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And some win peace who spend The skill of wordsto sweeten despair Of finding consolation
where Life has but one dark end.

from"TheRiddlers" by Walter de la Mare

One

Itismy soul that calls upon my name.
—Shekegpere Romeoand Juliet (Act 11, Sc.ii)

My lover cameto meon thelast night in April, with amessage and awarning that sent me hometo
him.

Put like that, it sounds strange, though it is exactly what happened. When | try to explainit will no
doubt sound stranger Hill. Let me put it dl downin order.

| wasworking in Funchd, Madeira Funchd isthe main town of that lovely Atlanticidand, and, in
spite of its having been aport of cal for dmost every ship that has crossed the ocean since sometimein
the fourteenth century, the town is gtill smdl and charming, its steep aleys tumbling down the lavadopes
of theidand's mountain spine, its streetsfull of flowers and trees, its very pavements made of patterned
mosaic which glistensin the sun. | was working as receptionist and tourist guide at one of the new hotels
east of thetown. This sounds an easy job, but isn't; in tourist time, which in Madeirais dmost thewhole
year, it ishard indeed; but what had led meto apply for the job wasthat very few qualifications seemed
to be needed by a"Y oung lady of good appearance, willing to work long hours." Both these
qudifications were mine; appearance was just about al 1'd got, and | would have worked any hoursto
make some money. Whether | was the best for thejob | don't know, but it happened that the people
who owned the hotel had known my father, so | was hired. The old-boy network they call it. Well, it
works, as often as not. Y ou may not get the brightest and the best, but you do get someone who talks
your own language, and who is usualy someone you can get back at theway it will hurt, if they let you
down.



It'sbarely ayear since the things happened that | am writing about, but | find that | am aready
thinking of my father asif he werelong gone, part of the past. Asheisnow; but on that warm April night
in Madeirawhen my love told meto go and see him, Daddy was dive, just.

| didn't deep inthe hotel. The friendswho owned it had a quinta, acountry estate afew kilometers
out of Funchal, where the pine woods dope down the mountains towards the sea. Y ou reached the place
by alane which led off the Machico road, a steep grey ribbon of lava setts, bordered in summer with
blue and white agapanthus standing cool againgt the pine woods, their sslemsvibrating in the draft of the
running water in the levada at the road's edge. The house was big and rather ornate in the Portuguese
syle, sanding in wide groundsfull of flowers and carefully watered grass and every imaginable exctic
shrub and flowering tree, dramaticaly set againgt the cool background of mountain pines. The owners
lived there dl winter, but at the beginning of April, most years, went back to England to their housein
Herefordshirewhich lay just acrossthe Mavern Hillsfrom ours. They werein England now, and the
quintawas shuttered, but | lived in what they called the garden house. Thiswasaplain, sngle-story
building at the foot of the garden. Itswalls were pink-washed like those of the big house, and insdeit
was smple and bare—scrubbed floors and big echoing grey-walled rooms datted all day against the sun,
beautifully quiet and airy, and smelling of sunburned pines and lemon blassom. My bedroom window
opened on one of the camelliaavenues which led downhill towardsthe lily pools where frogs croaked
and splashed dl night. By the end of April the camellias are just about over, the browned blossoms
swept away, dmost asthey drop, by the immacul ate Portuguese gardeners; but the Judastreesarein
flower, and the angd's-trumpets, and the wigteria, al fighting their way up through a dreamer’s mixture of
cloudy blossom where every season'sflowersflourish (it seems) all year. And the roses are out. Not
roses such as we have at home; roses need their cold winter'srest, and here, forced asthey areinto
perpetud flower by the climate, they grow pae and dack-petalled, on thin, over-supple stems. There
were roses on thewall of the garden house, moonbursts of some white, loose-globed flower which
showered half across my bedroom window. The breeze that blew therain cloudsfromtimeto
time across the moonlight tossed the shadows of the roses over wall and celling again and again, each
time the same and yet each time different, asthe roses moved and the petals loosened to the
breeze.

| was gtill awake when he came. He had not been to mefor so long that at first | hardly recognized
what was happening. It was just my name, softly, moving and fading through the empty room
as the rose shadows moved and faded.

Bryony. Bryony. Bryony Ashley.

"Yes?' | found | had said it dloud, asif words were needed. Then | came fully awake, and knew
where | was and who wastalking to me. | turned over on my back, staring up at the high celling of that
empty room where the moonlit shadows, in atill pause, hung motionless and insubstantial. As
insubstantia asthe lover who filled the nighttime room with his presence, and my mind with his
voice.

Bryony. At last. Listen. . . . Are you listening?

Thisisnot how it came through, of course. That is hard to describe, if not downright impossible. It
comes through neither in words nor in pictures, but—I can't put it any better—in sudden blocks of
intelligence that are thrust into one's mind and dotted and locked there, the way a printer locks
the linesinto place, and thereisthe page with al its meanings for you to read. With these
thought-patterns the whole page comes through at once; | suppose it may be like
block-reading, though | have never tried that. They say it comes with practice. Well, he
and | had had all our lives to practice; | had known him all my twenty-two years, and he



(this much I could tell about him) was not much older.

| suppose that when we were children we must both have sumbled and made mistakes, as
normd children do with reading, but | cannot remember a time when we couldn't confront each
other, mind to mind, with ease. To begin with it seemed like sharing dreams, or having (as| believeis
common among children) an imaginary companion who shared everything with me, and who was more
red even than the cousnswho lived near us, or than my friends at school. But, unlike most children, |
never spoke about him. | don't think thiswas through fear of ridicule or disbdlief; the experience was
something | took very much for granted; but somehow, imposed over those thought-patterns,
there was a censor which wouldn't alow me to share him with anyone e se, even my parents. And the
same censor must have worked with him. Never by the smalest sign or fatering of the patternsdid he let
me know who he was, though, from the shared memoriesthat we had, | knew he must be someone close
to me, and it was a safe bet that he was one of my Ashley cousins, who had played with me at
Ashley Court daily when | was a child, and who had later on shared dmost every holiday. It'sa
gift that goesin families, and there were recordsthat it ran in ours: ever since the Elizabeth Ashley
who was burned at the stake in 1623, there had been arecord, necessarily secret, of Strange
"seeings' and thought-transference between members of the family. By the same token my lover knew
me, sncel wasthe only Ashley girl, and for thelast year or so had addressed meflatly as "Bryony."
There again, | only use the name for convenience; you might dmost say hecadled me"You," butin
amanner which identified mefully. Inreturn | caled him"Aghley," in an atempt to make him identify
himsdlf. He never did, but accepted the name as he had accepted "Boy" and sometimes, in
unwary moments, "Love," with the same guarded and gentle amusement with which he parried
every attempt | had lately madeto force him to identify himsdf. All | could get from him wasthe
assurance that when the time was right we would know each other openly; but until that time we must be
close only in thought.

I know | haven't explained this well, but then it is a thing I haveknown dl my life, and that |
gather very few people know at al. When | was old enough to see the gift as something unique and
secret, | tried to read about it, but all that could be found under headingslike " Telepathy" or
"Thought-transference" never seemed quiteto tally with thiseasy private line of communication that we
owned. Intheend | gave up trying to analyze the experience, and went back to accepting it as| had
donewhen achild. Though | gathered from my reading that giftslike this could be uncomfortable, and
had been in times past downright dangerous, it had never worried meto possess it. Indeed, | could
hardly imagine life without it. | don't even know when he became alover aswell as acompanion; a
change in the thought-patterns, | suppose, as unmistakable asthe changesin one€'sbody. And if it ssems
absurd that one should need and offer love without knowing the body one offersit to, | suppose that
unconscioudy the body dictates a need which the mind supplies. With usthe mindstrandated our need
into vivid and holding patterns which were ex changed and accepted without question, and—since
bodily responses were not involved—tather comfortably.

It was probable that when we met and knew one another physically it would be less
simple, but at the moment there seemed to be no prospect of this. Y ou can't, out of the blue, ask a
second cousin who has given no hint of it: "Areyou the Ashley who talksto me privatey?' | did oncetry
to probe. | asked Francis, the youngest of my three cousins, if he ever had dreams of people so vivid that
he confused them with redity. He shook his head, apparently without interest, and changed the
subject. So | summoned up my courage to ask the twins, who were my seniors by almost four
years. When | spoke to James, the younger of the two, he gave me astrange look, but said no, and he
must have told Emory, histwin, because Emory started probing & mein histurn. Full of questions he
was, and rather excited, but somehow in the wrong way, the way the psychical research people
werewhen Rob Granger, the farmer's son at home, said he'd seen a ghostly priest waking
through thewalls of Ashley church, and everyone thought it might be Cardina Wolsey who wasthere as



ayoung man; but it turned out to be the Vicar going down in his dressing gown to pick up the spectacles
hed left behind in the vestry.

My lover says—and hesaid it in clear only yesterday— that | have got so used to
communicating in thoughtblocks that | am not good with words any more. | never get to
the point, hetellsme, and if | did | couldn't stick there. But | shadl havetotry, if | am to write down the
full story of the strange things that happened at Ashley Court a year ago. Write it | must, for
reasons which will be made plain later, and to do that | suppose| ought to start by saying
something about the family. What | have written so far makes us sound like something from adubious old
mel odrama—which would not be far wrong, because the family isas old as Noah, and | suppose you
could say it's asrotten as awaterlogged Ark. Not abad simile, because Ashley Court, our home, isa
moated manor that was built piecemeal by a series of owners from the Saxons on, none of whom had
heard of damp courses, but it isvery beautiful, and brings in something over two thousand ayear, not
counting outgoings, from the twenty-five-penny tourists, God bless them.

The family goes back further even than the oldest bits of the house. There was an
Ashley—tradition says he was cdled Almeric of the Spears, which in Anglo-Saxon is pronounced
something like "Asher"—who fled in front of the Daneswhen they cameraiding up the Severnin
the tenth century, and established hisfamily in the densely forested land near the foot of the Malvern
Hills. There had been settlers there before; it was said that when the British, earlier ill, had fledin
front of the Saxons, they had lived on like ghogtsin the fragments of a Roman house built where a
curve of theriver let thesunlight in. Of this early settlement there was no trace except the remains
of some tile kilns half a mile from the house. The Saxons dug amoat and led theriver intoit, and
holed up safely until the Conquest. The Saxon Ashley was killed in the fighting, and the
incoming Norman took his widow and the land, built a stone keep on the idand and a drawbridge to
serveit, then took the name aswell, and settled down to rear Ashley children who were all,
probably to his fury, fair and pale-skinned and tall, and Saxon to the bone. The Ashleys
have always had a talent for retaining just what they wanted to retain, while adapting immediatdly
and without effort to thewinning sde. The Vicar of Bray must have been a close relation. We were
Catholics right up to Henry VIII, then when the Great Whore got him we built apriest's hole and
kept it tenanted until we saw which side the wafer was buttered, and then somehow there
we were under Elizabeth, staunch Protestants and bricking up the priest's hole and learning
the Thirty-nine Articles off by heart, probably aloud. None of us got chopped, right through
Bloody Mary, but that'sthe Ashleysfor you. Opportunists. Rotten turncoats. We bend with the wind of
change—and we stay a Ashley. Even in the nineteen-seventies, with no coat left to turn, and
with everything loaded against us, we stayed. The only difference was, we lived in the
cottage instead of the Court.

Nothing isleft now of theformal gardens, which had once been beautiful, but which | had
never known as other than neglected, with the wild, tanglewood charm of a Seeping Beauty
backdrop. The lovely, crumbling old house on its moated idand, and the wilderness surrounding,
wered| that was|eft of an estate which had once been half a county wide, but which by my father's
time had shrunk to a strip of land aong theriver, the gardens themsdves, the buildings of what had
once been a prosperous home farm, and a churchyard. | think the church officially belonged as
well, but Jonathan Ashley—my father—didn't indgst on this. The church stood in its green graveyard
just beside our main drive gates, and when | was a little girl 1 used to believe that the bells were
ringing right in the tops of our limetrees. To this day the scent of lime blossom brings back to methe
church bellsringing, and the sight of the rooks going up into the air like smuts blown from a bonfire.

