perfect." She took the sun-yellow, wide-brimmedvsthat off him,
plonking it down on her head.

‘You couldtake the time to settle it,' he said, twirling thvén so the
yellow scarf that encircled it now had its ends® back.

'l have to use you for a mirror. All right?' Skeoked up at him for
approval, her large eyes heavily lashed and vemyriiee beneath the
wide yellow brim.

'‘Excellent,' he said briefly, then turned away &y for it.

He didn't allow her to drive home because he daednad done quite
enough, and she sighed gently and threw her newrh&t the back
seat’. Now their talk wasn't quite so natural ahdlt®'s handsome
dark face was back to being guarded. Or it coulceteen a trick of
the light.

‘Thank you for my hat,' Roslynn said when theyvadihome, but he
only smiled and made no answer. Probably he thoagmobment's
gratification was a weakness, because as she gdselself up in
her bedroom she could see the yellow hat flauneeccblouring. Ah

well! She was so tremulous inside, so helplessvaihtkrable she felt
like a bird.

A good part of the afternoon was given over to prapons for their
little dinner party, and Elizabeth insisted thatsRan arrange all the
flowers because 'you make such a good job of them'.

Searching out various blossoms for a mixed arraegémshe
suddenly gave a whimper of pain.

‘Whatis it?" Sholto, who had just come through the doorwaynded
on her with an urgency quite out of proportion & mjury.

'Oh, help! She stretched out her hand. 'A beefgystne.'



'‘God, you frightened me,' he said simply. He to@k hand in a
gentle, firm grasp and looked thie faint swelling. 'An antihistamine
will fix that.'

'Have we got one?' Roslynn wore an expressionitiflide alarm.

'Follow me.' He led her through the house to therdtairs bathroom
where a large medicine chest adorned the far wall.

'l believe it's getting bigger,' she said.

‘Yes.' He smeared a little soothing cream overatie@, his head bent
over her own.

'l hate bee stings,’ she said, quite understandimgy had to say
something when she was so conscious of his touch.

‘You're not allergic.'
'l expect you know everything,' she sighed.
‘Not aboutyou,Roslynn.’

And there it was again, the strange disturbance. |fled her head
quickly and met his eyes, but after the briefestmant he turned
away and sought an antihistamine tablet, makingsivatiow it with
a half tumbler of water.

‘Thank you,' she said, quickly flushing. At certanoments he made
her feel more helpless and vulnerable than evee S3thoolgirl
agonisingly in love with an unattainable hero figur

‘You've gone rather white," Sholto told her.

'Have 1?' Even her voice trembled.



‘Gran can finish the flowers.'
'‘Don't be silly, I'm fit enough to paint the house.
'It needs a paint really.'

They were both talking aimlessly to mask some shaxarent of

feeling, a sick desire on hers, probably a wry pityhis. With every

faculty so acute he could sense what she was ¢eatinwell as seeing
her trembling.

She withdrew her hand quickly, not without a certstruggle. 'l must
get back to the flowers, you know,' she said cyisi@d convince him.
'l expect Laura always sets a gracious table.'

‘After looking at what you've done, she doesn'arsge flowers half
so well.'

'‘Well, that's something,' she said meaningfully ‘looking forward
to meeting Laura a great deal.'



CHAPTER SEVEN

As it turned out, Roslynn couldn't take to Laurawadds at all.
Worse, Laura even reminded her strongly of Vane$kare was
more than a superficial resemblance. They werbeetame physical
type; tall, pencil-slim, golden-haired and lighteely Roslynn had to
check herself from running back to her room.

'‘Ah, yes, your little guest,' said Laura, takingsRon's hand. 'Just
please don't break my nephew's heart.’

So that little opening gambit placed Roslynn jubeve Laura wanted
herto be, the teenage guest grouped off with the yowmdhew. The
nephew was now saying something, his eyes veryhbri@learly
Laura had decided it was necessary to interestyRosh her own
age group. 'l've been dying to meet you all weklke Edwards
confided. 'Not easy with Kris around." Good-lookexg he was, there
was something faintly unpleasing about his faceslygm decided.
His features were good, but there was a shallows@msewhere as if
his athletic appearance was pretty well all he tadffer. Kris
appealed to her very much more.

After a pre-dinner drink they went in to dinner,Keutaking her arm
with a too-easy gesture. She couldn't possibly erabs him by
jerking it away, but she wanted to. She moved h@sehead to
where Laura and Sholto were standing by the bedwutduble cedar
doors. Though a tall woman, Laura still had to hiédr head up to
speak to him and her blue eyes were alight with vy special
feeling she had for him.

Another one Roslynn thought, and for a moment even fe
heartbroken for Laura and for herself. Sholto waarried to a
demanding profession. A woman wouldveto come second in his
life. Stupid women, falling in love with these detating men.
Laura's clear-skinned, fine-featured, rather glagjge face was now



liquid with deep feeling, her eyes locked in Sheltas though
powerless to look away.

Luke shrugged. 'l expect they'll make a match oshbrtly," he
observed in an undertone. 'l should say fairlyyeiarthe New Year. |
know Laura is hoping.'

Roslynn nodded. One couldn't live without hope. 8fas grateful

now that she wasn't wearing anything Laura hadctsde Not that

Laura had indulged in evening wear on her beh&lé Bas wearing

her own dress, the only thing suitable in the leditvardrobe she hao
brought from England. Sholto had had her thingsnadut of storage
and sent up to her. Mercifully, as it turned oube spossessed
something that could hold its own against Laurééssic elegance.
And Laura, like Vanessa, was exquisitely turned, dlonde hair

pulled back rather austerely, but it suited hele g&in exceedingly
matt, not a trace of a natural shine, wearing akbknd white silk

dress with considerable panache. A top model cdubdive worn it

better, and her long legs were lovely.

For all the trouble Annie had gone to, Laura bamdgked at her
food. She was far from, being vivacious, her sbgeg languid, but
she was confident, intelligent, immersed in herthdsarming to his
grandmother, and prepared to show an interestein kittle English

house guest.

'l expect you'll be going home after you exploraneomore of
Australia?' she questioned Roslynn pleasantly.

‘There's no hurry at all," Elizabeth interjectedcduse she knew the
whole business worried Roslynn more than it ought'We want
Roslynn to pick up very much more before she doetaof
travelling.'



'‘But she looks savell,' Laura exclaimed, inwardly dismayed to fini
the English girl so lovely. She had counted on smmea whole lot

near the young girls she knew, someone very p(sity had after all
been warned) but still growing out of the gawkygstaThere was
nothing at all green or gawky about this girl. Sipoke beautifully

and she was very poised.

After dinner they retreated to the drawing room tmffee and
ligueurs and Luke seated himself beside Roslynn tlom silk

upholstered love-seat asking her if she would cam®ine over to his
place the following afternoon.

'‘Perhaps another time," she said defensively. t&kald we might be
going out.’

‘Where to?' asked Luke, his smile sharpening.
'l don't really know. He merely said out.'

But Luke wasn't prepared to leave it there. Heddrhis dark brown
head to quiz Sholto.

'‘Where are you taking Roslynn tomorrow afternod?asked with
his habitual brand of boldness.

'Sholto!" Laura protested. Had she, too, sometlivagl up?

Roslynn swallowed quickly, trying to keep the amxieut of her
face. What if Sholto betrayed surprise or said tharen't going
anywhere?

Sholto didn't even hesitate. 'Actually I'm takirgy bback to town with
me," he said smoothly. 'l want her to have a thgihatheck-up?’

'‘With you, Sholto?' Laura asked in a voice that almost faed



'‘Not entirely. I've made an appointment for her 4ee Nick
Grosvenor. He's the best physician there is. titsdgo see Roslynn
looking so well and recovered, but post-operativeckkups are
important.’

‘Yes, of course.' Elizabeth seconded emphaticaily jittering one
word of her own surprise. ‘A little bit of city &fwill do her good,
and she can do some Christmas shopping.'

'So where will you stay?' Laura asked in a pleatard.

‘At the house, of course,' Elizabeth jumped in,agsin. ‘Mrs Harper
will be there to look after her.'

'I'm sure you know how lucky you are, Roslynn,' taasmiled.
'‘Sholto and Lady McNaughton must be the kindestplgean the
world.'

Behind the smile Roslynn knew there was confusiahtarment, yet
Laura maintained her mask of urbanity for the kdsthe evening.
Luke wasn't enjoying himself either. He had thoulgéthad only to
meet Roslynn properly to secure her interest. Hé d&avays had
plenty of girls and found it easy enough, so Raslyrapparent lack
of interest was unexpected to say the least. Perthapade her feel
better to play hard to get. At least it made a gleaBig silver eyes
as cool as the rain, Luke was convinced, like @l gshe was only
playing a game.

'‘See you when you get back," he told her as theg W&aving, his
bright eyes dropping persistently to her mouthwéeild love to kiss
her; destroy that cool.

‘You didn't tell us when?' Laura murmured, turniiudjy to face
Sholto.



‘Next weekend, if | can arrange it.'

'Do you ever take a holiday?' Laura asked. Sheréached the stage
when she was finding it very hard to accept thaili8ls interest in
his precious little patient was entirely profession

'I'm thinking about it this year.' Sholto lookediotently down on her
and she stretched oler hand and just brushed his cheek. 'Yc
deserve one, Sholto. You can't put your own healjeopardy.’

Roslynn looked at them both and looked away. Aslt8hwas

looking the very picture of male beauty and vigbaura's concern
sounded comical. When it was time for Laura to gagdnight to

Roslynn there was a definite shadow ii| the pdles byes.

'‘Enjoy your shopping, my dear,' Laura said gradiousdon't think |
thanked you for your little thank-you note.’

'It was very kind of you to help me out," Roslymsponded.

'I'd do anything forSholtq' Laura stressed very lightly. 'We've bee
friends for a long time.'

'So that's the beauteous Laura,’ Roslynn remarkeigtly to
Elizabeth as Sholto walked their guests down to tfae.

'‘What did you think?' Elizabeth shifted so she dosge the girl's
face.

‘Very . . . elegant.’ Roslynn hesitated very faintlt's the oddest
thing, but she reminds me of Aunt Vanessa—not immaa but in
appearance.’

'l thought you'd see it straight away. Sholto said were bound to.'

‘Then you noticed it as well.’



'l say!" said Elizabeth.

A couple of hours later, Roslynn was finding it iosgible to sleep.
The evening's conversation was whirling around &n head. All
right, so Laura looked like Aunt Vanessa, so wh&t? all her
unhappy memories came back to haunt her. Her heganbto ache
with a dull pain and she nursed it to herself fovhale, then decided
to get a couple of her tablets. She hadn't takemttor weeks. After
a few moments searching her top drawer she remehbanere she
had left them. In the medicine chest downstair;afrse. It nearly
put her off getting them, only she didn't fancy bleances of sleeping
without them.

Moonlight poured through the tall stained glassdeiw above the
landing. She could see the outline of furnitureadie the marble-
topped console, the ' mirror that hung above &, dhtique Chinese
vases and the two rosewood chairs. Over the cafitdee weeks she
had become very familiar with the house, lovin@linost as if it
belonged to her. Yet she too had a beautiful howseished on an
even grander scale. The only thing she could tbhin&oing with it
was leaving Aunt Vanessa there as a tenant. Itmah too early to
go home yet.

The house was virtually in darkness, yet she fouedway easily.

The light filled the bathroom with so much brighdeeshe had to
blink. It took her less than a minute to find thélets and she shook
two out on her hand. Her head was aching harderamushe gave a
soft little moan. Just let these work, she prayeal. over a month

now she had been thrusting her problems below akn surface;

now, tonight, they were back to plague her.