Thiswasdl that was eft of the groundslaid out by the Cavaier Ashley. He, incidentally, must have
been the only Cavdlier throughout England who did not melt the family slver down for Charles|. He



wouldn't, of course. | suspect that the only reason hisfamily didn't officialy turn Roundhead was because
of the clothes and the haircut. Anyway, they saved the Court twice over, because my father sent most of
the silver to Chrigtie'sin 1950, and we lived on it, and kept the place up after afashion until | was seven
or eight years old. Then we moved into one wing of the house, and opened therest up to the public. A
few years later, after my mother died, Daddy and | moved out dtogether, to livein the gardener's
cottage, apretty little place at the edge of the apple orchard, with atiny garden fronting on the |ake that
drained the moat. Our wing of the Court was put in the hands of our lawyer to let if he could. We had
been lucky in this, and our most recent lessee was an American businessman who, with hisfamily, had
been in resdence for the past haf year. We had not met the Underhills oursalves, because, eight months
before the April night when my story starts, my father, who had arheumatic heart, contracted a bad
bronchitis, and after he recovered from this, his doctor urged him to go away for a spell in adrier
climate. | was working in an antique shop in Ashbury at the time. We sold abit more of the
slver, shut the cottage up, and went to Bad Tolz, alittle spatown in Bavaria, pleasantly stuated on the
River Isar. My father had often been there as ayoung man, visiting afriend of his, one Walther Gothard,
who now had a considerable reputation as a Kur-Doktor, and had turned his house into a sanatorium.
Daddy went there ssmply to rest, and to be cared for by Herr Gothard, who, for old times sake, took
him chegply. | stayed for amonth, but he mended so rapidly in that air that it wasimpossible to worry
any more, so, when the Madeira job was suggested, | was easily persuaded to go. Even my lover,
when | asked him, said there was nothing to go homefor. | only haf liked thiskind of
reassurance, but it was true that none of my cousinswas at Ashley, and the cottage in winter and the
damps of early soring looked lonely and uninviting; so in the end | took the job, and went of f
happily enough to the sun and flowers of Funcha, with no ideain the world that | would never see
my father alive again.

Bryony?

Yes. I'm awake. What is it? But the trouble was there dready, intheroom. It settled over
mein aformlessway, like fog; no colour, neither dark nor light, no smell, no sound; just a clenching
tension of pain and the fear of death. The sweat sprang hot on my skin, and the sheet scraped
under my nails. | sat up.

I've got it, | think. It's Daddy. . . . He must have been taken ill again.
Yes. There's something wrong. | can't tell more than that, but you ought to go.

| didn't stop then to wonder how he knew. There was only room for just the onething, the
distress and urgency, soon to be transmuted into action; the telephone, the airfield, the ghastly dow
journey to befaced. . . . Itonly crossed my mind fleetingly then to wonder if my father himsdlf had the
Adhley gift; he had never given meahint of it, but then neither had | told him about myself. Had he
been "read" by my lover, or even been in touch with him . . . ? But there was denial
stamped on the dark. With the denia came over akind of uncertainty, puzzlement with an element of
extradoubt running through it, like athread of the wrong colour through a piece of weaving.

But it didn't matter how, and through whom, it had got to him. It had reached him, and now it
had reached me.

Can you read me, Bryony? You're a long way off.

Yes. | canreadyou. I'll go. .. I'll go straight away, tomorrow—today? There was a flight
at eight; they would surely takeme. . .. Then urgently, projecting it with everything | had: Love?

It was fading. Y es?



Will you be there?
Again denial printed on the dark; denial, regret, fading . . .
Oh, God, | said soundlessly. When?

Something else came through then, strongly through thefading degth cloud, shouldering it
aside; comfort and love, as old-fashioned as potpourri and as sweet and sane and haunting. It was asif
the rose shadows on the celling were showering their scent down into the empty room. Then
there was nothing left but the shadows. | was alone.

| threw the sheet off and knotted arobe round me, and ran for the telephone.
As| put ahand onit, it began to ring.
Adhley, 1835

He stood at the window, looking out into the darkness. Would she come tonight? Perhaps, if she
had heard the news, she would think he could not be here, waiting for her; and indeed, for very
decency, he surely ought not to have come. . . .

He scowled, chewing hislip. What, after dl, was alittle more scanda? And thiswas their last
time—the last time it would be like this. Tomorrow was for the world, the angry voices, the laughter,
the cold wind. Tonight was till their own.

He glanced acrossin the direction of the Court. The upper stories showed, above the hedges, asa
featureless bulk of shadow against awindy sky. No lights. No lights showing anywhere. Hiseye
lingered on the south wing, where the old man lay behind a darkened window.

Something like a shudder shook him. He tugged at his neckcloth, and found his hand shaking. She
must come. Dear God, she had to come. He could not face the night without her. Hislonging, stronger
even than desire, possessed him. He could dmost fed the call going out, to bring her to him through the
dark.

Two
Find them out whose names are written herel
—Romeo and Juliet, |, ii

Madeirato Madrid, Madrid to Munich, from Munich the express out to Bad Tolzinthe Isar Valley;
It was twenty-seven hours after the telephone call came from Walther Gothard before the taxi did up to
the sanatorium doors and Herr Gothard himself came down the steps to meet me.

Twenty-seven hoursisalong timefor aman to hold on to life when heisrising sixty with adicky
heart and has been knocked clean off the road by apassing car and |eft therettill the next passerby should
find him. Which had not happened for about four hours.

Jon Ashley had not held on for twenty-seven hours. He was dead when | got to Bad Tolz. He had
come round long enough to speak to Walther, then he had dept; and deeping, died.

I knew, of course. It had happened while | was on the plane between Funcha and Madrid. And
then it was over, and | blotted it out and watched the clouds without seeing them, and waited in acurious
kind of limbo of relaxation while the Caravelle took me nearer and uselesdy nearer his dead body; and



waited, too, for my lover to come with what comfort he could offer. But he did not come.

Wadther and hiswife were divinely kind. They had done everything that had to be done. They had
arranged for the cremation, and had telephoned the newsto the family lawyers in Worcester. Mr.
Emerson, the partner who dealt with the Ashley affairs, would by now have been in touch
with Cousin Howard, the father of the twinsand of Francis. And of course Walther and Elsa
Gothard had been closeted, hour after hour, with the police.

The police were till asking questions, and with most of the questions as yet unanswered. The
accident had taken place on the road up from the town, just a dusk. Thiswastheway my taxi had
brought me. The Wackersberger Strasse climbs out of the newish quarter of the town beyond the
river bridge. Once past the last of the houses the road reverts abruptly to its country status and winds,
narrow and in placesfairly steep, through the climbing woods. My father, who had been so
much better (said Walther) that he had been talking of going home for the summer, had gone down to the
town to buy some things he needed, including a bottle of Walther's favourite brandy asagift, and had
apparently started to walk back. No doubt he would have taken the bus when it caught him
up. But when the bus climbed that way there was no sign of him. A car, going fast, and clinging to the
edge of abend, had apparently struck him a hard, glancing blow which flung him clear off the
road and down the slope into the edge of the wood. He hit his head on atree trunk, and was
knocked unconscious, hidden from the road by the bushes into which he had been flung. The car drove
off, leaving him lying there, barely visible in the dusk, until some four hourslater when acydlist, pushing
his machine uphill a the edge of the road, ran atire over ajag of the broken brandy bottle. When he
wheded the crippled cycleto lean it againgt atree trunk, he saw my father lying among the bushes. The
man took him at first for adrunkard; the brandy till reeked in his clothes. But drunk or no, the wound on
his head was black and crusty with blood, so the cyclist wobbled off down the road on hisfront rim until
another car overtook him, and he stopped it.

It was Walther Gothard's. He, growing anxious after two buses had come and gone with no
dggnof hisfriend, had telephoned various places where he thought the latter might be,
intending to drive down himself and bring him home. Findly, failing to locate him, he st out to
look for him. Hetook the unconscious man straight up to the sanatorium, and telephoned the
police, who, having examined the scene of the accident, confirmed the doctor's guess a what must have
happened. But four hours start isfour hours start, and the guilty driver had not been traced.

Herr Gothard told me about it, Stting in his big consulting room with the picture window framing the
prospect of rolling pastures, smooth as brushed velvet, and looking asif they had been shaved out of the
thick foreststhat hung like thatch eaves above them. A bowl of blue hyacinths on the desk filled the room
with scent. Besideit lay the smdll pile of objects which had come from Daddy's pockets: keys, a
notecase | had given himwith theinitids J.A. samped in gilt; aslver balpoint pen with the sameinitids; a
penknife, nail clippers, a handkerchief newly laundered and folded; the letter | had writtento
him aweek ago. | looked away from thisat Herr Gothard, who sat quietly, watching me, the
gold-rimmed bifocals winking on his broad pale face. No longer Daddy's friend, with ashoulder | could
cry onif | needed it; now hewasjust a doctor, who had heard and seen it dl before, and the room itsdlf
had held so much of pain and emotion and courage that it was coloured by none of them. | sat camly,
whilehetold me what had happened.

"He came round towards morning and talked alittle, avery little. Not about the accident, though;
we questioned him as much as we dared, but he seemed to have forgotten about it. He had
other things on his mind."

"YS,)'



"You, mainly. | couldn't get it clear, I'm afraid. He said, 'Bryony, tell Bryony," once or twice,
then seemed not to be ableto put it into words, whatever it was. | thought at first he was anxiousin
case you had not been told about the accident, so | reassured him, and said | had talked to you on the
telephone, and that you were on your way. But he still worried at it. We got afew snatches, no more,
none of which made much sense, then in the end he got something more out. It was
'‘Bryony—y little Bryony—in danger.' | asked what danger, and he could not answer me. He died at
about ten o'clock.”

| nodded. Between Funchal and Madrid; | knew the exact moment. Walther talked on,
professondly smooth and calm; | think he was telling me about Daddy's stay in Wackersberg,
and what they had done and talked of together. I have no recollection of anything he said, but to this day
| can remember every petd on the blue hyacinthsin the bowl on the desk between us.

"And that was all ?"

"All?" Herr Gothard, interrupted in midsentence, changed direction without a tremor.
"All that Jon said, you

"Yes. I'm sorry. | wasn't really taking in—"

"Please." He showed a hand, pale and smooth with scrubbing. "I did not imagine you were. Y ou ask
mewhat se Jon said at the end. | have it here."

He did the hand into adrawer of the desk, and brought out a paper.

| don't know why | was so surprised. | just stared, without moving to take the paper. "You
wrote it down?"

"The policeleft amanto St by hisbed,” explaned Walther gently, "in case he managed to
say anything about the accident which might help them to trace the culprit. It dways happens, you
know."

"Yes, of course. | knew that. One never quite thinks of oneself in those contexts, | suppose.”

"The officer spoke very good English, and he took down everything Jon said, whether it seemed to
him to make sense or not. Do you read shorthand?"

"Y&"

"It's all here, every word that was intelligible. | was with Jon myself most of thetime. There
was another emergency that morning, so | had to leave him for awhile, but as soon as he showed signs
of coming round they sent for me, and | stayed with him after that until he died. Thisis all that
he said. | am sorry it does not make more sense, but perhapsit does, for you.”

He handed me the paper. The pothooks straggled alittle wildly across the page, asif written too
hurriedly, on apad balanced on someone's knee. Walther slid another sheet of paper across
the desk towards me. "I made a transcript of it, just in case. Y ou can compare them |ater,
if you like."

The transcript was typed, with no attempt at making sense. Just a string of words and phrases,
punctuated seemingly at random.

Bryony. Tl Bryony. Tell her. Howard. James. Would havetold. The paper, it'sin William's
brook. In thelibrary. Emerson, the keys. The cat, it'sthe cat on the pavement. The map. Theletter. In



the brook.
It broke off there, and started again on afresh line:

Tdl Bryony. My little Bryony be careful. Danger. Thisthing | can fed. Should have told you, but
one must be sure. | did tel Bryony's [word indistinguishable]. Perhaps the boy knows. Tell the boy.
Trust. Depend. Do what'sright. Blessing.

| reed it doud dowly, then looked up at Wather. My face must have been blank. He nodded,
answering the ungpoken question.

"I'm sorry. That redly isdl, exactly aswe heard him. Y ou see where he found it too much for him,
and stopped for awhile. He was still conscious, and worrying at it, so welet him speak. The last
word, I'm not sure about that. | thought it might have been'blesshim," but the officer was sureit
was'blessing.' Does it make any sense to you at all?"

"No. Scraps here and there, but no. Nothing important enough to be so much on his mind then. I'd
have thought—I mean, if he knew how ill he was, I'd have thought . . . you know, just

messages.

"Yes, wdll, it may mean more later, when you have had time to study it."

"There's this about a letter. It might all be there. Did he leave a letter?" | knew the
answer already. If there had been aletter for me, Walther would have given it to me
sraight away.

"I'm afraid not," he said, "and there was nothing mailed from herewithin thelast day or 0. |
checked. But it is possible that he took something down with him to mail from Bad Tolz yesterday. In
which case it will be on its way to Madera. No doubt they will forward it Sraight away to your
home."

The last sentence came with perceptible hesitation. Thereis something strange, | suppose, intheidea
of aletter arriving from the dead. | didn't find it so. It was abreak in the clouds of that dark day.
Something of the sort must have shown in my face, because Walther added, gently: "It'sonly aguess,
Bryony. Theword itsdf was aguess. If thereis anything, it may not even be for you.”

“I'll find out once | get home."

| would of course have to go home to England now, and it had aready been arranged that | would
take my father's ashes back to the Court, as he had wished.

Walther nodded. "And after that? Do you intend to stay there?”"
"Il haveto, | think, until things are settled.”
"It may takealong time."

"It'ssureto. It'll be beastly complicated, | gather, but Mr. Emerson will do al thefixing. | suppose
Daddy told you that the estate doesn't go to me, but is entailed to the nearest mae heir? That's my
father's cousin, Howard Ashley, who livesin Spain.”

Walther nodded. ™Y our lawyer said something about it when we spoke over the telephone. He had
not been able to get in touch directly with Mr. Howard Ashley, he said. It seemsthat heisill."



"Y es. Daddy told me so last time hewrote. It'savirus pneumonia, and | gather that Cousin
Howard's been pretty bad. | don't suppose helll be able to attend to any businessfor along time. Emory
and Jameswill haveto seeto things.”

"S0 | imagine. It seemsthat thiswas one of the things your father had on hismind. Emory—a
drange name, surely?'

"l supposeitis. It'san old Saxon namethat crops up in the family from timeto time. | think it'sthe
sameasAlmeric.”

"Ah, then | have aso heard it in Germany. They aretwins, are they not, this James and Emory?'

"Y es, identica twins. When they were boys, no one could tell them apart, except the family—and
sometimes, when they weretrying it on deliberately, not even the family. It'snot so hard now, but | il
wouldn't bet onitif they redlly tried to fool you. They're twenty-seven. Emory's the elder, half
an hour's difference, something like that."

"A big difference when it comes to inheriting an estate,” said Walther drily.

| said, just asdrily: "A crumbling old house that never quite got over the flood ten years back, and a
few acres of garden gone wild, and a ruined farm? Some legacy."

"As bad as that? Jon loved it."
"Sodol."
"And your cousns?'

"l don't know. | don't see why they should. They were brought up there, the same as me; Cousin
Howard had a house lessthan amile away. But whether they want a beautiful old millstone round their
necks|'ve no idea. Beautiful old mill stones take money."

"1 understood they had plenty of that."

"1 suppose they have." Whether they would want to spend it on Ashley was another matter
which | didn't pursue. | did not know agreat ded about the wine shipper's business which Howard
Ashley had started some years back, except that it had always seemed to prosper. In the
early days, when it wasrdatively smal, it had been based in Brigtol, and the family had lived near
us in Worcestershire. Then when the twins were about thirteen, and Francis eleven, the
boys' mother died, and after that the three of them seemed moreor less to live with us at the
Court. Certainly they spent their school holidayswith us; their father wasin Bristol during the week,
and his housekeeping arrangements were so erratic that my mother findly intervened and took my three
cousinsin. There would have been ample room, in those days, for Howard aswell, but, though there had
never been anything gpproaching cool ness between him and my parents, they could not have
happily settled to share a house. The three boys were dispatched home to their father most
weekends, until, some five years after hiswife's death, Cousn Howard went off to Mexico City to
negotiate adeal of some kind, and met a Spanish-Mexican girl and married her. Her family was
wealthy, and also connected with the wine trade. Howard's ded had been with the girl'sfather,
Miguel Pereira, who owned a share of a progperous businessin Jerez. Howard took his new wife off to
Europe, and they eventuadlly settled in Spain. Emory took over the Bristal offices, and James more or less
commuted between the two.

"Would your cousin Howard want to come back to live a Ashley?' asked Wdther.



"I'venoidea | don't honestly know him so very well. | was only fourteen when heleft, and | was
away a school most of thetime. | doubt if hiswife would want to live there, though. She's years younger
than Cousin Howard, and she'd hardly want to settlein aremotelittle place like Ashley. But | suppose
oneof the boys might.”

"Theboys. . ." Wdther said it hdf to himsdlf, and | redized that he was thinking of the paper | ill
held in my hand. But he only said: "I understand the two elder ones are in their father's business. What
about the youngest?'

"Francis? Oh, heis, too. Rather reluctantly, | think. He doesn't have hisfamily's head for
business—he's more like our Side. But he'swith hisfather now in Jerez. | think he went into it almost
absentmindedly, while he marked time and thought out what he redlly wanted to do. He hasto earn a
living someway, and | suppose Spain is as pleasant aplace as any. He's a poet.”

"Oh." Wdther amiled. "A good one?"

"How would | know? | never got much beyond Y eats and Walter delaMare. Didn't want to,
considering the sort of thingsthat get printed now. | can't understand aword Franciswrites, but | like
Francis, so let's say heisagood one."

The sun twinkled on the gold-rimmed glasses. "He's not married, ishe?!

"No." I met hiseyes. "And nor arethetwins, Dr. Gothard. At least, they weren't when | last saw
them. We're not wildly good correspondents, my cousinsand I." (Except for you, Ashley my lover.
Emory? James? Francis?) | raised my brows at Wather. Y ou've been listening to Daddy, haven't you?
That was his plan, too. Get me back to Ashley somehow. . . . But Francis would be no good, obvioudly.
It would have to be the eldest, and that's Emory."

He smiled. " Something of the sort wasin my mind, | confess. It is such an obvious solution. Y ou stay
a Ashley, and so do your children. | am sure your father had some sort of hope that it might
happen. | think he saw you staying on there

"Hedidn't say who with?" | waslooking down at the paper in my hand. "Thisthing 1 can fedl. . . .
Perhaps the boy knows." And then, "I did tell Bryony's"—Bryony's what? Bryony'slover?|
wondered sharply, but with akind of certainty about it, whether my father had known, or
guessed, enough about my secret love to bank, entail or no, on my lifelong connection with Ashley
Court.

"No," said Wdther. "Hedidn't." My thoughts had gone on from my own question with such speed
that for amoment | couldn't make out what he was referring to. He saw this; he wasvery
quick, was Herr Doktor Gothard. He nodded to the paper in my hands. "Y ou were studying that.
Have you worked some of it out?"

"Not redly. It sounds asif there's some paper, perhaps the | etter he speaks of, where hel's written
something important to me, and perhaps to Cousin Howard."

"And James”"

"Yes, | suppose so. But why James? | mean if Daddy had told Howard, then Howard
could have told the boys, whatever it was. It sounds asif it wasafamily matter. So why just
James?" (Like atreasure hunt, | was thinking, the mystification of papers and letters and
maps. It wasn't like him. Jon Ashley was sane and direct. So what did it mean? Andwhy
James?) | added, aloud: "This paper or map or whatever, he saysit's'in William's brook.' Well, that



smply does not make sense."”

"l know. A brook's another word for astream, isit not? | thought it was, and | looked it up
to make sure. It cannot mean anything else. | thought you might know what he mean."

"No idea. You said you were sure the words wereright.”

"Those, yes. To begin with he was pretty clear. | thought there might be asiream at
Ashley, something with aloca name, perhaps.”

"Not that | know of. TherewasaWilliam Ashley, certainly, early last century. 'Scholar Ashley' they
caled him; he was a hit of a Shakespeare scholar, in agtrictly private and amateur way. He was a post,
too. But the only brook in the place, apart from theriver, isthe overflow channd that helpsto control the
levd of the moat. It's never been cdled anything but the Overflow.” | stopped, struck by anidea. "It
might have been made by William, | suppose. Therésamaze a Ashley, and he built apavilionin the
middle, where he used to retire to write. The stream runs past the maze."

""The map'?" suggested Walther. "A map of the maze?'

"Perhaps. | don't see why it should matter. I've known the way in dl my life, and so have my
cousins." | shrugged. "In any casg, it's nonsense. How could a paper—amap, whatever you like—how
couldit bein astream?”

"| agree. But the next bit is surely more sensible. This paper could bein thelibrary, of which perhaps
Mr. Emerson has the keys? Does he keep keysto the Court?!

"l suppose he must have aset. One complete set was handed over to the tenants. They livein the
south wing, and normally al the rest of the houseislocked up, except for cleaning, and when the placeis
open to the public, but the Underhills have to have the keys to the locked rooms, because of fire
regulations.”

He merely nodded, and | didn't aborate. | assumed that Daddy had told him about our latest
tenants. The Underhills were wedthy Americans with permanent homesin Los Angelesand New Y ork,
and temporary ones, one gathered, here and there al over the world. Jeffrey Underhill was President of
Sacco International, a heavy construction firm which carried out government contractsin every part of
the globe. The family had been living in Los Angdes while the daughter, Cathy, was at school there, but
now they had come to England for ayear's stay, to be near Mrs. Underhill’ s sister, whose hushand was
stationed at the USAF base near Bristol. Asfar as Mr. Underhill was concerned, it didn't seem to matter
where he was based; | gathered he managed to struggle home most weekends, but spent hisweeks
shuttling between Paris, London, Mexico, and Teheran, where the company's current mgjor operations
were. He had told Mr. Emerson that it didn't make a bit of difference where he was actualy domiciled as
long as he got "back home" to Houston, Texas, for Board Mestings, and that hiswifewaskeento live
for awhileina"red old English home," and that it would do Cathy aworld of good to have ataste of
country peace and quiet. Mysalf, | wondered about that; | had never been to Los Angeles, but one could
imaginethat Ashley, in contrast, might possibly not have much to offer to an eighteen-year-old girl with al
themoney inthe world to burn. But they had stayed, and liked it, and | gathered that Cathy
was still there with them.

"Thebit about thecat,” | said. "Do you think the car might have swerved to avoid a cat, or
something, and was going too fast at the bend, and mounted the pavement and hit him?"

"It ispossble. That'sthe way the police seeit. There actualy isno pavement on that section of the
road, but thereisakind of footway worn in the verge of the wood, and, heaven knows, Jon might have



been speaking loosely when hetaks of a ‘pavement.’ That was where he had to stop talking
and rest for awhile."

"But this last bit, Dr. Gothard. He wasn't speaking loosely there. He says| haveto be
careful, and theré's some danger.”

"Indeed.” His eyes were troubled. "When he speaks of ‘thisthing | can fed,’ he seemsto mean
danger of somekind. It could hardly be pain; he was under sedation."