Footsteps echoed along the passageway and asrabd,tglass in
hand, there was Sholto at the door.



'‘What is it, Roslynn, a headache?' Those too igagit eyes took in
everything, her physical and mental state. 'A Hitaoone,' she
shrugged almost guiltily.

'‘How many tablets are you taking?' He came to hdrapened out
her palm. 'All right, swallow them down.’

She turned away from him and did so, and when shdéhg glass
down she caught her reflection in the mirror. A Brgal in a blue
nightgown and robe, pale face dominated by eydslab&ed silver,
the pupils distended to betray her emotional exaig. No matter
how stiltedly she had answered him she was corbjnsaeking
ways to fight down the emotional excesses he atbunsker.

'Sit down for a few moments,' he pulled the chawards her and
leant back against the red cedar bench vanity.ldDtiyou sleep?’

'‘No." Roslynn lifted her hands and clasped her tesap
"You haven't had headaches for weeks?'

‘No, | told you." She was speaking rather shoftlgcause she was
trying hard to keep control over herself. The ligidtove them
gleamed in her hair, curling back from her whitapées and up from
a very vulnerable-looking nape. He was gazing at \weh true
perception, his voice quiet and concerned, butnieee aura of his
male presence was enough to set up a clamour ioldwsal.

Damn Sholto! she thought in a moment of tormenepdeg himself
inviolate, can't be bothered with women except asepts. It was
grossly unfair, but she wouldn't contain her hurt.

After a few moments he came behind her and begamrpo gently
massage sections of her scdlph!" Whatever he was doing, the
headache seemed to be vanishing.



'You must relax your nervous system, Roslynn,'die her. 'Make
yourself perfectly calm in mind and body. It candmne, though it
usually takes a long time for Westerners.'

She tilted back her head with her eyes closed,foroa moment
intending provocation, seeking only the benefitled power source
that flowed from his hands. 'Thagsrfect Go on.’

Inexplicably his hands stopped and as her eyes dlgswn their gaze
met. 'You have to go to bed. It's nearly one olcloc

Surely she imagined the faint sensual hostilityhis face? Though
the bones of Sholto's face were very ascetic, lbistmwasn't. It was
a good mouth, firm with very clean-cut edges, butatl the outline
of a man of passion.

Funny for Sholto, she thought with a terrible wanfeshame. Was
this the way he thought she was trying to repay fumsaving her
life, for showering on her all these kindnesses®2xdnsable
provocation?

Her eyes filled with tears and she knocked his bavday frantically.
She was out of the chair with a despairing litthg catching the hem
of her robe but not caring. Why couldn't she ma&esélf see things
as they really were? Sholto was thirty-five, by ttae more worldly,
experienced, wise and mature. She was nineteethene&a woman
nor a childandshe was plaguing him with her obsessive lovéove
he neither wanted nor wished to handle.

'Roslynn!" He caught her before she exemiched the door and sh
spun around in his arms and hit him.

‘Let me go!' To her intense distress she couldrdtcontrol.

‘This is senseless—you know that, don't you?'



'So why don't you let me run?' She could hardlyrseefor the tears
in her eyes.

'Stop it!"He caught her flailing, fragile hands.

'l hate you, Sholto," she said passionately, becaos in a way she
did hate him.

'You don't.' His voice was harsh and clipped, lyaretognisable as
his usual calm tone.

'If you don't let me go," she said wildly, 'I'llream?!’

‘Then there's only one way to stop that.' He tomkhead between his
hands not gently, but forcibly at last, bringings hmouth down

punishingly on the tender softness of hers. He essamed to be
another person or he yielded to his own naturesirkgsher in a way

she was never likely to forget.

Her blood surged like fire and, beyond reason,mhesed herself to
him, his hands dropping as he pulled her to himdibig her against
his sleek, male body. For one moment she thoughtshuld faint,
so explosive were her feelings. She knew that h&tedaher; wanted
to punish her, but truly she didn't care. This \eastasy, however
fleetingly she had it.

His hands were on her body now, possessive andopass. They
shaped her breasts, the delicate curves, the arquesssks and her
response was so acute her legs buckled under herw8uld have
fallen, only he lifted her helpless in his armssHabulous face
looked strange, almost ablaze.

She was completely at his mercy, realising for first time that he
was one thousand times more demanding than she ekad



imagined. She in her schoolgirl fantasy. Why, sbaldn't match
him, her heart beating frantically.

'Is that what you wanted?' He looked down at hmmeghing alien in
the familiar brilliance of his eyes.

Roslynn tried to say something but couldn't, hensatinked tightly
around his neck. She had longed for him as a lavew she was
frightened, elated, her wide eyes regarding hira esnqueror.

‘You're just a baby," Sholto said, still in thatdig jarring tone. 'A
baby with a head full of dreams."

He carried her up the stairs in darkness, her boaElerish,

weightless, stunned yet melting. She couldn't Belithis with any
other human being, but whatever Sholto wanted ste'td care.

Complex though he was, she was Sholto's for allifeeMNever mind

if he sent her to the other side of the earth!né :iever saw him
again, he would matter until the day she died.

The light was still on in her bedroom and he alntossed her on the
bed, fortunately so soft she sank like a feather.

'‘No, I'm not going to take you," he said curtly,saering the
breathless question in her eyes. 'l may want yoy badly, but I'm
not likely to forget everything. You're here in rhpme, under my
protection. You may force me to kiss you, now yeielpless.'

He was quite right, she was. Her eyes were glowkggjewels, yet
there was fear in them, fear of the first timefémat couldn't match
that electrifying power.

Very abruptly he pulled the sheet over her and dbtehed at his
wrist compulsively. 'lI've made you very angry.'

‘Yes, | think you have.’



‘Then you'll want to send me away.'
‘The sooner the better.'

'l won't go.' Half senseless with excitement, same off the bed at
him, subsiding abruptly against his hard torsomoments she had
become his creation, not a girl he had taken ihphatt of him.

'Roslynn." His hands held her off so fiercely thentstrap of her
nightgown was ripped.

'l can't bear to go,' she said brokenly. 'l knaw pitiful, but | seem
to be beyond caring.’

'Oh, dear God!" Now, amazingly, he was cradlingwleite she wept
against him like an abandoned child.

'l love you, Sholto," she told him. 'l feel bouraytou. | know you
hate it.'

'It's notlove,' he tilted up her face a little. "You'reanfated, a crush.'

'‘Oh, no? Why was he speaking to her so tenderly? 'l love go
matter what happens—if you marry Laura or not. iiever see you
again. | haven't been free since that very first ddell in love with
you then. | can't explain why it happened, | knbwan never be, but
damn it, Sholto, you're my friend.

I've got to be able to talk to you. You've madedependent on you,
and I'm not such a fool | don't know you want msame way.'

'‘Oh, I want you," he said with chilling dispassion.

‘But you don't need me. | might get in the way afiywork.'



He looked faintly shocked. "You weren't the onlyepRoslynn, who
had a presentiment of involvement. Hundreds of wohmve gained
my sympathy, attractive women, but there was néwerslightest -
possibility | could become personally involved. Yawere different
from the start. No one could stop that—not evenane, I've tried.'

She lifted her mouth and pressed it to his thréditright, I'll go. I'll
do anything to help you/

'You can't go," he said flatly. 'You're not stroegough to go
anywhere. There's really only one way | can proyect, and that's
marry you.'

'‘But you know you don'tvantto." The shock was so incredible i
stopped her tears.

''ve already admitted you to my life,’” Sholto sasdmbrely,
smoothing his hand rhythmically over the curve ef shoulder. «

‘And in no time at all I'd be an object of your tliag. No, thank
you,' she said violently. 'I'd rather be your nass than an unloved
liability.'

‘And how could | have a nineteen-year-old mistresay | ask?' A
trace of humour had crept into his brilliant eyes.

‘That's it, forever considering your reputation!'

'‘People are beginning to talk about you alreadg,'shid gravely.
‘You're a very beautiful girl, Roslynn. In itselat's a talking point.
Jealousy goads people into saying lots of thingaw how that boy
Luke Edwards looked at you—the way he looked at baft us.

Laura, too, was lost in her thoughts.'

'‘And what about Laura?' She stared at him, ingighat he answer.



‘My feeling for Laura is the affection of a longga@intanceship.’
*You know damn well she's in love with you!'
'‘Being in love suits a lot of women," he drawled.

The truth of that stung her acutely. 'All right, gour life has been
plagued with importunate women trying to make geethem.’

"You didn't have to try.'
*You could sound more glad if it.'
He smiled but didn't answer, a faint bitternessiadohis mouth.

‘Do you think caring for me is a folly?' she asketien he was about
to turn away.

'l think it's reckless, ill-advised. You're very ywmy. You haven't
really had a chance at life. | know the older y@i the more spirit
and character you're going to develop. You're g determined little
person, a fighter. It pulled you through as muchmgsskill. You're
going to want a man who can give you his wholg liet a man you
have to share with a very demanding way of lifeedhwhen |
should be looking after my patients, | might wanthbie with you.
You can see you have power enough now.'

'‘But you just suggested marriage,' she cried, almefeated by his
remote expression.

'‘As a means of protection, not living together.’
‘That's crazy!

'‘No crazier than your saying you wouldn't go. Yae slittle one,
each of us is trapped. Measuring the folly agatinstinability to let



go. | know | would worry about you endlessly if yaeren't right
under my nose.’

‘Then you love me.’

'‘What does love mean?' he asked soberly, 'beyandirdencies of
the body.'

'It means making a life together. The remaindeowf lives. You

ought to see that. | know I'm young, Sholto, beré&'s nothing really
unusual about falling in love at once and for exau're everything
I'll ever want in a man, the confident authoritye tcaring, if we must
forget about how you make me go to pieces. Sexaad Isn't an
outrage. Do you resent my attraction?'

Glinting lights fanned up in his eyes. 'I'm notaosonending desire
for a steady hand.’

'In other words, you don't want any drain on yaagke-mindedness
to your career?'

'‘What are we talking about anyway?' Sholto sighednly. 'Get into
bed. Your eyes are swallowing up your face.'

'‘Heaven knows, you're the doctor.’

'It does make things . . . difficult." He adjustbé pillows so she was
lying more comfortably.

'‘Well,' she clasped his hand, 'aren't you goingjg® me goodnight?'
'Forget it,’ he said gently.

'l suppose | can pretend if you can.' It was gaoskete a smile replace
the grim remoteness. '‘Are you still taking me toroar;, or is that
plan all over as well?'



His voice became coolly professional and he swdabféthe bedside

lamp. 'l did make an appointment with Grosvenoryimn and | want

to run a few checks myself. You remember? You're 1
responsibility.’

'‘Even so, there's one thing you're forgetting, ®hothe told him
simply, ‘'someone has to care for you too. If tlsenaly going to be a
fraction of a second that you want someone to ¢egri'd like to be-
there.'

‘Would you?' His beautiful mouth twisted wryly.
'l know what I'm saying,' she said strongly. 'léoxou.’

'‘Perhaps you do.' His eyes weren't searching,titiutrs her face.

Roslynn saw Sholto first at his rooms, and theofeihg afternoon
Dr Grosvenor.

‘You can get dressed now, young lady," the big w&d briskly.
'‘Nothing wrong with you. A clean bill of health." .

Thank you, Doctor.' Roslynn brought herself up iatsitting position
and Sister came towards her.

‘Let me help you, my dear.’

Thank God for that, she thought, when briefly slael heared Dr
Grosvenor might have found something unexpected.tidn men
could have been more different than Sholto andbiige burly Dr
Grosvenor. The doctor was rather a jolly man, imkling blue
eyes revealing his thoughts, whereas yesterdayti&hall definitely
overawed her, more distinctly the brilliant surgeso that Sholto,
the man, briefly ceased to exist.