"He wouldn't mean that." | took a breath and met the kind paeeyesabovetheglinting
half-moons of glass. "Y ou're adoctor, so | don't expect you to believe me, but some of us— the
Adhleys, | mean—haveasortof . . . | canonly cdl itakind of telepathy. Empathy, perhaps? Er,
do you have that word?'

"Certainly. Wesay 'mit fuhlen." The power of entering imaginatively into someone else'sfedlings or
experience.”

"Y es, except that in our caseit's not just imaginative, it'sred. I've only known it work between
members of the family, and it'skind of spasmodic, but if someone you loveishurt, you know."

"Why should | not believe you?' he asked camly. "It's reasonably common.”

"1 know, but you'd be surprised—or perhaps you wouldn't—what people don't believe, or
don't want to believe. The Ashleys have had this thing in one degree or another as far back
as about the sixteen hundreds when the Jacobean Ashley married a gorgeous girl called
Bess Smith, who was haf gipsy. She was burned for witchcraft in the end. After that it sseemsto have
cropped up every so often, but we kept quiet about it. Anyway, it isn't the kind of thing you tell people.
Nobody likes being laughed at."

"You really think thisiswhat your father meant?"

"It might be. I've sometimes wondered. We never spoke about it, but I'm pretty sure he had
it to some extent. | know once when | was at school and fell out of atree and brokemy leg, he
telephoned about ten minuteslater to ask if | wasdl right. And last night in Madeira. . . Well, | felt
something, and | think some of it came from him. And ontheway here in the plane this morning, at
ten o'clock, | knew."

He said nothing for awhile. An early bee zoomed in through the open window, circled droning in the
aunlight, then homed in on the hyacinths and crawled up them, its wings quiet. Walther
stirred. "l see. But at the end, as you see, he satesthat he 'told' someone, presumably meaning
that he told him about thisimportant paper, and about this danger to you. If it isso very important, no
doubt 'he will tdl you. And if 'the boy knows," then perhaps 'the boy' may tell you, too?"

| watched the bee. | wasn't prepared to meet those kind, clever eyes. | ill had thisoneto
think about, mysdlf. "I did tell Bryony's. . . Perhaps the boy knows." Bryony'slover? It would take
a bit of adjustment to come to terms with the fact that my father had known. And if he had told
my lover something that mattered urgently to me, then my lover could tell me, and the mystery was
no mystery.

The bee, abandoning the hyacinths, shot straight for the window like a bullet, achieved the
open pane by a beewing's breadth, and was gone.

Wadther graightened in the big chair. "Wdl, we shdl leaveit, | think. Yes?Y ou must try to forget it



for the moment. When you have rested, and when the next few days are over, then you may find your
mind fresher, and you will see. It isvery possible that Mr. Emerson may have the answers aready, or
whoever of your family comes over on Friday. One of them surely will, and will take you home? It
may be '‘Bryony's cousin,’ the one who knows it all.”

"So it may. Dr. Gothard, will you tell me something truly?"
“If I can."

I knew from his eyes that from a doctor that meant "If | may," but that wasfair enough. |
sad: "If thedriver of that car had brought Daddy straight up to you here, could you have
saved him?'

| saw the wariness relax into relief. That meant he would tell me the truth. "No. If he
had been brought straight in he might have lived alittle longer, but | could not have saved
hm"

"Not even till | got here?"
"1 think not. It was a matter of hours only."

| drew abreath. Helooked at me curioudy. | shook my head. "No, | wasn't thinking of anything as
dramatic and useless asrevenge. That'sakind of self-defest, | waysfed. But if you had said'Yes I'd
never have dept until the police found the driver who did it. Asit is, he ran away out of fear and stupidity,
and maybe he's being punished enough dready. If the police ever do find him—" | paused.

"Yes?' he prompted.

| said flatly: "I don't want to know. | mean, | don't want to betold whoitis. | won't burden
myself with ausdess hate. Daddy's gone, and I'm here, with alifeto live. Those are the facts.”

| didn't add what | wasthinking: that he might not be quite gone, not from me, not from such asme.
| would go back to Ashley, and there, perhaps. . . But | wasn't sure where that path would lead, and
anyway that was another secret that was not for daylight. Walther said something about itsbeing a
seng ble attitude, and something more about my being very like my father, and then we talked about the
arrangements for the cremation on Friday, and for the day after that, when nothing more would remain
for me but to take my father's ashes home.

Ashley, 1835

The wind moved in the boughs outside. Creepers shifted and tapped against the walls of the
pavilion. Since the old man had been ill, the place had been neglected—mercifully, he thought, with a
wryness that made the young mouth look soured and wary.

He strained his eyes againgt the darkness. Still no movement, no sign. He pushed the casement open
afraction, listened. Nothing, except the rush of the overflow conduit past the maze, and thewind in the
beeches. Sudden gusts combed the crests of the yew hedges towards him, asif something were flying
past, invisble. A soul onitsway home, he thought, and the shudder took him again.

At least let us have some light. He shut the window, and the night sounds died. He pulled the
shutters close, and fastened them, then drew the heavy curtains across.

A candle stood on the writing table. He found alucifer and lit it. At once the room flowered with
light; golden curtains, rose-wreathed carpet, the bed's rich covering, the glittering sconces on the walls.



If he ever came here again, he would light those, too.

Three

Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your ninelives. . . .
—Romeo and Juliet, I11,i

| didn't go straight home when | got to England. Thefirst priority wasavidit to Mr. Emerson, our
solicitor, to find out if he had had aletter from my father, and if he could throw any light on the jumble of
words on Walther's paper.

No one had come to the cremation. Emory had telephoned from England, not to me but to
Wather, to say that Cousin Howard was still very ill, and that since Francis was away on leave, James
wastied to the Jerez office. Emory himsalf could not be free on Friday, but would cometo Ashley as
so0n as possible. He had no idea where Francis was, waking somewhere, he thought, in the Peak
Digtrict. Presumably the news had not got to him yet. No doubt he would call me as soon as he came
back. Meanwhile, said Emory, loveto Bryony . . .

So much for Bryony's cousin who would tell me what Daddy had meant, and take me home. And
50 much for Bryony'slover, who said nothing, either by day or night.

When | arrived in London | took the train straight to Worcester and booked in at asmall hotel
where no one knew me. Next morning | telephoned Mr. Emerson, and went to see him.

He was a youngish man, somewhere (I guessed) in his upper thirties, of medium height and running
abittoflesh, with around, good-tempered face and hair cut fashionably long. Hehad asmall
shrewd mouth, and small shrewd brown eyes camouflaged behind modishly huge, tinted spectacles, like
atelevison spy's. Otherwise he was correctly dressed and al most over-conventionally mannered,
but | had seen him fishing the Wye in stained old tweeds and a snagged sweater, up to the crotch in
the river and swearing in the far-from-lega sense of the word as he dipped and splashed over the
boulders, trying to land abig sdlmon single-handed. | liked him, and Daddy, | knew, had trusted
him completely.

It was dmost aweek now since my father's death, but Mr. Emerson did not make the mistake of
being too kind. We got thefirst civilities over, then he cleared histhroat, shifted a paper or two, and
sad: "Wel now, Miss Ashley, you do know that you may call on me to help you in any way.

. It will takeafair amount of timeto sort out your father's affairs, asyou know. None of that need
trouble you, aslong as you find yourself quite clear about the way the house and property areleft.”

| nodded. | had practically been brought up with the termsof the Ashley Trugt, asit was
cdled, which had been designed by an ancestor of mine, one James Christian Ashley, who
had inherited the property in 1850. He was a farsighted man, who had seen, even in the spacious days
of Victoria, that there might come atime when the incumbent of aplace like Ashley might find it hard to
protect what he, James Chrigtian, thought of as anationd treasure, and might even seek to disperseit.
This, James Christian was determined to prevent. He created atrust whereby, though the Court itself
must go outright to the nearest male heir, no part of the "said messuages' might be sold or disposed of
unless with the consent in writing of al adult Ashley descendants existing at the time of the proposed
disposa. My grandfather James Emory had managed, with the connivance of his brothers and one
distant cousin, to sell acouple of outlying farms which edged the main road, and to make atidy sum out
of some meadowland earnestly desired by the Midland Railway, and the proceeds had kept the
place in good heart until the cold winds sharpened to the killing frosts of the Second



World War. Since then, apart from the family slver, which had been sold with hiscousin's
consent, al the articles my father had sold had been things bought since 1850 or brought in by marriage,
and consequently uncontrolled by the trust. If my cousins had been in need of fundsthey would, | knew,
have found themsdlvesfairly well down to the scrapings.

Mr. Emerson was going on. "There's no immediate hurry over that. We can perhaps have another
meeting when you areless, er, pressed.” | knew that Walther had told him what my first busnesswas at
the Court. He shied ddlicately away from that, and went on: "Then thereis your father's Will. Hetold me
you have seen acopy, and know dl about its contents. It covers everything not included in the entail, or
embraced by the trust. The most important item is of course the cottage which is now your home. This,
with the orchard and garden, and the strip of land running aong the lake asfar as the main road, was
purchased after the creation of the trust, and comes, in consequence, outsde itsterms. It isleft toyouin
itsentirety. The Will isquite straightforward. There may be thingsthat you wish to discuss at alater
stage, but for the moment, would you like me just to take everything over for you? Settle what billsthere
are, and sort your father's correspondence? Or perhaps you would rather go through hisletters
yoursdf?'

"The persond ones, yes, | think so, please. I'd be glad if you'd deal with any business. Mr.
Emerson—"

IIY@I
"Has Daddy written to you recently? | mean, in the last few days?'

"No." He looked down at hisfingernails for amoment, then back at me. "l wastakingto Dr.
Gothard on the telephone yesterday, as a matter of fact.”

"Oh. Did he ask you about a letter, too?"
n/eg!
"And tdl you about the paper?’
"Peper?"
"The notes he took about what Daddy said before he died.”

"Ah, yes. Of course hedid not tell me what had been said. This'—with asudden, dry
primness—"was on the telephone.”

"I wanted to ask you about that, too. Most of it Herr Gothard and | couldn't make out at al, but
there is one reference to you, which we thought you'd be able to clear up for us. | made a copy for
you. Here."

He took the paper and read it swiftly, glanced briefly upat me, went through it again
dowly, and then athird time. Findlly helaid it on the desk. He leaned back in hischair, with his hands
flat on the blotter.

"Wdl. Yes. | s
"It's nonsense to you as well?"

"Pretty much, I'm afraid. But | think | can explain the reference to me. The tenants of the Court
have a set of keys, but not acomplete one. Certain keys were detached from that set, and are in my



keeping. | have, for instance, the strongroom key, and the one to the old muniment chest in the
Great Hall, and—yes, the samdl wall safe in the master bedroom, and al so the key that opens the
locked cases in the library."

"Have you?' Here, at last, was afragment that might make sense, though | was il far from
knowing what sort. Thelocked casesin thelibrary a Ashley housed William Ashley's collection of
Shakespeariana, and his own mercifully dim volume of verses, dong with the distinctly curious (inthe
book-trade sense of the word) collection made by William's son, the scapegrace Nick Ashley. The
grilles had been fixed after my father had found Emory and James, at the age of twelve, happily conning
one of Nick'stomes called Erotica Curiosa, fortunatdy in Latin, but withillustrations. Within afew
daysit was behind bars, dong with the rest of Nick's additionsto thelibrary, and those of William
Ashley's Shakespeare books that we imagined might be vauable, and afew other odd volumes, mostly
in Latin. | remember how Emory worked at hisLatin for a whole term, till he found he would
never get near the keys anyway, so he went back to normal.

"Thewall safesempty, | know that," | said. "Do you know what's in the strong-room
nowadays?"

"Therésvery little. Only what's | eft of the eighteenth-century silver, and one or two small things. |
believe there are some pieces of your mother's which are to be yours.”

"Those, yes, | know about them. Nothing else? No papers, letters, maps?"

"Not that | recollect. No, I'm sure there aren't. All the Ashley papers are lodged with us. That goes
for themuniment chest, too. There's nothing there now but spare blankets and theold stable
books and various other oddments. Oh, and adozen or so volumes of EmmaAshley'sdiaries.” He
added, drily: "A voluble lady. She was James Christian's mother, wasn't she?'

"She was. Is that where the diaries are? They used to bein thelocked section of the
library, dong with the other family books, but heaven knows they never needed to be locked
away from anyone. Shewas avery good woman, and afearful bore. | think she spent her wholelife
trying to expiate poor Wicked Nick'ssins" | thought for amoment. All the rest of the family books
were presumably still in the locked cases, and by the terms of the trust they would go with the
house. Most of the valuable books that did not come under those terms had aready been
sold. Perhapsit would not be such aformidable job after dl. "Do | need Cousin Howard's permission
to look around in there?"

"No."
"Then—" | stopped and sat up. "I've just remembered something."
"What isit?"

| said dowly, thinking back, "I think Daddy was going through the books in that section not long
before we went to Bavaria. | remember seeing astack of leatherbound books on one of the library
tables. He'd been dressing the bindings. Hed done that with other valuable books from timeto
time, so | thought nothing of it. He took one or two of them home, too, to the cottage. Perhaps he
found something about the family, or even about the trugt, that he thought we ought to know."

"It sounds reasonable. It could be checked, but it'll be abig job. Books always take the devil of a
timeto look through. Y ou can hardly tackle that library on your own."

"l could look, though, couldn't 1? The shelves are pretty empty now, apart from the family



tomes, and they'll dl till bethere” | smiled. "I might for decency's sake haveto hand some of Nick
Ashley's ot over to my cousins to go through. If they don't want to be bothered, I've afriend who
would help, Ledlie Oker, who has the second-hand bookshop in Ashbury. | suppose that, in any case,
everything will haveto be vaued?

"I'm afraid so. Well, | think you're right to take this very serioudy.” Helaid the paper
down on thedesk in front of him. "Anything that was so much on your father's mind at such a
time..." Helet it hang. His eyes went to the paper again, and he read for aminute, frowning.
Then, with aquick movement like adismissa, he opened a drawer and dipped the paper into it.
"You're going to Ashley today?"

"Y es. Thisafternoon. Mr. Emerson, what's the position about the Court? Am | still allowed
access to everything?'

"Certainly. Nothing may be removed or sold, naturdly, but it istill your home until your father's
Will is proved and the estate is wound up. That will take quite sometime." Hiseyestwinkled. "Themills
of God work like lightning, compared with the law."

"So they say. What about the tycoons?"
"The what?"
"Sorry. It slipped out. It's what Daddy and | used to call the Underhills.”

Helaughed. "It figures. They have ayear'slease, which will be up in November. Mr. Underhill
spoke to me on the telephone and offered to move out straight away if it would help you, but | told
him that | imagined you and your cousins would wish him to stay put, at any rate for the
time being. Thingswon't be settled for months, and at theleast it means the Court will have a
caretaker. Do you approve?"

"That's the kind of thing | leave to you. It sounds fine tome"

"Good. Y our cousin Emory agreed, too. He was speaking for hisfather. Y ou knew Mr. Howard
Ashley wasill? Yes, of course. . ." He cleared histhroat again. "L ook, | know you want to go back to
Ashley as soon as you can, but do you redly want to stay there on your own? My wife and |
would be delighted if you'd come to us for afew days. . .. And it was her suggestion that
| should ask you, so I'm not putting my head on the domestic chopping block, | promise
you."

"Well, thank you very much. It'sterribly good of you both, but honestly, you don't have to worry.
I'll bedl right, really I will." | didn't add that | would not be quite alone. | never was. |
thanked him again, moved by the kindness of these people who had known my father well, but
mehardly a al.

Hewaved my thanksaside. "Still, I'll give you our number—not the office, which you have, but my
home number. | think you're going to find the next few weeks very difficult ones, and | want toinsgst to
you that though we—my firm—uwill be acting for Ashley asbefore, which will in future mean on Mr.
Howard Ashley's behdf, well do al that we canto help you. | know it goes without saying, but
still one saysit."

"Yourevery kind."

"And have | madeit clear | don't only mean legd help? For instance, how do you propose to get



out to Ashley thisafternoon? Have you a car?"

"No, | cameup by train. I'll take the busto Ashley Village. Theres agood one that stops at the
road end beyond the church."”

"And on your way back?"
"I've got a Lambretta. It's stabled at the farm.”
"What about your luggage? If you're going to move back into your cottage tomorrow—"

"l haven't much; most of it's<till in Madeira But Rob Granger can come in for that. He has a
car."

He nodded, and we talked for awhile longer. He still seemed worried about my decision to stay
aoneinthe cottage, and | spent some time in reassuring him. He also cast out feders, very
ddicatdy, to find out what | proposed to do with my future, when Ashley was no longer mine.
Would I, he asked, go back to Madeirawhen everything was, er, settled?

"l don't think so. They'll have replaced me by now, anyway; you just can't do without areceptionist
for an indefinite period. In any case, I'd thought of that job as gtrictly temporary, just till Daddy was
well enough to come home. | don't aypposemy ddjobin Adhbury'sdill gpen, but | eqpact 11l find something”

"Whet'sthermoney stugtion’?l canadvanceyousomething, you know, out of what your father has|eft you."

"I'mdl right for abit, but thanks." | got to my feet. "Y ou said you had alunch gppointment, and it's
nearly haf past twelve. I'd better go." | held out my hand. "And thank youforeverything Mr.Emerson Yauve
bentaribly kind Believe me, I'll come running to you the moment | need help of any kind."

"I hopeyou will."

We shook hands, and he moved to open the door for me | paussdinthedoaway. "'l dmod forgat. . . |
wonda, would it be dl right for you to let me have the keys to the Court?l dontwart togotothehousetocky, but
I mightgointomorrow, and I'd rather not trouble the Underhills yet.”

Helooked surprised. "Of course. But surely, you can use your father'skeys? The master set has
themdl."

"I havent gat them. | thought youmugt heve Doyoumean you only have the ones you mentioned?”!

"Yes, only thefour. | gather they were detached from theringMr. Undatill hes Theather &, thecomplete
mede set, was certainly in your father's possession. Didn't Dr. Gothard give you histhings?'

"Y es. He did have keys on him, but only the onesfor the cottage, and for the Side door to the
Court—the kitchen doar, redlly, a theEagt Bridge” | hesitated, dosourdy troubled. " If you haven't got them, who
could he haveleft them with? One of my cousins?'

"l don't seewhy," said Mr. Emerson, dowly. "How vay srange” Hefrovmed over it for afe moments then
theprofessiond mesk wassmoathly beck inplace Hewert toadrawer, unlocked it, and took out asmdll ring of
keys, which hegaverme "Y cumug oatainly havethese 1l get intouchwith your cousn Emoary and seeif heknows
anythingabautit. It may evenbethet both stswerel et withtheUndarhills or withsomeonedseat Adiley. Whoeve hes
themwill prabebly gvethemtoyou assoon asitsknoanyaurehome Othawisg I'm afraid you will have to gpproach
the Underhills"



"Soitseems” | sad. "Butitisal right for meto go i?
"Certanly.”
"And if | get the keys, to keep them for the time being?’

"Yes, indeed.” He opened the door for me. The brown eyes behind the trendy spectacles were
anxiousand kind. "Miss Ashley, let meingst to you that the Court is <till yours until the Will is proved,
and the estate duly handed over."

"Yes. Thank you."

"Asfor the keys, no doubt there will be some perfectly rational explanation,” he said, as he showed
me out. | got theimpression that he was talking to reassure himsdlf aswell asme, and that in redity he
didiked and distrusted mystery as much as| did mysdif.

"No doubt,” | agreed, and went downstairs and out into the street.

Just outside the offices of Meyer, Meyer, and Hardy thereis a pedestrian crossing. Thelight was at
red, Don't Walk. Just under it, on the very edge of the pavement, ablack cat was Sitting, waiting
apparently for the light to change to green. As| paused beside him he glanced up. | said to him, "Can't
you reach? Allow me," and pressed the button. | have atheory that the button never hasthe least effect
onthelights, which aretotaly unaffected by pedestrians needs, but at that exact moment the light
switched to green. Walk. The cat got straight up and walked across the zebra-striped way, tail in air.
Hewas black ascod. "I may need you yet," | told him, and followed him onto the crossing.

There was ashriek of brakes. | jumped haf out of my skin, and stepped back to the pavement.
The cat bolted clear across and vanished into a shop doorway. A white E-type Jaguar clenched itsbig
groundhog tires to the road, and stopped dead haf afoot from the crossing. The girl who was driving
glanced neither a me nor at thefleeing cat. She sat watching the red light with impatience, one hand
tapping the whed!, the other pushing back thelong, dark-blond hair. | had a glimpse of dark eyes
shadowed under an inch or so of mink eyelash, a sdlow, smal-featured face, with that Pekinese look
whichis for some reason typically American, and awide unpainted mouth. When | had gained the other
pavement in the black cat's wake, the lights changed behind me, and the E-type saled off intothetrefficof
theaonded sredt, aut competenty batweentwo buses and vanished. Somethingmedemeglance back. On the other
pavement Mr. Emerson had emargadfrom hisaffiog completewithboMer and rdlled umbrdlg, presumehly ontheway
tohislunch dete He, too, hed peusad, andwaswetdhiing the E-typeout of Sght. Thenhenaticed me, and mouthed something
aosstheroaing flood of treffic pouring betwean us | thought hesad, "Thecat,” but hewespointing ter thevanished
Jeguer. | nodded, waved, and smiled, and walked back to my hotdl.

Adiey, 1835

Onthewritingtable besdethecande lay hisfetharshooksand pepers hdd down by agassweight shepadlikea
peded orange Thewaxlight dimmearedinthecurved ssgments andadozentiny imegesmodked hins thefair youngmen,
adightfigureinfrilled shirt and pentaloons danding there, somehow incongruousand londy againd therichly degart
bedkground of ismather’'sroom

Hemoved ebruptly, sridng over tothetable scattering thepeparsthet lay there Hepulled openadrave. From
ingdeit, ismathe'spiduresmiled yp et im Always when hehed ussd the pavilion, hehed hidden her; or hiddenfrom
her. Now helifted theportrait, and good for along timelooking & it. Then, amiling, hesgt it bedk initsplaceonthewwriting
teble fadngtheroom.

Fedngthebed



Hisfathe'spapars thosedry, exquistdy penadlitleversss lay unhesded onthefloor.
Come, he hath hid himself among thesetrees. . . Blind is hislove, and best befitsthe dark.
—Romeo and Juliet, I1,i

The big gates at Ashley Court stood, as aways, open. | went in, soft-footed on the mossed
surface of the avenue, and walked up under the lime trees towards the bend from which one could see
the house.

Evening, and thelast of therich, danting sunlight threw the lovely tracery of the gateslong-drawn
across the uncut verges. Windflowers and pale blue speedwel | sprinkled the grass, hazing the green as
delicately as abresth misting glass. Fetlock deep in wild flowers, the lime boles shone bronze through
their feathering of sorrel-coloured buds. The young leaves overhead, just unfurling, showed as
trangparent as sained glass againgt the light.

| reached the bend in the drive. From here one could see the house, itswalls of rosy Tudor brick
reflected richly in the il glass of the moat. No one was about; no movement anywhere. | sood inthe
shadow, looking at Howard Ashley's home.