'‘Now, sit down right there,' Dr Grosvenor told meassuringly when
she went back into the other room to join him. "Moaked scared,
my dear.’

'l suppose all patients have little fears.'

'Yes,' he agreed quietly. 'Don't forget doctorstum are patients
themselves. Not always good ones either." His lelyes crinkled
with laughter and the remembrance of his own gtayospital when
finally Matron had to take him to task. '‘Apart frahe fact that your
weight isn't really what it should be— you're a dosight to ten
pounds down even for a small frame—your generaltlinés good.

I'll have a full report for Mr McNaughton. That wasbeautiful job
he did on you. Nothing less than superb." The amtoim was

genuine.

Sister came with her to the door and Roslynn snaledl thanked the
woman, deciding not to do any shopping but go gittaon to the
house. The McNaughton town residence, though ntarge as their
summer retreat, was far more imposing, built in tme-1880's by
Douglas McNaughton, an ambitious young Scotsmagcand son,
though generously provided for by his father. Asomial fortune had
enabled him to start out on his adventures, bitrbeght more to his
adopted country than gold. By the time he diedyfgears later, the
father of four notable sons, he was honoured asdected by the
whole community; a tradition the McNaughton men laggarently
kept up.

Roslynn wandered along the gallery examining timalfaportraits at
her leisure. The men were all stern- faced and $@md, the women
simply looked patient and silent, waiting in theckground. Until
Elizabeth. Why, she was a beauty, an extremelydwwoman, fine
dark eyes, a lovely mouth, a disciplined face walbugh, but a face
full of purpose and character. Her own woman. $hb#d told her
the portrait had been completed when Elizabeth iwdser thirtieth



year, a woman doctor in a man's world. She woulkehaad her
problems forcing them to take her seriously. Noterabtow good a
woman was, she had to fight for attention. At lesst had convinced
her husband.

Roslynn swung about to face the opposite wall. Sidrew
McNaughton. It was a different portrait from theedhat hung above
the mantelpiece at the summer residence. He was bkte, in his
late fifties, but, Roslynn decided, just as handsoRaces like that
didn't grow old, the bones beneath were built tovisal. Sholto was
more like his grandfather than the father who hadd dso
prematurely. Killed by overwork, Elizabeth had sdidmust have
broken her heart. For some reason neither of thpokes about
Sholto's mother other than to mention that she &aaentually
remarried and now lived in Canada. There was nargbiof her
either, and none of Sholto, but a magnificent pagnof his sisters as
teenage girls. The background was a dull greerobuthich canvas
the young faces glowed.

They were all dark, like Sholto, but not with hioo&c eyes. The girl
who was seated, Sarah, would have been about twiieeolder
girls, Catherine and Fiona, one leaning, one stajda few years
removed. They were all extremely good-looking, Sandth a look
of Elizabeth, Catherine and Fiona set apart.

Even as she looked at them she was brushed witliningu There

were no reminders of her own sister Marianne, bdyanfew

photographs. She and Marianne had been physiaadiyke, but they
couldn't have been closer. Marianne had been likeother to her
really, always ready to protect and defend herthiir childhood

games when Kip had started to get boisterous, Miagdad always
told him to stop. Jostling girls wasn't gentlemankhe had
admonished him as if she were ten years older. Whatthe curious
thing; Kip had never really liked Marianne whenhaal always loved
her. Since they had returned to England Roslynrréegived several



letters from Kip and Aunt Vanessa, even Jeremydtadwled a few
lines, but so far she had not replied to them bdyan brief
acknowledgement. What was there to say?

Sholto came home very late, but still Roslynn wdhitg for him.
Loving him so much had given her insight and shddcsee beyond
his habitual controlled expression that some apxveds gnawing
away at him.

You shouldn't have stayed up, Roslynn," he toldgetly.
'I'm a night owl really." And so she was. 'Whdt's matter?’
‘Tired,' he said briefly.

'‘Have you had anything to eat?'

'I'm not hungry.' He shook off his jacket and ptheeon a chair.
‘Nick Grosvenor rang me. | guess we can celebrate.'

'‘Well, what would you like?' Roslynn paused, regagchim. 'Won't
you at least tell me what's worrying you?'

Sholto looked faintly startled. 'Do | look worriéd?
‘Yes, behind the total detachment.'
‘Then you're the only one to sense it.'

'Why don't we go into the kitchen and I'll fix y@omething to eat?"
she suggested. I've always liked supper, ever dinedoeen a little

girl.’

‘And how you've grown!" It was the first lightndss had displayed.
‘Maybe | will have something. | stayed to speakote of my
colleagues. We have a big operation lined up far3thay morning.'



There was rebellion battling with the wearinessowHold is the
patient?’ She took eggs out of the refrigeratorntake him an
omelette.

'‘Why do you ask that?'

She caught her lower lip pensively. 'Maybe I'm batg your
struggle. The way you feel inside. | would say pagient is very
young.'

'Five." His long clever fingers found and fastemmedthe back of a
chair.

'‘Oh," she felt the pity well up inside her. 'Thatsnhurt?'

She was brought in after an epileptic fit—her fifdte sweetest little
girl you can imagine. A brain tumour.'

Her face and her voice were impassive becausemimthow it had
to be. 'Youcanoperate?'

‘The tumour is in an operable position, but the ihbing is rather
perilous. Her parents are distraught, the mothepelately refusing
to believe it.'

'‘Why do things happen as they do?' Roslynn shookéwed.

‘Sometimes | think my job is like a battlefieldhdhto sat down on
the edge of the table, loosening his tie.

'Yes, it must be difficult to shut your mind.'
'‘But shut it | must. Emotion spells danger.’

'‘And you can't escape your destiny. You were boipeta doctor, the
best: She saw now how he might wish to keep himselftapad her



iImpotent love streamed out to him in a flood. Stenefelt remorse
for goading him into admitting his desire for hElow could anyone
enslave Sholto, or even try?

She gave a little sigh and began to beat the eggsously, shunning
her own femininity so he could look at her as i stere a houseboy.
‘This won't take long.'

'‘Are you going to have any?' Looking at her revegplittle face, he
had to smile.

‘No, I'm going to have toast. Mrs Harper made meeaarmous
dinner, but I still have a little room left.’

They sat down companionably, Sholto marvelling at éxpertise
with an omelette which she had flavoured with didston and
cheese and garnished with parsley from the honuegar

'l didn't think | wanted anything," he said, andKed at her, 'but that
was the very thing.'

‘You look better already.' She turned his coffeea@s him.
‘You're going to spoil me, Roslynn,' he said.

'I'd rather spoil you than disturb you. One of thimgs | love in you
is your dedication.’

'It can be a tyranny,' he pointed out. 'My fatharked himself into
the grave. It was monstrous. The demands of hisecamothered
him.'

‘Then you'd better try not to let the same thingg® to you. Look at
it this way, you're no good to your patients if yalll yourself.'



'‘Maybe | need you to chat me up.'" Sholto leaned haith his
brilliant eyes half closed. Without make-up Roslyoaked younger
than ever, her lovely mouth a natural rose-pink, daeery thought
mirrored in her eyes.

'You don't need me at all." How brave to admit it.

'Oh, | think so, my little friend." He caught heartd and held it.
‘Maybe | should adopt you.'

‘You're not going to worry about me at all." Nowesknew the
absurdity of trying to force his love.

'‘No?' He said it with an intensity that shook her.

'In the New Year, I'm going off home." She raisext head and
looked into his sombre blue-green eyes. 'You saidrself | was
caught up in a furious crush, but I'm going to segifor your sake.
I'm going to will myself elsewhere. | might everarsta love affair
with somebody else—Luke Edwards. He sat there thelevnight
staring at me.’

'Yes,' he said, taking a slow sip of the hot caoffesaw him. It's very
good of you to sacrifice yourself in this way.".

‘That sounded like mockery,' she said.

'It was.' A smile curved his beautifully delineataduth. "You're not
going to concern yourself with Luke Edwards. He'svary
lightweight young man.’

‘True, but what else can | expect?'

‘What you deserve,' Sholto said curtly.



It was no time for histrionics and she stopped dleifsom saying
anything. She was going to rinse off the dishessitadk them away
in the dishwasher and he was going off for a gagttls rest.

'l can't think of anyone more beguiling than youewtyou're trying
to be a good girl." He sounded quite different namarm and
friendly.

'l genuinelywantto be.’

His brilliant eyes narrowed over her face. 'Nowdhoh, little one,
don't let anyone impose on you a different moulduYhave to
develop in your own way. You're a very spontanguerson. | don't
want to see that stamped out.’

'l thought spontaneous people were demanding?'yRodaid. 'lt
seems to me you don't want any demands on yoll &aatainly not
from a woman.'

'It just seems that way to you.' He put his handelbé her chin and
tilted it so he could see her face. 'Maybe | ohlyught | could go it
alone.’

The touch of his fingers on her skin was exquismel she had to
move. 'l .take it you don't want any more coffee?'

'‘No, thank you.'

She could hear the smile in his voice, but it didtop her from
moving around energetically.

'l might take a Scotch up to bed, though.'

That sounded strangely like an amused irony. Ros$truggled not
to turn around, but she had to, only to find higseypn her for an



interminable time so that she was caught in a lohdlemented
longing.

'‘Why are you looking at me like that?' she asked.
'‘What do you think?'

'It sounded like you wanted to take me up as well.’
‘That's what we're both afraid of.'

Unhurriedly he stood up, pushed in his chair andecéowards her,
moving with a deliberation that made her feel v@nall and lost.

'‘Sholto?' she said uncertainly.

'‘Goodnight, little one.' He drew her head towarnis, lupturned her
mouth and barely brushed it with his own.

'‘Oh!" her little moan betrayed an ache.
‘Don't feel so bad.'

His voice was so unbearably mocking that out of mens she
wanted to hit him. "Youleast?she exclaimed hotly. 'You're suppose
to be a saint, but you're a devil as well.’

'A saint? He threw back his head and brushed his hand abtiess
eyes. 'Where in the hell did you get that insarteon@'

'Oh, around,' she said vaguely. 'It's never baganalysis.’

'‘God, | should hope not!" He smiled in genuine aament at the
thought. 'There's nothing remotely saintly aboutfeslings for you.'

‘Nor mine for you.' She was whispering, almost.



'It almost seems as if some of the necessary irggredfor marriage
are there,' Sholto pointed out blandly.

'I'm going to bed,' she said, stressing the faat ghe knew he was
teasing her.

'‘Good idea. Do you want me to carry you up?'

'l do not." She looked back at him steadily antkdifther chin. 'Just
don't think you're always going to be the greatduglt.'

'In other words, Roslynn,' he returned seriousigure going to let
me take over your life?’

'If you want it, Sholto," she said.

His eyes seemed to be raying through her, tremeshglintense, as
though his task was to discover every secret ofnleart and mind.
Then he reached out and grasped the whisky decéanseippose it
was inevitable,' he said.



CHAPTER EIGHT

ROSLYNN went back to the mountain without Sholto becatiseas
necessary for him to be on hand should the Pridé ohed him. The
operation had gone beautifully, but no one conmkotath it
automatically assumed the worst was over. Justt@sgbresence
alone had proved so reassuring to the young parehtsr
tremendous alarm had subsidaad they really allowed themselves
to hope.

'He must have been very worried,' Elizabeth saitheg were sitting
together discussing the events of the past week.

'l don't think | stopped praying," Roslynn confidegholto said he
sensed something was wrong even before he exarthaeaghild.'

'Yes, he's quite uncanny,' Elizabeth agreed withentiman a touch of
pride. 'A fantastic diagnostician.'

'l guess he told you all about it when he rang?’