For anything so old it was curioudly serene. It stood foursquare on itsidand, an oddly harmonious
hotchpotch of the centuries building. The Norman keep till stood, atered and added to when the main
gate with its battlements was built in the twe fth century. The origina drawbridge had long ago been
replaced by the single span of stone, just wide enough for acar, which now leadsinto the small,
square courtyard. The Great Door lies opposite the main gateway, and is Tudor, giving straight onto the
big hdl with its vast fireplace and blackened beams. The roomsto the right of the courtyard are Tudor,
too; the parlour with the priest's hole (reopened in 1880) and the small dark Council Chamber with its
coffered celling and coats of arms. To the east of the main gate stands the banqueting hall, a
fourteenth-century structure with the mediaeval timbering still intact. | had never known this used,
except to show; it had been damaged in 1962, when money had been too tight for too long,
and the big storm of mid-September brought the river down in flood and broke the High Sluice which
controlsthe flow to the moat. Before the lower sluice could be opened to relieve the Overflow,
and let the water safely into thelake, the cdllars and the low-lying floors of banqueting hall and
kitchens were flooded. My father repaired the High Suice and made good the kitchen premises,
then dried out the banqueting hal and left it done. The only good thing, he had remarked, about the
Court's precarious Situation between river and lake was that fire insurance premiums were
almost nil. . ..

"Lake" was rather too grand a name for the sheet of water which lay below the banked-up
moat. | forget when the artificid pool wasfirst dug; to begin with it had been astewpond for keeping
fish, then later it had been enlarged and planted with lilies, with awillow or two and amonstrous
grove of gunneras. It was dtill called Mistress Nancy's Pool, which sounded better than The Stew, asit
was labelled on the maps. Between moat and Pool was a grassed bank which Rob, the gardener, kept
cut after afashion with the Flymo, just as he kept the beech walk and the main avenue clear and
neet-looking. He kept some sort of order, too, in the walled garden with its two remaining glasshouses.
We sold most of the produce, and this paid Rob's wage and that of the village boy who helped
him. Beyond that there wasllittle that could be done. The rose garden with its mouldering statues was an
impenetrable Seeping Beauty affair, and the woods beyond the Pool had long since engulfed the
orchards, with the exception of one stand of apple trees beside the water, where the cottage stood
that was now my home.

It was dusk aready. As| stood there the sun, imperceptibly, withdrew, and the light cooled to blue



and then to shadow. Still nothing had stirred except the two swans, serene on the moat, and the
whisper of arising breeze in the branches. No light showed in the house. | went quickly up the
drivefor another fifty yards or so to where, on the right, between banks of rhododendrons, the Court's
private pathway led to the churchyard.

This had origindly been the only way to the church. The lych-gate stood there, and beyond it a
tunnel of ancient yews. The lych-gate cast athick blanket of shadow as| went through, and suddenly, it
seemed, day had gone and the evening was here. From overhead came that twilight sound, the rooks
settling on their nests, their muttering broken from time to time by the sudden flap of awing, or athroaty
ydl as some bird flung upwards, startled, from its perch. Ahead of me the church showed only asa
looming shadow againgt the furred and shifting shadows of the trees. The yews flowed upwardsin the
breeze like smoke.

| didn't mind the dark. | had trodden every centimeter of this path since| could remember.
Someone had mowed the graveyard grass recently, and there was the smdll of the sweet cuttingsin the
air; some of the swaths had fallen and dried on the pathway. | could not hear my own footsteps until |
trod on the stone of the church porch and, shifting the crematorium'’s casket carefully into my left hand,
groped for the big iron ring of the south door.

It opened readily. Ashley (it seemed) was gtill secure from the contagion of the world'sdow dain;
we had never locked our doors; and please heaven we might never need to. Inside the church it was
amos dark. The smdls, familiar as childhood, met me as| went in and shut the door behind me; old
dusty hassocks, wood gently warping in the scent of the beeswax and turpentine still used by Miss
Marget the church cleaner, like her mother and her mother's mother before her. The smell of |eftover
Eadter liliesrather past their best. The smell of hymnbooks and dead candles.

| didn't touch the light switches. | walked dowly up the center aisle towards the faint glimmer
of the east window.

I had come tonight with the casket, instead of in the morning when the Vicar expected me,
because there was a kind of vigil | wanted to keep firdt. | would leave the casket overnight in the
church where dl the Ashleys had been baptized and married and buried, and where my father's
memorid stone would stand with the rest; then in the morning—early, early, when there was no oneto
see—I| would come and scatter his dust. So much | had decided for myself, and it seemed
right.

But now that | was here, donein the dark church, there was no more self-deception possible. |
had not come just to keep vigil. | had come for something of my own. | wanted, with a
queer uncomfortable mixture of longing and guilty hope, to try with all the strange power
that | knew | had in me, to seeif here, in the place where the Ashleys came from and returned to, |
could open my mind to whatever message Jonathan Ashley's maimed brain had tried to send me. " Tell
Bryony. Tell her. ... My little Bryony be careful. Danger."

When | was halfway up the chancel, | paused. There were ways and ways of trying
to talk with the souls of the dead, and here, | knew suddenly, darkness was wrong, smacking of
things which achurch should not be asked to house. | would light the sanctuary lights. Feeling somehow
absolved of what | meant to do, | took the casket up to the altar stepsand laid it there. Some faint
residue of light from the east window showed the great jars of lilies, ghosts full of fading
scent. These, | knew, would have come from the Court. Rob and the Vicar, between them, grew
them each year for Easter. . . . Again, familiar as the cot blanket of childhood, the place
wrapped itself about me. | stepped back, rehooked the cord across the chancel rail, and went to
the vestry where the switcheswere.



Thisdoor, too, was unlocked. | pushed it open, fumbled on the wall beside it, found the switch and
pressed. Nothing. | flicked it again. Nothing. Tried the other three on the board, and with each one,
nothing.

All thistook only afew seconds, but | suppose my mind was preoccupied, so | took in, but failed
to regidter, that the vestry was as airy and as full of tree sounds and rookery soundsasthe
churchyard itsalf. Also, that the papers on the Vicar'stable werelifting in the light breeze. Even as|
noticed them, one or two drifted to the floor. Simultaneoudy another movement caught my eye, sending
the blood out of my heart with a contraction as painful as ablow. The outer door of the vestry stood
open, and against the darkness beyond it, another darkness moved. A tall figure, robed. Then the door
shut with aclick of the Yaelock. The papers subsided with arustle to the floor. The only sound was the
tick of old wood settling in the night, and the chime of the clock in the church tower telling the
three-quarters. Only the papers on the floor, barely seeninthe dimness, affirmed the truth of
what | had seen. The open door, the vanishing figure, seemed no more than the negative of some dream
gtill printed on the retina as one opens one's eyes from deep.

| swallowed hard, and willed my heartbeats to slow down again. A robed figurein a
darkened church? Absurd. They had aword for the silly penny-dreadful, didn't they?
Gothic, that wasit. Robed nuns and ancient houses and secret passages, the paraphernalia of
melodrama that Jane Austen had laughed at in Northanger Abbey, and that we had all
laughed at when the psychical research people had investi gated Rob Granger's specter in this
very church. My specter would, of course, be the same as his; any robed figure leaving a church vestry
and locking it after him was reasonably likely to be the Vicar. And the dead switchboard? No doubt
Mr. Bryanston thought it safer to turn off the mains at night. And probably, | thought, as| reached for
the main switch bar, which was certainly up, he would come back when he saw the lights go on.

| had left all the switches on, vestry, chancel, altar floods, organ steps. When | pressed the
bar down, the whole east end of the church leaped into light. | stood for amoment, listening, but could
hear no sound of returning steps. | picked the papers up from the floor, and took a quick ook round the
vestry. No sign of any other disturbance. | laid the papers on the table, beside a nest pile of books that
looked like parish regigters, and weighted them with an ink bottle. They were accounts, | noticed; no
doubt parish accountsleft here for the next council meeting. | waited for alittle longer, listening, but
there was no sound. | switched out al the lights except the dtar floods, then made my way back into the
dimness at the west end of the nave, and sat down. The lights bloomed softly on blue carpet and
bistered lilies and the gilded heads of the angelsthat held the hammer-beams. Slowly, the silence settled
back like dust.

There are parts of one'slifethat are, and ought to remain, private. What passed then between me
and whatever else was to be spoken with in the dark of All Hallows Churchismy affair. | believel had
had some ideathat trying to open my mind's powers here would sanction the act, but the Hallows
themsalves gpparently didn't seeit likethat. Intheway | had known it before, in the way | wanted it
now, nothing came; nothing but Silence.

Till, just as| got to my feet and started for the vestry to put out the light, the vestry door opened
and arobed figure entered the church.

TheVicar. As| had thought, the Vicar, aprosaic figurein his cassock, with his spectacles glinting
inthelight. It didn't ssop mejumping half out of my skin before | registered who it was and went
sheepishly to meet him.

"My dear child! It'syou! | understood you were coming over inthe morning. | saw the light just
now when | went into my study, and came across to seewho it was. Did | frighten you?”



"You did give meadart. I'm sorry | dragged you out again, Mr. Bryanston. | hope you don't mind
my coming here thisevening? I'm coming back in the morning, as| told you, but |I—I wanted to leave
the casket here overnight. | was going to cal and tell you, before | went back to Worcester. Do you
mind?'

"Of course not. Come whenever you like, the church is never locked.”

Hetook his spectacles off and began absently to polish them on his cassock deeve. Hewas aman
comfortably into hismiddle sixties, with curly grey hair thinning back from ahigh forehead, arounded
face with the fresh skin of achild, along upper lip and a habit of looking over his spectacles down the
arch of hisnose. He had longsighted grey eyes distorted by the thick lenses of his gold-rimmed glasses.
He had been at Ashley aslong as | could remember. He was awidower and, it was hinted, lived agood
deal more peacefully since the departure to a better world of hisambitious and lively wife. Mrs.
Bryanston had seen Ashley merdly as a stepping-stone to preferment and a town living or a place
in the Close, and thither, with therdentlessefficiency of an earthmover, shewould have transferred
her gentle husband, who asked nothing better from life than what he found at Ashley and his
other parishes of One Ash and Hangman's End. Buit fifteen years ago he had buried her in the
churchyard, and now he would no doubt be a peaceful permanency, plodding happily from church to
garden and back again, gently ddivering Sunday after Sunday an address from notes on suspicioudy
yellowed pages, and keeping the whole parish supplied with seedlings grown in the Court gardens, of
which he had the run. He and my father had got on very wel together; they seldom discussed
anything more spiritua than chess, but | had heard Daddy say that Mr. Bryanston's faith was the kind of
rock on which any Church could be built. At any rate, the Vicar suited Ashley aswell as Ashley suited
him.

He was talking now to me, with an ease quite unlike Mr. Emerson's hesitant kindness,
about my father's desth. Comfort, you might say, was his profession, but he had away of offering it, not
asif it were hisdaily stock-in-trade, but asif hereally cared, not only about my father, which | knew,
but about me. To me—asindeed it had been to Daddy—churchgoing had always been so much a part
of country life that it was something one never even thought about, as much apart of Sunday's order
of the day as the ritual sherry before lunch (which asoinvariably included the Vicar); the
Church'sfeast days and holy days were waysto chak the year off on the calendar, so that Michagelmas
was the time of bonfire smoke and purple flowers and getting one'swoollies out again, and Easter was
liliesand spring cleaning, and Lady Day was high time to prune the roses. But now, coming with trouble
inmy hands, | saw alittle of what was behind the sober yearly ritua. There were things one grew away
from and, | knew, would never again see onesway to believing, but | listened and felt the better for
knowing that the Vicar believed asliterdly as might bein the resurrection of the dead.

"Y ou said you were going back into Worcester for the night?' he asked findly.
"Yes, but I'll be here againin the morning. I'll comefirst thing, so that | won't get in anyonesway."

"Y ou won't do that, my dear. Come as early as you wish; you'll want the world to yoursdlf, | have
no doubt.” He fished athin old half hunter out of a pocket and peered at it. "Dear me, you've just
missed abus. | shouldn't have kept you so long . . . the next one doesn't go for an hour and a half.
Perhaps you'd like to come acrossto the vicarage? | don't know what Mrs. Henderson has left for my
supper, but no doubt we could stretch it alittle.”

"That'sawfully good of you, but no, thank you, Vicar. | wasn't planning to catch the bus anyway;
my Lambrettals at the farm, and I'm going acrossto get it now. They've got it stored for mein the barn
there



"Ah. Well, take care. Theroads get busier every day, and it'sdark already. Dear me, and it will
soon be summer, will it not? If you see Rob will you tell him that I'll be down in the old orchard
tomorrow, not in the greenhouse? | must finish the spraying beforeit'stoo late.”

"Of course. Well, thank you for everything, Vicar. I'll go out by the south door. If you want to put
the main switch off again, don't wait for me. | can see quite well."

"Main switch?' Helooked about him vaguely, asif the thing should be to hand. "What do you
mean?Why should | put it off?"

"| thought you had, just before | got here. Y ou mean it wasn't you who was in the church when |
arived?'

"Certainly not. | haven't been over here since about three o'clock. When was this?'

"About an hour ago, | suppose. | came in the south door and went up to the vestry to put on the
dtar lights The main switch was off, and there was someonejust leaving. | didn't see who it was,
but I thought it must be you."

He was looking puzzled. "No. It might have been one of the churchwardens, | suppose,
but why should he turn the mains off? How very extraordinary. | suppose you're quite sure the main
was off?"

"Certain. And there's another thing I'm sure of: if it wasn't you in the vestry, then
whoever was there didn't want to be seen. I've a feeling he threw the switch when he
heard me at the door, to give himsdlf timeto get out and away without being recognized. | thought it
was you because you're the most likely person, and besides, | think he was wearing something long, like
acassock. You haven't suddenly acquired acurate, have you?"

"No, das. | supposeit might have been one of the choir men, coming back to pick up something
he'd forgotten after service yesterday. . . . But why should he be wearing his cassock, and why turn out
thelight? It would hardly have mattered if either you or | had seen him."

"1 may have been wrong about the robe. It redlly was only an impresson; it was pretty dark.
Perhapsit was just one of the churchwardens. He was carrying something—I'm quite sure of that."

"What sort of thing?"

"It'shard to say. A box, perhaps, or it could have been a book, about the size of those
registers on the table."

"| can't see any reason why one of the wardens should come for them. They're not the Ashley
registers. | only brought them over from One Ash after Evensong yesterday. | promised to do a search
for a Canadian who wrote to me about hisforebears, but | have not had time to look at them
yet. . . . And thereagain, themain switch, | redly cannot ssewhy . .. Dear me, it's beginning to
look like areal mystery, isn't it?"

Hewaslooking so worried that | tried quickly to reassure him. "1 don't suppose it's anything
at al, really. | may easily have been mistaken.”

"L et us hope so, my dear, let ushope so. All the same'— turning decisively back to the
vestry—"1'd better take alook to see if anything has been touched. The church safe perhapsit
could be atemptation. But surely, nooneat Ashley .. ."



He paused in the doorway of the vestry and looked carefully about him.

"I had alook round when | put thelight on.” | spoke from behind him, looking over his shoulder. "It
all looked tidy except for those papers, and some of them were on the floor. But that was the draft from
the door. | put them back, but you'll probably find them out of order.”

"No matter, no matter." He went to the table and glanced through them. "All here. And the
registers, too . . . deven, wasit, or twelve? There were some from Hangman's End, aswell. | shdl have
to check them. But redlly, thereis nothing there of interest to anyone. And nothing else even disturbed.
The cupboard . . . yes, that's dl right. And there was nothing in this drawer but pencils and so on, and
thereis my spare cassock still hanging by the door, so that was not what you saw. . . ."

Heturned findlly, with reluctance, to look at the safe. "Well, let ushopenot. . . ."

But when he stooped over the big clumsy meta cupboard the look of anxiety deepened. | saw him
fingering some scratches near the lock. "These, would you say they look new? It's so hard to tell.
Unless something happens like this to make you look closely, you don't notice the marks that your own
keys make every day. I'm afraid we had better ook inside." He reached into his cassock pocket and
pulled out aring of keys.

"l suppose you keep the Communion plateinthe safe” | said. "Anything else?"

"Nothing that anyone might want to stedl. Only our own registers. And the Communion plate itself
isof very little vdlue—though vaue, asadways, isrelative. The plate we use now is quite modern, asyou
probably know; it was your father who suggested that we lodge the old plate in a safer place than this,
when the prices went up so steeply, though | doubt if anyone else would have realized how very
vauable the old church silver was. Did you know that the chalice and paten were Elizabethan, by John
Pikenynge, and the dms dish even rarer? 1534, | believe, with the maker's mark of abasket. The ones
we use now, though pleasant enough, are not—ANh," as the safe door swung open, “thank God."

Hesadit asif hemeant it. | waslooking over hisshoulder. It certainly looked asif nothing had
been touched. The back of the safe was stacked with registers, and some baize-wrapped shapes stood
inlinein front of these. "Exactly as| dways put them," said the Vicar, counting. "Yes, yes, dl present
and correct. Hedidn't try the safe at dl, or e se he found the lock too much for him. | prefer to think—I
do think—that his visit was an innocent one. Y es, indeed, that isamost certainly so. Welivein sad
times when one can entertain suspicions on such dender grounds.” He shut the safe, locked it, and got
to hisfeet. "However, thisisalesson to me. | cannot bring myself to lock the church, but perhapsl
will—yes, | think | must-lock the vestry. And | shall do so sStraight away. There. Perhaps you'll come
out thisway after all. . . . Dear me, it'sreally quitedark now, isn't it? Can you see your way to
thefam?'

"Y es, thank you. And don't worry about it, Vicar, I'm sure you'l find it was one of the wardens, or
someone quite harmless like that. May | come and see you in the morning? If you're in the apple
orchard, I'll see you anyway, when | go to the cottage. I'm moving in tomorrow. I'll give Rob your

messege."
"Thank you, my dear. God bless you. Good night."
Ashley, 1835

Seeming along way off, the church clock chimed the three-quarters. He glanced at the gilt
carriage clock on the bed table. It wasfast. Five minutes.



He fidgeted about the room, fretting like a spurred horse. Hisfoot struck one of hisfather's
books, lying with the papers, where it had falen. He stooped, and began mechanicaly to collect the
scattered things together. The book, lying spine uppermost, showed the name Juliet, glintingingold.
He dapped it shut, and, straightening, stuffed book and papers together in the table drawer, and shut
it.

The sound was sharp, fina. The old man was dead. His father was dead. He was Ashley now,
Nicholas Ashley, Esquire, of the Court. Now, he thought, it will soon be over and done with. If each of
us, in our own ways, can find the courage.

But habit made him twitch the curtains closer over the shuttered windows, to hide even aglimpse
of the candldlight.

Five
O Lord! | could have tay'd here dl the night To hear good counsd!. . . .
—Romeo and Juliet, Il iii

The buildings of what had once been afine home farm lay about a hundred and fifty yards beyond
the churchyard. The quickest way to get there from the church was by the lych-gate, and through a
corner of the Court gardens. | made my way carefully dong the pitch-dark tunnel of the yew walk. |
was conscious of my empty hands. The black yews smelled unbearably sad, sharp and smoky;
frankincense and myrrh, memory and grief.

| would not think that way. | would not.
The Y ew aone burnslamps of peace For them that lie forlorn.

That was the way to think of them. Peace | had had offered to me, and loss was not yet. Thiswas
gill my home, and it still held what | had come hereto find.

| went dowly down the muffled path towards the gate. The shadows of home reached out for me,
comforting me, closing me round.

So, a the same moment, in the same shadows, did my lover. He was here. He was here in the cool
night, stronger and closer than a any time since | had left Ashley. Every shade of feding came, direct as
if gpoken, strong asthe scent of the breeze seving the yew trees. There was welcome, pleasure, and
withit dl akind of gpprehension. | paused to identify this, and unbelievingly registered it as guilt,
or shame. . . .

| had just reached the lych-gate. The darkness here, cast by the roof, was palpable. |
paused, groping before me for the latch of the gate. Guilt or shame? From him? From me he must have
been getting a mixture almost as confusing: surprise, questioning, reassurance making it clear that
whatever it was, | was with him, and part of it. . ..

My hand, groping in the dark, touched cloth. For one wild, heart-stopping moment | thought he
was here, and that | had touched his deeve. Then through the loosefolds| felt the wood of the gate.
Some garment or rug had been |eft there, draped over the top bar. My brain identified it even before
my fingers had felt the ribbed silky surface, the weight of the cloth. A cassock. Therobe | had
seen him wearing, flung down here as he left the churchyard . . . Guilt and shame indeed. The
kind of thing he might befedling if he had recently been in the vestry, trying locks he should not have
tried, carrying away things he did not want anyone to see?



What isit? Wasit you in the church? | asked the question sharply, but got no reply. The
patterns were fading. He was moving away.

At the same moment | heard, close a hand, steps going fast through the graveyard grass, awvay
fromme. He must have been standing all this while, motionless, on the other side of the wall
of yew.

Lover? Lover!

Heignored me. The steps quickened. | heard thefaint ping and thrill of the wire that
crossed a gap in the broken wall between the churchyard and the Court gardens. Beyond
the gap was the tangle of a neglected shrubbery, and a door into theold, high-waled garden
where the glasshouses were. And now, faintly behind the black of thetrees, | saw thelight slacken
into silver. The moon was rising. In a moment she would be above the trees, and there
would be light enough to see.

Near me was agap between the yews. | thrust through it, and ran across the grave-humped grass.
| knew every tombstone, and its name, aswell as| knew the booksin the schoolroom shelves. The
dead would not mind my step; we had known each other along time. | reached the gap in
the wall just as the moon showed enough to send a gleam along the wire. | lad ahand toit; it
was humming ill. 1 clambered through into the whippy undergrowth of the shrubbery. Elderberry and
ash saplings, ragpberry canes gonewild, ivy trailing snares along the ground, and somewhere the
peppery sweetness of lad's-love. Nettles, too, knee high. | swore under my breath, and plunged
forward onto the trodden twist of maossthat wasthe path to the walled garden. The gate in the
high wall stood ajar, and there was moonlight on the apple trees beyond. | ran through,
and paused at the head of the shalow, dippery steps.

Across the center of the garden, from east gate to west, ran a wide avenue of apple trees,
espaliered with stretched arms like stiff ranks holding hands. The moon, sailing as swiftly
asagdleon with afair breeze, cleared a beech tree to light the ranked blossoms, and between them the
empty pathway hatched with their shadows. Nothing moved, except the boughs of the high trees beyond
thewadl, shifting in the light wind and sending dark and glitter flying acrossthe glasshouse roofs.

Then | saw him, for the second time that night, still no more than atall shadow melting into the other
shadows. He, too, had paused. He was standing in the shelter of thefar gate. Beyond him lay the old
rose garden, and then the maze, and the apple orchard where my cottage stood, and the
water meadows beyond the Pool, wherethe field path led to the village.

| hesitated. He must know who was pursuing him. If he wanted me, he had only to wait for me. In
fact—I redlized it now—he had waited for me. | had been along time in the church. He could
not have failed to catch my response to him, back there at the lych-gate, and now, standing as | wasfull
in the moonlight, he must see me and know | had followed him.

Hewaslooking, | was certain of it. | heard the creak of the gate opening in the far wall, and then
the pause. | stood getting my breath and trying to open my mind to reach him agan. But
nothing came except that muddled mixture of exhilaration and amazement and guilt. | wondered again,
but this time wholly without blame, what he had been doing in the church. Whatever it was, | waswith
him; | hadto be. | sent him al | had of love, and need and longing, and got the answer, more clearly
even than thewind acrossthe trees. Not yet. Trust me. Not yet. There was another creak asthe
garden gate shut fast. The latch dropped. | was adonein the garden.

| trudged back theway | had come, and, regaining the churchyard, went by the norma route to the



farm.