'He did mention it only in passing. Sholto doetalk much about his
work.'

'Did he talk about me?' Roslynn asked.

'Reams!'Elizabeth said more lightly, and laughed. "Youydrebably
his star patient.’

'‘Ex-patient.’

Elizabeth picked up the edge of tension in Rosk/moice. 'You've
got something to tell me, haven't you?'

‘That's a beautiful portrait of you at the houBeslynn sidetracked.



'‘Don't get off the subject.' Elizabeth's fine dagles were searching,
though her tone was definitely friendly.

'l don't think I know where to begin.'

'l suspect it happened at once,' Elizabeth saitl wigood deal of
Sholto's dryness. 'You're going to tell me Shole Hecided to marry
you.'

Roslynn, who had been sitting in an armchair jumped'Have you
got second sight?"

'I've been alive a long time.'

Roslynn sat down hastily. 'Oh, Elizabeth,' she sagently, 'tell me
what | must do.'

‘Do exactly as Sholto says.'
‘But surely then you approve?' Roslynn's eyegifiigh tears.

‘Why, my dear child, it's a blessing!" Elizabetlsigted. 'l couldn't
think of anyone | want more to join the family.'

That made the tears flow until Elizabeth had tgster. 'Surely this
Is a joyous occasion?' she chided Roslynn affeatein.

'I'm sorry," Roslynn dried her tears intensely. Y know if he
loves me?’

'‘Don'tyou!" Elizabeth asked in a startled voice.
'l think he feels more responsible for me than laimgt.'

'Stuff and nonsense!'



'‘No, listen, Elizabeth,' Roslynn laid her hand lba ¢ld lady's armil
did this.'

‘You mean you twisted my grandson around youeliitiger?'

'He doesn't find it funny," Roslynn insisted wodte 'We can't help
knowing he's not an ordinary man.'

‘Certainly not!
'‘Whereas Bmordinary.'

‘You're not." Elizabeth was smiling, glad to answer. 'You're a
beautiful, intelligent, well-bred girl.’

'l haven't got enough to offer Sholto. The factl'is, too young. He
calls me a baby.'

‘The fact is,' Elizabeth corrected her, 'you nerdoller man and
Sholto needs someone like you to cherish.' Roslganed over and
gently kissed the old lady's cheek. "You've begmrgpSholto would
get married, haven't you?'

''ve been anxious,' Elizabeth admitted. 'He quitgoys women
really and they're certainly fond of him, but &'donely time being a
doctor, a surgeon, no matter what Sholto thinksdbes need a
woman to love and care for him. | know Andy did{ he didn't want
to know about it either. Really you can only hefrm by being
there. Sholtowill see that. He didn't have the rigid background r
dear Andy did. Duty before everything. It was al&aprt of holy.'

'l expectyoucame as a surprise to the McNaughtons?' Roslykedas
more happily.

'l came as a surprise to Andy as well. Our coyptstasn't peaceful,
and of course they had the girl picked out—an empgotistical



creature with a fortune of her own. She hated mdatt, she was
insanely jealous. She caused a lot of trouble—Hitrather not
remind myself of those days. Our married life waagmm and a
sacrament. Real love is in very short supply.’

'Yes,' Roslynn agreed breathlessly.
‘Well, there we are,' Elizabeth patted her haramify.'
'‘What will .Laura think?'

'‘God knows!" Elizabeth responded in a low, emphaine. 'l expect,
like Clarissa, she'll try to make trouble.’

‘How?'

‘The usual way, | should think," Elizabeth pondetey to undermine
your confidence. Stuff like you'd better understasidonce that
Sholto is merely sorry for you.'

A few days later when Roslynn was doing some shgpin the
village, Laura was the very person she encountered.

'‘Why, Roslynn,’ she called, her pale blue eyestdiging and
widening. 'So you're back again?'

Roslynn felt like gulping, but instead she wentward smiling
pleasantly. 'How are you, Mrs Edwards?'

'Oh, Laura, please. How stuffy you English are!'
Stuffy when we don't like someone, Roslynn thought.

Laura was staring down at her, frankly examiningfh@m top to toe.
Rather rudely, Roslynn thought.



'‘What do you say to a cup of coffee?' she askddsat 'lI've been
shopping all morning and | have rather a head.’

Really before she had a chance to answer Laurankteglaustle the

girl towards the nearest open-air coffee shop, wiperhaps a dozer
people were enjoying watching the passing paradm fthe cool

shelter of the gaily striped umbrellas and the lkeynework of the

spaced trees.

'‘Ah, lovely!" smiled Laura when the young Italiaraiter brought
them coffee and a small plate of beautifully detetacup cakes.
‘Now we have a chance to talk!

Roslynn gazed steadily into her cup and pouredteaapoon of raw
sugar.

‘Sholto didn't come back with you?' Laura askeittla mournfully.

'‘No,' Roslynn shook her head. 'He wants to be owl iar any post-
operative complications. He had a brain tumour bar$day.'

'‘Dear God!" Laura shuddered. 'Sometimes | can'emct at all,
Sholto's being a neurosurgeon. It seems such aydeaahch of
medicine.’

‘Well, | can't accept that at all!' Roslynn sat enapright. 'Sholto
saved me, and | guess a lot of people are veryyhtmy came to
him every hour of the day and night.’

'Oh, for heaven's sake, dear, you know what | mesaig Laura,
gently chiding. 'Surely many of his patients hawehope at all.'

‘Well, if they don't, Sholto would be the last pmrso admit it. | don't
think he'll be happy until he can save everyone.'

'‘Oh yes, he's a perfectionist | agree.'



'He's a great doctor.'

'‘And you, Roslynn,' Laura smiled at her very tightby the sound of
it, you're in love with him. Roslynn didn't answand Laura
continued. 'lt's not very intelligent, is it? Thagain, just the sort of
thing one might expect. Lonely, penniless yound falils madly,
deliriously in love with her doctor who just happen be a very rich
man.'

'Is he rich?' Roslynn asked.

'Of course,’ Laura replied sharply. 'Inherited moraad his own
money as well. Sholto has always led a privilegkd | really don't
think | have to tell you about it. There's theinsuer house and their
town residence. Both properties would fetch a fostu

'l guess he's rich, then," Roslynn said.
'Which doesn't mean to say little girls can jusicteout and grab.'
'l beg your pardon?’

'Oh, don't come the lady of the manor with me, desaapped Laura
with scarcely veiled contempt. 'It distresses ma iway to have to
say this, but it must be said all the same. I'ne $tlizabeth hasn't got
the foggiest notion what you're up to, but / hale.put it plainly,
leave Sholto alone. I'm sure you've spent the wask batting those
soulful big eyes at him. They may even have aftétien. As you so
rightly maintain, Sholto is all heart. Why do ydurk he took you
into his home? It distresses him to see suffering, you're better
now.'

‘Yes, | am." Roslynn couldn't even drink her coff&® you mind if |
say | find you appallingly presumptuous?'



'‘Not at all.' Laura even laughed. 'But | do expemxi to shut up about
it." There was a curious expression on her narfage. 'l've spent
most of my life loving Sholto, so I'm not going &low any young
girl to occupy room in his life. So he got you thgh a difficult

time? Be grateful, my dear, but don't overwhelm hath your

burning schoolgirl love. He doesn't want it, youotn In fact,

knowing Sholto as | do, you must be causing himuabelievable
amount of embarrassment.’

'‘Does it matter much to you?' Roslynn asked quidihaybe you're
lost in your own dreams.'

'‘What's that supposed to mean?' Laura asked sentlplthat the
woman at an adjoining table turned her head.

Roslynn looked steadily back at Laura's face. 'Swnes we wish for
things so badly we allow ourselves to believe oishes might come
true.’

'Oh, they'll come true all right," Laura informeerhsardonically.
‘You see, l've fashioned myself to suit Sholto eetly. It was

different when we were younger, but I've learnbta I've learnt not
to want too much. One has to realise that with 8hioé can never
neglect his work. The hysterical passions would daitter up his life.

| lost him once because | couldn't accept a com@@nbut | can
promise him utter serenity now. He's come to ses. thive've

discussed marriage, of course. We even startechipignthen along
came little Miss Amnesia. | heard your touchinggto

Roslynn stood up unhurriedly and stood by her chiaiease excuse
me, Mrs Edwards, | have to go. I'll pay my sharthatcounter.'

'‘Goodness me, no!' Laura gesticulated with her §aitts my shout.
You're not really much of a social mixer, are you?'



'It seems to me you have a few shortcomings yadiirsetorted
Roslynn.

When she got back to the house Elizabeth was wgikithe garden,
or rather Bill was working and Elizabeth was stagdover him
supervising. A new vista had been decided uponinegfby a
recently arrived piece of statuary, and Elizabe#is wictating which
garden beds should be laid out where.

'‘Back early, aren't you, Roslynn?' Elizabeth call&b much the
better—you can tell us what you think."'

'‘What could be better than one woman's opiniord' B#i, 'but two?'

There was no opportunity to speak then, but aftefsvaRoslynn
confided bits and pieces of her conversation wahrh.

'‘Why, the cheek of her!" Elizabeth protested.
‘Mind you, | wasn't all that pleasant,' Roslynn &tkd.

'Well, well, well," Elizabeth said. 'l didn't thinkhe'd come out into
the open so quickly.'

'l suppose she feels entitled to,” Roslynn pointad rather
desperately, 'she told me she and Sholto had disdumarriage
plans.’

‘Now, that was stupid,' Elizabeth said, 'l cantkhof one important
decision Sholto hasn't told me about. | don't lvelithat story at all.'

'She was adamant,' Roslynn said with a stirringeléf. 'She told me
they'd even made plans.’



'‘No, dear,' Elizabeth answered quite rapidly, biregloff what she
was doing. 'Sholto is the most honourable man mknde simply
wouldn't treat a woman like that.'

'It seemed extremely unlikely,’ Roslynn secondedhwier own
conviction. '"How could he possibly tell me | wasrgpto marry him
and keep Laura on a string at the same, time?"'

'‘Well, it has been done," Elizabeth pointed ouhvitimour, 'but not
by Sholto. | have the feeling we haven't hearddkeof Laura.'

The first of the pre-Christmas parties started avdtations arrived
by the score.

'‘Gosh, I've missed you,' Kris exclaimed, as he euidRoslynn

through the groups of people, large and small,¢bagregated at his
mother's party. Everyone seemed to have dividechibkves off

automatically; the fancy free, the young marrieti® middle-aged
and the comfortably retired, all of them relaxed aeady to enjoy
themselves, glass in hand, munching on a lavish dibslelicious

hors d'oeuvres.

‘A lot of people!" Roslynn observed.

‘The whole mountain," Kris stared around, secondheg statement.
You'll see the same old faces wherever you go.aWego to each
other's parties.'

So that meant Laura, Roslynn thought dismally, smely enough
she arrived with Luke and Luke's mother and fatlbe father was a
short man but incontestably pleasant-looking, théherorather better
looking than most, but Laura looked superb.

'Merciful heavens!" Kris affected a falsetto voicdere come the
Edwards. Mind you, Joe's not a bad bloke.'



Already Laura was giving Roslynn a meaningful stand a moment
later Luke pounded over to them wearing a huge grin

'Hale and hearty, | see!" His eyes travelled botlgr Roslynn in her
lovely mauve crepe dress, sashed around the tirst wéh silver. It
had a very soft look, essentially romantic, whereasra's stunning
outfit in a brilliant turquoise was easily the mdsamatic there.

‘Keep your eye off my girl,’ Kris said without aattempt at gaiety.
'Isn't that a bit premature?' Luke's dark eyebrmss.

'Oh, do let's enjoy ourselves,' Roslynn regardeantiiboth levelly.
'I'm nobody's girl.'

‘Actually 1 wonder. . . Luke murmured with what soled like a
spasm of malice.

Of course Laura had been talking, and Roslynn gadelicate little
shrug. 'Shall we go out on to the terrace?’

'Oh, please—I want you to meet my mother and fdthake grasped
her arm.

Beside her Kris made a plaintive sound but Luke neeging her off.

'‘Ah, our little visitor!" Laura exclaimed quite Idly. '"How are you,
Roslynn? You look so . pretty.’

‘Magical, I'd say,’ Joseph Edwards supplied. Lukefgpmed the
introductions and Roslynn found herself barely asiedged by
Luke's mother, who nevertheless stared her up and daffronted to
meet the girl Laura had told her all about, butepbsEdwards took
her hand and looked into her eyes with a greatulbigomplicated
smile.



'So this is the young lady my son has been telinegabout? | didn't
think anyone could be so pretty, but as far asclbhmcerned he was
soft-pedalling it.’

Mrs Edwards glanced at her husband keenly, bueémed oblivious
of this frigid regard. Obviously he couldn't seey ahreat to the
family, but Laura did, and so did Mrs Edwards orulzes behalf
Both women were in fact leaning towards Roslynn am

unconsciously predatory manner as though they watoteick her
lovely young face to pieces. It simply couldn't ddwed, it wasn't
even remotely possible, that Sholto could be toomftheir grasp by
this penniless little newcomer barely twenty yesds

It was a very strange evening. Inevitably quitew people indulged
in a little gossip, and Roslynn was acutely awdrthe heads turned
her way and for the most part, kindly but specuéatooks. For all
her handsome countenance and general poise, noeaty liked
Laura, and they were only human in considering winatfascinating
little English girl might do to her chances. Mamygi Sholto off they
had almost given up for lost, now this strangetheir midst brought
a renewed interest.

'‘What the heck's going on tonight?' Kris mused.

‘There's a story in it somewhere,'" Roslynn returtipgantly. Kris
was aware of all the glances given her, but he agoeto be
unconscious of the thoughts and speculations bethedbright,
quizzing eyes.

Luke joined them often, smilingly turning aside &si pointed
comments. There was something insatiable aboutdsirthough he
was convinced that persistence and determinationlldvalrive

Roslynn into his fickle, sometimes cruel arms. Them he had seen
the emerging situation at once, knew the dangedshad discussed
them long and carefully with his late uncle's wif@aura had in fact



given him tremendous motivation towards gaining litiee English
girl's attention and trust—the promise of a new oat any ordinary
vehicle, but the excitement of a Porsche.

'‘What about having dinner with me one night thigk® he asked as
Kris departed briefly to fetch Roslynn a plain nialevater.

'I'm sorry, Luke,' she smiled at him with an effddot possible.'
'‘Why not?'
'l could say we haven't a great deal in common.’

‘And how would you know that?' he tapped his fisgagainst her
delicate wrist. "You won't even talk to me, mucksléook me in the
eye. What are you afraid of?'

She eased her hand away unhurriedly. 'That's auguword, Luke.'
‘At the risk of sounding too sure of myself, I'y s@u were.'

‘Not at all." Nevertheless some feeling of dread yangling her
nerves. 'In any case, Kris wouldn't like it at'all.

'‘But you're not interested in Kris, are you?'
'l like him a lot." She stiffened at the barbed licgtion.

He merely shook his head, tossing his own drink mdws throat.
‘The fact is, sweetie, you've done the usual thmogind here; taken a
shine to the depressingly handsome and giftedtonsay formidable
McNaughton. No, don't deny it,' he murmured astah@ed her head
aside, 'l know it probably started off as an alwedful gratitude,
then it grew into an equally powerful crush. Youbely one of
hundreds of females that haven't escaped it. Trigeaandoubtedly
does, Sholto can't help attracting women. For dnegt he's so



damned terrific to look at, for another he's theagrhealer. So
romantic!'

"You don't like him?' Roslynn asked.

'On the contrary,' Luke informed her, 'we're alpimg he's going to
become part of our family. My Aunt Laura has a tgoas grip on
him that she refuses to let go, and more awesorgemother has
joined forces with her to capture the mountain'sstrioiumphant
prize.'

'‘Good God!" Roslynn said quietly.

'‘Don't be bitchy, darling. You know what women &ke. Men only
think they're the hunters, when women are the gseqiredators the
world has ever known.'

'‘Some women,' she said tiredly. 'Most of us ardlgemeatures.'

'How naive!' He was genuinely amused. 'There'singtgentle about
Laura. Not when she feels she's being threatemeddywao can blame
her? It should be said, the noble Sholto has pmudnmearriage, so
that's a commitment he can't walk out on. Not tbedurable Sholto
McNaughton.'

'l don't think we should be discussing Sholto'siedf' Roslynn said
coldly, 'nor your aunt's. | don't think either detm would thank you
for airing their private discussions.'

Luke laughed for a full minute. 'Yoare a little innocent!" he
remarked, giving Roslynn a shrewd look. 'Laura watil mind if |
used a tape recorder providing it helped her ldmuit8. | suppose it's
nasty in a way but you know what they say—all's failove and
war.'



'‘What do you think of loyalty?' Roslynn asked, ee&d beyond
measure to see Kris returning.

‘A very sterling quality.'

'Yes, it is.' Roslynn stood up quickly, nodding head. 'My loyalty
Is to Sholto, so | know you'll appreciate that hlovant to gossip
about him behind his back.’

Luke stood up just as quickly, staring down at Wwéh a pleading,

apologetic expression. 'Please don't be offended|yRn,' he said
urgently. 'I'm really trying to help you. Laurads jealous as hell, anc
| think you should know.'

Now Roslynn was angry, but she spoke very quidtban't see why,
Luke, except maybe she's over-possessive. If Shakopromised to
marry herwhat more could she want?'

'For you to go away,' Luke sighed deeply, 'or &dlefor somebody
else. | think the way | fell for you the first timlesaw you. To put it
plainly, Kris isn't the only one who's nuts aboatlyWhy don't you
give me a chance?'

His gaze was full on her, unashamedly bold, takimger hair and

her face and the delicate thrust of her breastssigae mauve crepe
of her dress. She knew he wanted to touch her pbadtyshe couldn't
even begin to meet his desire. Everything that imaker, all her

vulnerable passions, were for Sholto. For goodaat. @he thought
upset her so much she swung away, so that Krigdéfl her glass

of sparkling mineral water on high.

'‘Whoops!'
'I'm sorry.’

‘Drink it down, pet,’ he bade her. 'Supper's réady.



After that, despite Kris's disappointment, Roslyturned down
several invitations that came her way. She hadhwoslightest desire
to encounter the Edwards again, and it was alnersaio she would
have had she attended the brunches, barbecues cahdparties
organised for the holiday season. Christmas wagsilmpon them
and still Sholto had not arrived, His little patiethe five-year-old
Price child, had suffered an initial setback, bot dveryone's
profound relief and intense joy had rallied to makseteady rate of
recovery.

‘At last we might see him,' said Elizabeth. 'l cmil bear Christmas
without Sholto.'

So that each of us in our own separate way is ngssiim
unbearably, Roslynn thought. She had come to Iovihe quickest,
earliest way. She knew exactly what she felt, édidter own head
and her heart, now it only remained to Sholto tood® the woman
he wanted for his wife. Although two people haddtdler quite
seriously that Sholto had discussed marriage platfisLaura, but he
himself had told her all he felt for Laura was #féection of a long
acquaintance. Whenever her heart and her hopesrgted she held
on to that. Lies were told all the time for any rhenof reasons; to
tangle, to capture, for jealousy or revenge. Raslgnew she had
Sholto's full measure. He would never propose agerito one
woman and shame another with his betrayal. It wbel@&normously
cruel and therefore completely out of characteiShblto's avowed
intention had been to marry Laura, then Roslynromfrher
knowledge of him, was certain he would have alredalye so. Still
she was not satisfied he had not thought aboand, that made her
cry. Laura was his friend, a special friend; shestmot forget that.

The porch lights were on for her when she arriveché from dinner
and a quiet evening with Kris and his parents.



'‘Come over for a swim tomorrow,"' Kris invited siso hot.'

'I'd love to, Kris,' she told him lightly, 'but tree are a few jobs |
simply must do for Elizabeth.'

'‘Such as?' Kris caught her around the waist andig\wer to him.

'Oh, do the flowers, finish off the tree. You prbbahaven't heard
yet that Sholto's sister Sarah is flying in withr tveo children.’

'Really?' Kris sounded surprised. 'What day isZhat
‘The twenty-ninth, | believe.’

'‘Oh, good! She can come to our New Year's partyglad it's Sarah.
She's the easiest of the lot. Cath and Fiona dherratuffy, I'm
afraid.’

‘Are they?' Roslynn asked, sinking back againshiencolumn.

‘That's the trouble with a lot of women when thegnsider

themselves important. You know, the tides of powdt. Sholto's

sisters married very well, but only Sarah remainacth the same.
The spark of Elizabeth in her, | suppose. Now &haitho reallyis

exceptional, smiles sweetly at us all. When he rebess us, that is,
Kris added wryly. 'Any idea when he's coming home?"

'None, I'm afraid."

'l expect he'll have to for Christmas," Kris toldrtkindly. 'l heard
that little sigh.’

"You sounded pretty sorrowful yourself," Roslynmuded him.

'‘Sholto taught me how to ski, did you know that?"



"'l bet he didn't teach you how to drive.'

"'l punish you for that!" Kris roared. He madenack lunge for her,
but though she held up her slender arms defensivedy clear
laughter broke out.

Unexpectedly Kris sobered, clasping her lightlyhiwitthe circle of
his locked arms. 'Aren't you the least bit intezdstn me, little
Roslynn?'

'Of course | am!" she protested.
‘No, seriously, | mean it.’
'‘How seriously, Kris?' Her luminous eyes touchesiface.

'l really like you, you know that. It would be veeasy for me to love
you, given any encouragement at all.’

'Oh, no, Kris,' she sounded distressed. 'l wand b friends.’

‘That's not easy," he said wryly, 'not with a dikk you. There's
something so deeply feminine about you, sort oftlsigly so. |
know you're younger than | am and so forth, buttaf the time you
make me feel you know ten times more than | do hgmaan being.
You fit in easily with all age groups. I've seeruytalk to Mum and
Dad and a lot of people I've thought far too weygor me and then |
think—what can she possibly see in me?'

‘A good friend, | hope?' Roslynn put up her hand jlaced it lightly
along his cheek. 'Don't resent me because girlsayswmature
quicker.'

'‘Not all girls,' said Kris. 'A lot of them have apacity for frivolity
even | lack. The thing is you're not frivolous dit and | have to
approach you seriously because of it.'



Roslynn could feel his strong young arms trembli8ge wanted to
tell him it was useless to fall in love with hegllthim now, so that he
could stamp it out, but Kris took her silence famg kind of

encouragement or he couldn't hold out much longer.

'Oh, Roslynn,' he said groaningly, and sought ipgmmmed mouth.

'Kris!" Her body was arching, not towards him butag but just as
she thought he couldn't even have heard her, tre &oor opened
and a man's tall outline was silhouetted agairstottiliant tadiance
of the chandelier.

The two of them stayed on in their impassioned pdses's

breathing ragged. It was Sholto, holding a newspapkis hand, and
if Kris was vaguely dreading what might be saidpl&iis voice
sounded quite normal in every respect.

'Hi, Kris, my friend.' He came down the stairs,dig out his hand.
‘Glad to have you back, Sholto.' Kris cleared hredt. 'Roslynn and
| were just saying it would be terrible if you didrurn up for

Christmas.'

‘Actually | thought you were trying to kiss her fatl you were
worth.'

'‘Except | wasn't able to." Kris blossomed under iiecking, but
essentially friendly smile.

‘Then you won't be able to now," Sholto said. 'bH&dtime for
Roslynn.’

‘Surely that's for me to decide?' Roslynn tilted lshin a little
recklessly.

'Of course,' agreed Sholto, 'and I'm going to tet.ySay goodnight to
Kris.'



'‘Goodnight, Kris.'-Roslynn gave him her hand andsKmised it
gallantly to his mouth.

'l wish | had your way with women, Sholto,' he said

‘There's really nothing wrong with your own waytioBo told him.
'How are things at home?' He started to walk towa¢ds's car and
both young people followed him.

'Oh, fine!" Kris said happily. '"Mum will be overjed you'll be able to
come to at least one of her parties. You will, wgau?"'

'Oh, | expect so," Sholto returned blandly. "Wsek.'

'‘Okay. Good.' Kris opened the car door and lookedaslynn for a
moment. 'If you can fit in that swim, just let medw.'

'l don't think so, Kris. Not tomorrow.'
‘Ah, well!" he shrugged heavily, 'l don't love yany the less for it.'

'‘Perhaps he would if you didn't allow him to kissuy Sholto
observed dryly, as Kris stalled the little car hady down the drive,
honked the horn cheerfully, rectified matters, tetrted off again.

'What's sauce for the goose is sauce for the galidemounts to the
same thing." Absurdly because she was meltingensing felt almost
an obligation to fight with him.

'I'm pretty sure | don't know what that means."
Roslynn shrugged her delicate bare shoulders.KTddout it/—

'‘Which, what?' He gave a low laugh in his thrd@brme back into the
light. | want to look at you.'



'Did you miss me?' Roslynn asked.

'‘Don't sound so hot and bothered.' He reached dah@g@ arm and
pulled her gently towards him.

Her response she felt deeply, as he no doubt gideaelv, wielding
as he did so much power. Sensations could be sosgegthey were
pain, and because she was so unsure of herselfashslow to look
at him. She saw only his tall outline, the palenghier of his shirt,
sensed the angle of his dark profile as he stamgndat her
reflectively.

'‘Wasn't it possible to let us know you were comirgjfe asked, still
in the same cool little cut-glass tone.

'I'm sorry,' said Sholto," you were out when | rang
‘Never mind, you had plenty of time.'
'‘So how have | spoilt your happy mood?'

'You must have to make quite an effort to remember’ Roslynn
knew she was being childish, but it was all the esahe thought of
her as a child.

'‘Now what did | do to deserve this?' Sholto murrdue the several
brilliant stars that broke through the treetopsokg up a loving
exchange? No one likes that.'

'‘Don't be silly," Roslynn said uneasily.

'‘And you're so sensible, after all?' His vibraniceowas edged with
sarcasm. Or she considered it to be sarcasm.

'‘Not evenyou are truly sensible,’ she said stormily, when evengt
about her craved to go into his arms.



They were in the leafy darkness of one of the gskatle trees that
guarded the house and Roslynn was obliged to stopuse Sholto
suddenly stood in front of her and took her shawldais thumbs

stroking the satin skin along her collarbones. Yoo want me to

make love to you?'

‘Yes.' She had intended to deny it, or say nottag the heat he was
generating made deception impossible. Her trembtiad begun at
their very first contact, so astonishingly intimaad exciting, the
expression of his unique effect on her. As he cadener open
mouth, her heart fluttered and she fell forwardirgtehim, the initial
superb response almost robbing her of strength.

Her glowing head was thrown back across his arm,ldhg white
throat arched in ecstasy, and if he had held himsetontrol it
suddenly went spiralling away. »The clever hankls,dool intellect,
the long years of self-discipline were servanti power of passion.
Somehow they were sinking together on to a drydfdelaves and he
moved her small slender body against him so thaa# torment in
its most exquisite formSholto!

'Yes?'

She was gasping with sensations, engulfed in thethis voice was
hard and hungry, totally different from her own.

‘Do you even understand what you're wanting?' kecaier.
'l know | want you desperately.'

'‘And | you.' He had turned her in his arms so nbe/ was lying half
across him. 'lt's like nothing I've ever known befb

'Is that why you're afraid of me?' she whisperdiding her hand
through the loosened buttons of his shirt. His skas velvet to her



satin, the powerful rib cage finely matted withrh&he could hear
his heart poundings feel it beneath her explorimpefrs, the
unprecedented pleasure of just stroking his skinvds the most
sensuous, luxurious feeling.

‘Witch," he muttered with bitter-sweet irony. "Yooutd become the
most important thing in my life.’

'l love you,' she said, and he sighed deeply angrsed their
positions. His hands on her body were both gentl@ masterful,
dissolving her fears and her flesh. Her breasteweaked now, not
cool and she turned her head from side to side aatessed one anc
then the other with his mouth. Much as she loved &ihe was still
not fully prepared for the eroticism. He was anexignced man and
she knew almost nothing. Her blood was singing,gimg through
her veins. She knew what she wanted; everythingwha forbidden,
her body frantic for his.

‘You've never made love before, have you?' Shckea

'l thought it was something,' she said shakilyp'dsed to kiss me. all
the time.'

‘Little girl"" He lifted his head and his eyes thesl.
'I'm sorry,' she said meekly, apologising for slasmt sure what.

‘Little fool." His sparkling eyes focused on herutio 'What it is to
be trusted completely!

'You should stop me,' she said. 'You have only s@@irto blame,
Sholto. You could have stopped me at the very lm@ginwhen you
knew | was helplessly in love with you. | swear teeply ashamed,
but it was like being in some terrible limbo. A loft dreadful things
happened to me and you were the one thing in reythiat kept me



going. Kept me living. | can only say I'm not sused if | frightened
you with what seemed like an hysterical crush.tehtas much as
you do, but everything's different now. I've groum'

'‘Does this mean you're going to go all independemtme?' he
challenged.

'l think you'll agree it's better," she sighed. d0firse | love you and it
Is love, but | would never want to trap you with pdyyour sense of
responsibility or whatever. | don't want you liket.'

‘A beautiful thought!" Sholto bent his head andsé&s her mouth. "All
of which has absolutely nothing to do with the wésel about you.'

‘Believe it or not, | know!'
He laughed quietly at the tartness in her voich, &nd how's that?'

'If you're looking for a wife at all, she has to y®ung and ready to
be made over.'

He took it calmly. 'Do you think so?'

'‘What if | want to share your life fully, not remain the background?
| don't think I'm a background person.’

'I'm sure you're not." His voice was spiked witlf-seockery. Very
expertly he rearranged the tiny shirred and ruffiextlice of her
strapless sun-dress. 'This is a very provocativengat.'

'It wasn't meant to be,' she said emotionallyt jpustty and cool.’

He had her sitting up, pressing kisses along ttie ef her neck as
though she were a sweetly scented, well beloveld eviho needed
comforting somewhat, until she turned her head bdeaof yearning
and he covered her mouth again in a kind of hopajeading. It was



the most natural yet the most dangerous thingenstbrld, so deeply
seductive even he was caught in the perilous welasdsion.

Ultimately this kissing, no matter how heart- stimgp could not be
enough, so that it was with a great sense of shwakkRoslynn felt
his fingers in her short curls, grasping and hader head back.

‘This can't go on, Roslynn, for a number of reasons

‘What is it that happens?' she asked him. 'W&yt I'm drawn so
powerfully to you? You were never a stranger evefoie you'd
spoke in a word.'

'‘Kismet, karma, preordination—the lot!" Sholto waseking beyond
beyond her as she leaned against his shoulder.

‘You don't need to marry me,' she said, her voitéla sad. 'If I'd
been stronger at the beginning | could have managédie what |
felt for you, but | was so sick and so frightenedl @alone. I'm not
now. I'm beginning to get my old sense of self back

'l can see that too,' he told her. 'Actually yoqguée a character, very
spontaneous and honest.'

‘Then I'm going to be honest now.' Roslynn kneltompher knees,
put her two hands on his shoulders and tried tie stdo his eyes. 'l
wouldn't consider marrying you for one moment usllew/as certain
you loved me, and I've heard nothing about lovéasol know you
feel a lot for me and more violently than | thoudhtt it's not of
necessity love.'

'‘What is it, then?' he probed.
'I'm not going to persuade you,' she said.

'l think you could, rather beautifully.'



'‘No, Sholto." She stood up and held out her hamy. [Eaves clung to
her, crushed and aromatic. She thought she wodldctdhem all
and keep them for a lifetime.

Sholto took her outstretched hand but brought Himgeeasily. 'In
any case, Miss Ferrier, we've got to pull all tlaete of your young
life together. There are decisions you have to makeut your
property in England, whether you feel any commitmén your
family, whether you want a complete break away frogy from the
urgencies of the situation. You're so young!

'So | can't know my own heart?'

'You've had little time to know what life is all alt,’ he told her
gravely. 'I'm thirty-five to your nineteen.'

‘Twenty in February, and it's almost that now.'

He shrugged and his words emerged more clipped ubkaal. "You
must have complete freedom to know your own mind.’

'l suppose what you're really trying to say is, yweant me to go.
After all, you don't want any woman to get too elés you.'

'I'm not saying that at all," Sholto said quiethe bent down, cupped
her downbent head and lifted it up to him. "Youlddae mistaken in
what you feel for me.’

I'm not.'
"You've been too close to me to tell.'

‘Tell me something,' she said, 'Have you ever niade to Laura?
Promised to marry her?'



He didn't even hesitate, though it was obvious hAe angry. 'Laura
and | have known one another a long time. A Igvedple would say
we're old friends and I've tried to do a lot for.ndostly because of
Frey.He was my friend. I've never had an affair with Laaral I've

never even thought about it. She doesn't attracinntieat way—»but
while we're on the subject, I've had my share efrthAt least two in
Laura's circle.'

'It's a wonder she didn't claw their eyes out,'[YRosinterjected.

'‘Obviously she didn't know, and even if she didamea of my life is
any concern of Laura's.’

'‘Poor Laura!' Roslynn sighed. 'Surely you know lslves you?'

'It pleases Laura to love someone she can't getkiiown her since
she was, your age. | was the same to her themmsniow. She had a
man who loved her, but her stupidity robbed hinmhisf dignity and

almost robbed me of a friend. Even so, | feel arelegf caring for

her. She would do anything for me and has, in fdohe me many
favours—favours | didn't want from her but couldeally turn aside

without hurting her. | have never, ever, mentiotrezglword marriage.
| couldn't have Laura crowding me with her obsessio

'So what about me?' Roslynn was almost speakitgtself. Hadn't
she too crowded him beyond his limit?

'I've made up my mind about you,' he said briéklgt's go back into
the house and speak of more ordinary matters.'



CHAPTER NINE

AUNT Vanessa saw her return to England as conclusoa gnat life
would continue as it had before, but even a moaitr IRoslynn still
kept her decisions secret. Her life at Lakeview, matter how
beautiful it was—and it was beautiful in its timeellowed warmth
and livibility—was over. The young men she had okwewn had all
sought her out, continued to do so despite Kip\g&ehng presence,
but there was no mistaking where her heart wasiden, fifteen,
God knows how many thousand miles away. Real loween it
came, there was no mistaking. Once she had thdweghelf in love
with Kip. She had been happy with him, they hadchbesry much the
same, or so she had thought. Tragic events, n@eméathat lovehad
been real, would forever stand between them. Bgsidehose days
she didn't know what love was all about. She knew and it didn't
make her happy, it was a savage, tearing pain.

Kenneth, watching her as she walked to and frthvéngarden, knew
things would never be the same, but still, likerhisther, he clung to
his hopes. He wanted Roslynn now, more than ewdr,she had
experienced something in her life that had chargdor ever. Not
that he wanted to acknowledge it, but it was thekind her wide
eyes.

When he came up to her she turned to him smilinglys is one of
my favourite views.'

'‘Keep smiling, Rosa,' he said. 'What are you retiligkings these
days?'

'l feel like walking some more. Come with me?' shil.

'l can't think of anything | want to do more." Haswstartled for a
moment that she had asked him. In all the pastimsim¢ had never
deliberately sought out his company.



'‘How's business?' Roslynn asked.

‘Dad's happy.'
'‘No one is forcing you to work for him.'

'What else can | do?' Kenneth shrugged defeatddlyas never a
brain. I'm not at all ambitious, as Mother saygjfrently, puttering

away in an antique shop suits me fine.'

Roslynn didn't answer. Jeremy was happy becausgehainely
loved beautiful things. It had always surprised thett Kenneth had
joined his father in the shop, but now she savs ila excuse not to
do anything else. Kenneth had always liked the aasyout.

'l saw you had mail from Australia," Kenneth proatht
‘Yes, a letter from Lady McNaughton.'

‘May | ask about anything important?'

‘Not really," Roslynn said evasively, grateful begdoelief for any
news of Sholto.

'‘Well, I never liked them much,' said Kenneth. thimlable old ladies
aren't my favourites, arttewas an arrogant devil.'

*You sound as though you envied him?'

'Sure you're not cold?' Kenneth turned to her ag timbed the hilly
rise. 'l notice you've been rugged up a bit sirme got home.'

'‘Don't forget | came from high summer.' There wete of ways of
being cold, Roslynn thought.

‘You liked Australia, didn't you?'



'l loved it." Roslynn said it more passionatelyritshe intended and
Kenneth lost his smile.

‘You, didn't fall in love with that McNaughton fell, did you?'
'Yes.'

‘You'll get over it.'

'‘Never!'

‘You never felt that way about me,' he said witkied of weary
acceptance. 'What did | do wrong?'

'l don't think it's ever a question of right or wgp Kip,' she answered
him. "It just happens. Often against what one yeaithes. Whatever
it is, it means the old life is over. The way yoere, just like that!
She threw her hand into the air. 'For always.llifelove with Sholto
as soon as | opened my eyes after the accidentwveéies, and are, the
most remarkable eyes I've ever seen. They keptinve Ble kept me
alive. | only had Sholto at that time. Now | havg pride.’

'You mean he doesn't love you?'
'His work is very important in, his life," Roslysaid evasively.
'‘Poor little Rosa!" he said with deep, unchangeaffection.

She was reminded of the time when life had beeeficza. Maybe all
the way back to sixteen. Things had started to fnecoomplicated
not all that long after that. Kip had begun to kee in more than a
cousinly light and Marianne had always tried to gistance between
them.

'‘What really happened that day on the lake?' skedasim.



'‘Are we never going to leave that alone?' Fina#iytirned to look at
her, hazel eyes empty of anger, evasion.

'l can't, Kip. You know that. Just talk to me. Tele the way it was
and I'll listen; I'm past hysteria and accusing.'

‘But still you'll hate me. To know you'll never gpve me is quite
enough.’

'So it's true.' She felt chilled and slightly ligigaded.

‘Not as vile as that!" Kenneth moaned. 'God, Rgsa, couldn't
possibly think me a murderer?'

'‘No," she said hoarsely, and reached out and séizedrm. 'But |
must know.'

'l only hesitated,’ Kenneth began, his voice jlistve a whisper. 'Just
a moment of hesitation, love. Marianne never calaip and |

thought she'd only faltered for a moment. Justadew instants |

couldn't make myself go to her. She'd been comipigiaf me all the

time, doing everything she could to turn you agames when | cared
for you more than anyone else in the world." Thersevere now
running down Kenneth's cheeks, but he didn't natesn. 'l could

never have saved her, Roslynn, even if | had monedediately.

She had a weak heatrt. It just gave up.'

'‘Dear God!" A dark haze was moving before Roslyapés.

‘At first the feeling of fear and guilt nearly chesl me," Kenneth
continued, 'but Mother forced me to open up. | tedt how it was,
exactly as I'm telling you, and she became just@sntly upset, but
she understood, Rosa. | never truly realised Magamas in
extremity. We've been swimming in the lake sincewege children.
| just thought a good shake- up would serve het.rifihe instant she



disappeared of course | moved. You were there. Mfaw | risked
my own life.'

It was an endless moment, one that could spinayud long as they
both had life.

'So that's the way it was,"' Roslynn said steadily.

'l love you,' Kenneth said, 'and | know I've lostuy It was what
Marianne wanted, after all.’

A few days later Roslynn had a long meeting witlghlTurner, the
family solicitor.

‘You can't be serious, Roslynn," he said, lookiogpss the desk at
her closely as though searching out any signs otahdiness.

‘Very much so,"' Roslynn glanced down at her lockadds. 'l want
Aunt Vanessa to have the use of the house duringifaeme and
after that, if | am still alive, I'll decide whats happen to it. | intend
to go back to Australia. It's a new country, a riésv | got to love it.’

'‘But so far away!" Hugh sighed as if he saw som&lawZolonial
existence.

‘Marianne's share of the money | want to go towamskdical
research. I've got a list here.'

‘May | see it?' Hugh extended his hand. 'Ah, veoythy, but it's an
awful lot of money and it's yours now, not pootiditMarianne's.’

‘That's what | want, Hugh," Roslynn said with quenviction., 'l
have more than enough and the royalities arecstiiling in from my
father's books.'



'‘Such a life you've had!" Hugh said, thinking cdttevonderful man,
his beautiful wife and that sober little creaturaddnne who had so
despisedvVanessa who had looked after them for years. Astle
Roslynn knew something about gratitude, but them Ishd always
been a tender-hearted little thing. Hugh sighednaga

When later in the day Roslynn told Vanessa what e finally
decided, Vanessa went pale.

‘No, | can't accept it," Vanessa cried out emotlgn&laven't we had
enough unhappiness? Where couldgeg"

I'm not asking you to go anywhere, Aunt Vaness¥pslynn
explained quietly. 'The house is yours for youetlihe. | care too
much about you to turn you out. | know you love &alew as much
as | do.Did/ she corrected herself without haste.

'‘But my dearest girl,’ Vanessa, though she hadmedan little of her
colour, still looked distressed, ‘'we couldn't ppgsmaintain a house
like this. It's beeryour money all along that has done that.’

‘And it will still be there for that purpose.’ Rgish paused while she
thought about the strange set of circumstanceshémall but forced
her from her home; the house that her father haddlcand was
always 'jolly pleased to get back to' no matter eletic, far-flung
places he travelled to.

'‘Oh, my dear,"” Vanessa sighed, staring at thes gsdddened but
somehow strengthened young face, 'can't we work #ti out,
whatever it is?'

'l have worked it out, Aunt Vanessa,' Roslynn painbut gently.
''ve been a child too long. It's about time | ledkafter myself. I'm
going back to school—university. Father would havented that,



and I'm going to write. Whatever is in me I'm goitegsee if | can
shape it into a novel.’

'I'm sure you could,’ Vanessa said quite seriouklgw could it be
otherwise? You've got a good deal of Charles in. ylmiemy only
reminded me of it the other day. Write a book Byraans, | can see
you might like to, but can't you do it here?"

'No." Roslynn looked out of the window reflectivelgnd Vanessa
thought yet again how her youthful beauty had Istengthened and
refined. Roslynn had always been a very pretty gut now her face
had taken on a new cast as though suffering hace rhad very

quickly a woman.

‘All right, then,” Vanessa sighed. 'l hope befor®uygo away,
Roslynn, you'll find it in your heart to forgive Keeth for whatever
it is you're holding against him.'

'‘We've spoken,' Roslynn said briefly.

‘Then you'll know he can take no more. It's a Ivderithing to feel
crushed by guilt, to be reminded of it again andimgvhen really the
whole feeling is irrational.'

‘Not entirely irrational, Aunt Vanessa.'
'‘What did he say, then?' Vanessa flushed violently.

'He told me the truth.' Roslynn looked down at jogred hands. 'He
only hesitated for a moment— oh, | understand! rhember how
perfectly horrible Marianne was to him on occasiéns

‘Well, that's something?Vanessa snapped, unable to control
shudder. 'l often wanted to take Marianne to thsk] never did. She
always had the whip hand. She was the elder andtwougirls



owned the house. Really, in a lot of ways and butybu, it would
have become an intolerable position.'

'‘Only Marianne died." Roslynn experienced again $aene old
feeling of helpless grief, all the familiar loverfter sister. '‘Poor
Marianne, so strong, yet so frail.'

‘She was trying to run your life.'

'‘She was trying to protect it,)’ Roslynn said in @&nt controlled
voice. 'Can't you see now, Aunt Vanessa, that Kigh laaren't really
suited?"

'‘No, | can't see that at all.' Vanessa was baakpftdaying the part of
an ambitious mother. 'You've got everything in camnmbut you're
still allowing the ghost of Marianne to ruin yotifel'

'‘No." Just for a second Roslynn's nerves werédtgron edge, but she
fought and won the battle for composure. 'I'm myg@erson now.'

‘That's good, dear.' Because she was genuinelyferdyof, the girl,
Vanessa spoke more gently. 'One can hardly suppdisgour
sufferings haven't had their effect on you. All l1§aying is, if you
give yourself time, everything will work out.'

'l know that, and I'm going back to Australia.'

'‘But that's totally crazy!" Vanessa protested, ingkvretched. 'Surely
you haven't gone and fallen in love with that Mchlaton man?'

‘How could I not?' Roslynn said ironically. Vanegsaped up, went
to the window and stared out in a dazed way. 'Yaveho see the
predictability of all this," she said forcefullyHé's a very handsome
man and I'm afraid he became almost godlike in yyes.'

'He did for a bit," Roslynn smiled. '‘But he's verych a man.’



'‘Now what does that mean?' Vanessa swept arouhérorirell me, |
want to know.' Her hazel eyes had an accusing.glint

'He suggested we should get married.’

‘Well, really!" Vanessa gave an almost hysterieaigh. 'He's years
older than you are.'

‘Thirty-five to my twenty.'
'‘Quite unsuitable!" Vanessa insisted.

'l don't think | could have fallen in love with a&tter man if | had the
whole world to choose from. He's perfect for me.’

'Oh, dear!" Vanessa sat down again quickly. 'Anav haid this
happen?'

‘Love at first sight for me,' said Roslynn.
'‘My dear, there's no such thing,' Vanessa lookée@apityingly.

'For most people, maybe,’ Roslynn gave the oldemavo a
reassuring smile, 'but for some of us, it happénisappened to me
and I'll never change my mind. 'l love Sholto atticalways love him
whether | marry him or not.’

'‘But if you aren't going to marry him, what are ygaing back to
Australia for?' Vanessa asked fretfully. 'ReallypsBnn, | can't
believe in this at all.'

'I'm sure you will,;' Roslynn said in answer. 'l knony feelings for
Sholto, but | don't know his exact feelings for me.

'‘Probably fun while it lasted,' Vanessa said cyuélfter all, you're a
beautiful girl and doubtless he realises you'resgmely well off.’



'l can't think he considered that,’ Roslynn murrdurscarcely
affected by Vanessa's words. 'Sholto's not intedeist money.'

'‘Darling, everyoneis interested in money," Vanessa pointed c
slightly hysterically. 'lI've never heard of anydoening it down.'

‘There's no emphasis on money, Aunt Vanessa,' Roggid with
certainty. 'I'm not so sure if | can compete with fprofession.'

'Now that has the sound of sense to it,’ Vanessa commeited.
could become a very lonely woman.'

'‘Well, if Sholto really loves me, I'll have to tlkimp lots of things to
occupy my time. Like a family, for a start. | wouta/e children.'

'l can't see that either," said Vanessa. 'Youlieasthild yourself.'

Roslynn shook her head and the curls on her beagtdéwing head
danced. 'If I've proved one thing to myself it'atthHve finally grown
up. I've lost my heart, | may even break it, blistlll find a way.'

‘You will too, | think," Vanessa conceded, lookiagher. 'This isn't
the end of us as family, though?'

'‘No." Roslynn reached out and grasped the older am@nhand
generously. 'We came together long ago and togatediremain.’

She returned to Australia quietly less than a fghhlater where the
Southern Hemisphere was brilliant with autumnabuaoland the city
was still golden with the last of the summer's heat

She tried to recall afterwards the feeling she when the jumbo
touched down, but so many emotions were whirlinchén it was
difficult to isolate the dominant one until aftemda—homecoming.



On the long, wearisome flight and at the airpod allowed herself
to fall into conversation with this one and thaif bhe only had one
face in her mind. She thought she was starvedhersight of it.
Sholto. It was absurd, of course. He didn't even know slas v
coming, though they had exchanged several letleztiers, she
cherished, warm and friendly, supportive, with natlof passion
from either side. Probably he was waiting for hefall out of love
with him, but that could never happen. That would like
relinquishing the most beautiful part of her life.

She came through the Customs and a porter raceadewier.
'I'll take your luggage, miss,' he smiled, and Rasinodded.
‘Thank you. | was hoping I'd find a Sir Galahad.'

'‘No one to meet you, miss?' The man picked up hgs leheerfully
and deposited them on the trolley.

'‘Not today."'

'English, aren't you?' He smiled at her with satgbn. 'My old mum
was born in England. London. We've sent her badkzen times to
see all the family, but now she reckons Austraha'shome.'

'‘Probably she couldn't part with all this beautduhshine." Roslynn
walked after the little man, but as they emergea fhe waiting area,
a tall man separated himself from the crowd, canmadly,
purposefully, towards her, and of all things, Raslyurst into tears.

'‘Not being met, hey?' the little porter said happMot much!
'Roslynn!’

She felt as though she was disintegrating entitaly,he had her in
his arms, his chin against her downbent head.



‘Shall | take the bags out to your car, sir?' Toeggy had no intention
of going away. He loved joyful meetings, it madmlieel good.

'Fine, thank you." Sholto still kept his arm arouRdslynn and
directed her to an exit.

She tried to wipe the tears away, looked up atdnichhe smiled.
'‘Welcome home.'

It wasn't until they were driving away that sheeasskHow ever did
you know | was booked on this flight?'

'l got it out of Gran,' he told her with an irorsmile. 'When you're
rested after your long trip | might slap you. Kygsi. Maybe both.’

'l guess you're not going to kiss me now?'
‘Not on the freeway.’

‘All right, so where are you taking me? I'm bookedo the
Wentworth.'

'You were' he gave her a brief glance. 'Right now, I'mrgkyou
home.'

'So why aren't you at your rooms?"'

'l have a colleague who can handle things.'

‘Hah!" Roslynn retorted.

'So what does that mean?' He braked as they ap@oacred light.

She just looked at him and said nothing, feeling lbge for him
melting her very bones.



'You look beautiful,' he said. 'More beautiful.'

The tone and the intonation turned her heart irbheaist. 'So do you,'
she said shakily, neither of them saying whethey tmissed the
other or not.

They were moving again, very smoothly, and Shoéigdm to ask her
what she had been doing since last he had heardheo.

‘Aunt Vanessa was rather worried you could be aftgrmoney,' she
told him.

'l absolutely refuse to believe that," he said.

She only laughed. 'Money has always been in hednpnobably
because she never really had any. It's a little waen one is
insatiable for position. Aunt Vanessa loves beingstmass of
Lakeview and she handles the part very well. | dméver turn her
out. | owe her too much.’

'And Kenneth?"

'l don't know clearly what's going to happen to .Kipaybe some
strong young woman will come along and save himmake him

think seriously about what he is and what he wémtse. | couldn't
do it any more than | could erase the past. Weegaas best we
could, the affection we couldn't change, sorrowvitiat changed us.
There wasn't any easier way to do it. It's hardrwbee tries to be
honest with oneself and other people.'

'‘Well, what now?' Sholto put out his left hand dodched her cheek
lightly, and so sensitive was her skin to him thatmust have felt the
tremble run right through her.

'I'm going back to study/ she said. 'Had my pardrdsn alive it
would have been expected, but somehow with Auntegsa and Kip



my life was being directed into other channels.nTkeo, | want to
find out if I can write.'

*You can certainly write a letter,’' he turned hesth and smiled at her.
'‘Compulsively readable, even if | didn't rate addetter.’

‘And | didn'tgetone.’
'So there we are, unable to really communicate.’

The tone was more mocking than sombre and she doakéhim
quickly, but he was concentrating on the heavyfittaRoslynn
turned her face away and looked out of the windined from the
long flight, rather lightheaded but full of an ebernent that could not
be denied.

'I'm taking you home.'
She closed her eyes.

When she opened them again, they were parked itisdgarage and
Sholto was leaning towards her.

'‘Wake up, little one,' he said.

'Oh," she groaned lightly, 'I'm not much good atgldlights. It's
really better to arrive at night.'

'‘Once I've got you upstairs you can sleep as lengpa like, though
it's better to have a meal first and walk aroundafdit to adjust the
inner clock.’

‘Yes, Doctor,' she smiled faintly.

'If you're sure that's what you want.'



Her head flew to stare at him, but he was out ef ¢ar, coming
around to the passenger side.

'‘Want me to carry you?' he asked.

‘There's nothing the matter with me except shagg.leRoslynn slid
out to stand up, but that brought her right int®dmms.

'‘Sholto," she turned up her face to him, defeatetidy love, but he
was moving her against him first, hands charged ettergy so that
electricity crackled along her veins.

‘You are quite beautiful,’ he said, 'and I've milsgeu unbearably.’

There was something different about his face, hygsge his
expression, as though he too was vulnerable, smtirdn her he
might have stopped breathing.

Her arms wertt around him and she pressed closérthen he
grasped her head again, turning her face back aprto'Come here
to me," he commanded, and as her mouth partedysaatit with his
own.

There was nothing elsapthing and he kissed her over and over, h
desire increasing, never satisfied. Roslynn knew whs swaying,
would have fallen, only he held her up to him, imsuth so questing
the sensations were enormous.

| love you!Mind, body, spirit cried out. He was even hurthmay, but

she didn't care, luxuriating in this hard possessithen, as though
he realised he had caught her up a fragile floheirforced himself to
release her, saying her name softly.

'‘Does that mean you love me?' she asked him, stgdigose brilliant
eyes.



'‘With every breath | take.' He was still half sugpw her, although
she was leaning back against the car. 'l thinksladittoo plain.'

'‘And you're used to hiding your emotions?"

He laughed and tucked her into the crook of his. dret's go up into
the house. Mrs Harper won't be there. | sent Heaodfer daughter's.’

'‘But she's in New Zealand!" Roslynn protested, ilogkup at him
swiftly.

‘That's right.' Sholto narrowed his eyes at hamny'Abjections?’
‘Well, there's no one to stop us making violentlov

'l promise | won't unless you want me to.'

‘Sholto.

He looked down at her, recognised all her feelengys picked her up.
'l think | wanted you to get over me.'

'Did you?' She looked into his eyes, unimpressed.
'‘God!" he muttered.

Inside the house flowers turned their faces to lmrmously
welcoming. Everything was exactly how it was befobeautiful,
mellow, well loved and well lived-in.

'l can't carry you any longer,' said Sholto, makéngke of his fluid
strength. 'That's more like it!" They sank togetihé&s one of the deep
sofas upholstered in a chinoiserie chintz. 'Nowt thae're so
comfortable, you can go to sleep.'

‘Yes,' she said dreamily, 'with you.'



'‘Please, darling, | care so much about you.'
'It's what | want.’

'‘God knows it's what | want too," he said thicklgut I want
something more for you. | want our wedding day ¢otlhe happiest
day of your life, perfect, new, an inspiration.’

‘Are you certain you're going to marry me?' shesdsk
. 'More to the point,' argoucertain?'
'I came back," Roslynn pointed out.

‘And | gave up the struggle long ago. There's mgthiwant more in
my life than to have you with me for ever.'

‘You can kiss me, can't you?' she said.

Sholto looked down at her and brushed his fingarsugh her hair,
grasping the silky curls. 'l don't begrudge youeav fkisses,' he
smiled, 'devastating as they might be. | thinkblatter take you up to
Gran tonight.’

‘Do you doubt your own control?' Her silvery eyeaded him.
'l do," he said dryly. ‘My body is crying out fooly.'
‘And what about your mind?' She tried to enciretevirist.

'It followed you over to England, | think. | camifive the anxiety
hanging over me. | need you at my side.'

'Oh, yes,' she said, as though she had suddenighhof something,
'Is it really true Laura got married?'



‘To a very prosperous fellow not in his first youth
'Elizabeth said about sixty.'

‘But very rich.' He leant his head back and sighaftthy the devil are
we talking about Laura? Dittnshe try to cause enough trouble? Ar
that wretched young nephew of hers!

'‘Well, | think you settled him, to be sure." Nowamy long weeks
later, Roslynn could smile. Laura's plans and trey wuke had
conspired to help her were long ago. It was evéfcdlit to believe
Luke had arranged a seduction scene that haddefivalking miles
up a winding road until Sholto had found her. Tleeywnext day the
Edwards cut short their holiday on the mountain &adra found
herself at the end of a dream.

'Still sleepy?' Sholto asked in his beautiful, temndoice.

'Fine now.' She stretched her slender arms up aciccked his neck.
'Is it imperative we wait until we're married?'

'Yes, my precious one. You don't know me half st agyou think.'
He moved her mouth to beneath his and kissed wlgldis hands
dropping to her breasts for a moment.

‘Sholto," she took a deep breath when he releasgdhler voice
hushed with the realisation there were many mysstdno be revealed,
'I'm not certain if I'll be woman enough for you.'

'‘Magic!" his lips were at her ear, his arms tightly arobed 'For me,
you're quite flawless.'

'Still, we can't stay the night?'

'No.' He tapped her on the chin and glanced downsatvatch. "You
know as well as | do that would be extremely daoger Whatever



my strong urges, I'm going to back off. You are omyy, perfect love
and | know what I'm talking about. I'll remind yaun our wedding
night—which will be as soon as | can arrange it.'

‘Wonderful!" She lifted his strong, lean hand amnss&d the palm. 'l
like a man who can think positively.'

'Even when it makes me ache.' His blue-green eywe like living
jewels. 'l think I'll get you something to eat, lnatfore that, we'll ring
Gran.' He stood up unexpectedly, lifting her at #ane time as
though she were no more than a doll.

‘Do you really think you're going to surprise heR#slynn asked,
experiencing such a rush of happiness it was alhkastioating.

Sholto stopped beside the phone, lowered her téele¢but kept his
arm around her. He dialled the number slowly, beedRoslynn was
pressing little longing kisses along his jawlinet finally he heard
his grandmother's rich, penetrating tone over tinesw

'Hi," he said, his voice warm with love. 'Yes, singved over an hour
ago. Yes, she's with me. . . ." He felt more thean Roslynn's hand
come up to take the phone. 'We've got somethingjltgou.’

'Hello, Gran," Roslynn heard herself saying, hemihwous eyes filled
with tears. Gran. Sholtéiome.