The darkness hid the dilapidation of the big farmyard. Barns and shedslay on theleft, and on the
other sde the chimney stacks of the farmhouse stood up into the moonlight. The house had been empty
ever since the farmlands, which were not part of the trust, were sold. The farmer who had bought the
land had not found it worth hiswhile to repair the house, which had stood empty now for years; it was
used as a storehouse and even, occasionally, to house young stock. The hens roosted there, and
pigeons nested in the attics. Adjoining it, and in heartening contrast, were the two farm cottages, which
gtill belonged to Ashley. These showed whitewashed walls reflecting the moonlight, and brightly it
windowswith gay curtains.

In the cottage nearest to the farmhouse the Hendersons lived; Mr. Henderson, aman well into his
sixties, was sexton and gravedigger to Ashley and One Ash; hiswife"did for" the Vicar, and obliged at
the Court when asked. She also cleaned and mended for Rob Granger, who lived in the other cottage.
When | was a child the Grangers had lived at the big farmhouse, but a couple of years after Mr.
Granger's death, when the farm was sold, Rob and his mother moved into the cottage. Mrs. Granger
hersdf had died not long after, and now Raob lived done.

Asl| crossed the yard the door of his cottage opened, and he peered out, silhouetted against the
light.

"That you, Miss Bryony?'
"Oh, Rob, hullo! How niceto seeyou again. Yes, it'sme. How did you guess?"

"Well, | reckoned you'd be coming acrossfor the bike. | knew you were here. | saw you come out
of the church. Y ou went after him, did you?"

| stopped dead. "Y ou were there? Do you mean to tell me you saw him?"

"l did. Quick asahare out of the vestry door and behind the yew walk. He stood there the best
part of an hour."

"You ectudly watched him?'

"Aye, | did."

"And you didn't ask him what he was doing?"
"| didn't rightly liketo, seeing who it was."

There was a pause of seconds. At the moment when it would have been remarkable, | asked:
"Well, who wasit?'

He looked surprised. "Y ou didn't talk to him, then? | made sure he was waiting for you."
"Apparently not. Who wasit?'

Something, in spite of me, must have come through my voice. He said quickly: ™Y ouve no cdl to
worry. It was only your cousin. One of them, that is. | couldn't tell for sure, not in that light, or lack of it.
But an Ashley; | couldn't mistake that.”

"Then why did you stay to watch him?"

"l don't rightly know." He showed no resentment &t the rather sharp question. "The way he came



running out of thevedtry . . . | didn't recognize him at first, so | went up, careful, under the bushes by
thewall, where | could see. | saw the church lights go on then, for aminute, and | saw it was one of the
Ashleys. | guessed that it might be you in the church. Then the main lights went off again, but you didn't
comeout.”

"No," | said. "|—I wanted the dark."
"| guessed that. And | think he did, too. He stayed there, waiting for you.”

| said nothing. | was fighting back disappointment so acute that | was afraid he would noticeit. |
stood looking down, uncertain what to say next. | had quite forgotten my errand to the farm.

"Won't you comein?' said Rob. "No sensein standing out in the yard. Come in now, do."

He stood back in the doorway to let me through. | went into the kitchen where, it was obvious, he
had just been about to cook his supper. There was aplace set for one at the table, and beside the stove
were a pack of sausages and some tomatoes, with a packet of peas defrosting in the warmth.

| checked. "I'm afraid |I've come at a bad time."

He went past me and threw a couple of billets of wood on the fire, then hooked afoot round the
leg of achair and hitched it forward.

"You havent a dl. I've got your bike here for you; it'snot in the barn; | brought it into the scullery.
And | got acan of petral for it. It'll not take aminuteto fill up and get it ready. But look, why don't you
stay abit first? 1 wasjust making a bite of supper, and you're welcome to have some. There's
plenty. It's only sausages, dead easy if it suits you."

Since | had obvioudy interrupted his cooking, and just as obvioudy he wanted his med before he
started getting the bike ready for me, | accepted. "I'd love that. Look, I'll cook while you set for me,
shall 1?7

"0O.K. Want some chips with it?"
"Yes pleas”

Mrs. Henderson had left her gpron hanging behind the door. | put it on, and busied mysdf at the
stove. | got the grill going, and laid the sausages and tomatoes to cook while Rob took things from
drawers and cupboards, and, neat-handed asa sailor for al hissize, laid the extra place and diced
some bread and tipped another hel ping of frozen chipsinto the frying basket. There was no question of
looking out the best chinafor Miss Bryony; | had been an intimate of the Granger household dl my life,
and had taken thingsjust asthey came. Fish and chips straight from the newspaper, and yelow shop
cakes with marshmallow cream, had been the "tea at Mrs. Granger's' treat of my childhood. |
watched Rob set the knife and fork and find an extra plate to heat, and | felt the blackness of
the yew walk, the loss and disappointment, recede from sight. Here, with the bright fire and the tick of
the chegp darm clock, the hiss of frying chips and the smdll of sausages, was yet another wel come that
Ashley was holding out to me. This, too, was home.

Rob glanced up and caught thetail end of the look, but gave no sign that he understood it.
He was a tall young man, big-boned, with big hands and feet and the deceptively dow movements
of the countryman. Hewas very dark, brown as agipsy, with black hair, and eyes so dark that it was
hard to tell irisfrom pupil, and harder ill to read the expression in them. His speech, too, was dow, but
the soft country voice and his habit of slent pauses masked afair intelligence which should have had a



better chance to develop. His mother had been the village schoolteacher, agentle, lonely girl who had
falen for good looks and what she thought of as smple ways, and had married Matt Granger, a
handsome lout who first of all neglected, and then frankly ill-used her and her child. | mysdlf as a
child had never realized why little Robbie, as he was caled then, had sometimes stayed off
school, or sometimes come with bruises asif he had been fighting. But when Matt Granger tumbled
drunk into the Overflow one night and was drowned, Rob took on his father's job of running
the home farm with no emotion apparent other than deep satisfaction and rdief; and though
shesad nothing a dl, Mrs. Granger, quiet as ever, seemed happier. She died some two years
later of aneglected cancer, soon after Rob, for al hisstruggles, had had to admit defeat over the
farm, which his father had run into the ground and deep into debt. My father, having sold the land,
invited Rob to stay on as caretaker and man-of-al-work around the Court. It was something of a
surpriseto everyone when Rob, who understandably enough had never been devoted to
Ashley, and who might have done better for himself el sewhere, accepted and stayed.

He came to my elbow, watching as | turned the sausages under the grill. "Shall | do
those now?"

"It's all right. Nearly done.”
"1'm sorry about your dad."

"Thank you. | brought his ashes home, did you know? That's why | came tonight. | wanted
to put them in the church. Did the Vicar tell you?'

"NO_"
"I'm coming back in the morning to—wadll, to scatter them.”

He had lifted the pan of peas off the stove, and was busy draining them. He added aknob
of margarine and shook them to dry in the hot pan. He said nothing.

n Rob_ll
IIMm?I
"You're sure you couldn't even make a guess?"

He mugt after al have sensed my trouble, back therein the yard. He didn't ask mewhat | was
referring to, nor did he lift his eyes from the peas. He shook the pan thoughtfully. "If | had to, I'd have
sad it was one of the twins, but you know yoursdlf they're bad enough to tell apart in daylight, let done
ablack evening like this."

"Could it have been Francis?"

"Might have been, | suppose. But I'd have thought he was a mite too tall for Francis."
"But it could have been?"

Hedid look up at that. "l suppose so. Why, were you expecting Francis?'

"No. But if it wasn't Francis, it would have to be Emory, and—"

| stopped. | had never taken it further, even to mysdlf, and | certainly could not do so to Rob. It
could not be Emory, the secret friend with whom | had shared my thoughts since childhood. It could



not. If it had to be one of those two, it must surely be Francis. . . Francis, who was nearer my
own age, and of whom—where one could touch that usive and self-contained persondity—I was
unequivocaly fond. Emory, the edest of the three, was, asthey say, something else again. | had never
had any illusions about Emory. Asachild, of course, | had adored my tall cousin, so easily
dominating the rest of us, but generous about alowing asmal girl to tag dong where he led the
Ashley gang. He had grown into a tough-minded man, determined, and quietly salf-sufficient.
James, histwin, had atouch of the same ruthlessness, but tempered with something less aggressive.
Francis, as tough in his own way and very much quieter about it, had opted out of most of our
ploys and gone doggedly on with his own &ffairs. A loner, my cousin Francis. But then, | supposed, that

was what writers had to be. And surely, if it were he, | would have had a hint of it from him .
. ?

Francisor Emory . . . But, in spite of the knowledge, | found myself thinking about James as
| had last seen him.

An Ashley to the fine bone; tall, with fair hair which had darkened dightly—to his
relief—as he grew older. Thelong grey eyes of dl the portraits, straight nose, hands and feet too
small-boned but well shaped. Pleasant voice. A way of doing what he wanted, and doing it so
charmingly that yon overlooked the self-interest and thought he was doing you afavour. Clever, yes,
shrewd, yes, not perhaps over-imaginative about other people's needs, but kind, and capable of grest
generosty. About his attitude to women, or hisrelationshipswith them, | knew nothing.

I had my mother to thank that | was able to be so objective about my father's family. She had been
ahighly intelligent, incisive woman, who had written acouple of novelsthat had dropped dead on
the market, but that had contained a good dedl of quiet but acid observation of the people
around her. It was she who had taught me to stand back sometimes from lifeand look at it,
even to stand back from those | loved.

Certainly from those | thought I might love. Which brought me back to my troubled
thoughts, and the cottage kitchen, and Rob saying: "Why should it?"

"Why should it what?"

"Be Emory?'
| must have looked quite blank. He said patiently: "In the churchyard.”

"Oh. Because Jamesisin Spain, and Emory's over here. He rang up from England on
Wednesday, when | was in Bavaria. Look, Rob, the chips are done, can you strain them?"

"Sure." Helifted the pan over to the draining board. "Wéll, then, say it was Emory. Seemsfunny he
didn't want to seeyou.”

"Maybe. Rob, you said you saw him coming out of the vestry. Did you see when he went
in?'

"No. | was down shutting up the greenhouses, you see, and when | came back | heard the
dogs barking, so I took a look around, and | saw the vestry door was standing open. | didn't
think it could be the Vicar—for one thing the dogs wouldn't bark for him; then | saw whoever it
waswas using aflashlight, so | waited to see him. | thought it might be some of the village boys out for a
lark. Then | saw you going into the porch.” He grinned. " Say thisfor you, Bryony, you don't make more
noise than a bitch fox. Remember when | used to take you poaching?| never heard youtill you
came right up to the church door."



"Then?'

"I'd haf amind to follow you in, in case there was something wrong, but then the flashlight went out
and | saw this chap coming out of the vestry, sharpish, and bolting away acrossthe graveyard. I'd have
followed him, only | saw it was one of the Ashleys. And he didn't run far; stopped right by the yew
trees, and waited. | reckoned he was waiting for you. He was out of sight of me there, but I'd
have seen him if he'd moved. | hung around and watched, just in case. . . . Then theVicar
came down, and went into the vestry, but the chap didn't budge. Did he see you, do you
suppose?"

"l think so. If not then, he must have seen me later in the kitchen garden. The moon
was quite bright."

| spoke flatly, with my back to him, but I felt him pause. Then hesaid: "Wéll, when he
bolted acrossthewire| came home. It was no business of mine, and he didn't mean you
harm, that was obvious. What was he at in the vestry, do you think? It seems funny, bolting away
like that when he must have known it was only you."

"Y es, doen't it?"

"There's another queer thing, he had along coat on or something. Does Emory wear acloak?
Someonetold methey were all the fashion now in London."

"l don't think so." | hesitated. "Actually, Rob, he'd taken a cassock from the church. It
must have been one of the choir men's—the Vicar's spare one was still there. He must have
snatched it up when he heard me. Don't ask mewhy, I've no idea. He left it under the lych-gate.”

"Funny thing to do."
"Youretdling me. Did you see what he was carrying?'
"No," he said. "L ook, those sausages are done."

"So they are. Can you eat four? Not too many chipsfor me, thanks. Oh, before | forget, the
Vicar told meto tell you hewon't bein the greenhouses tomorrow, he's going down to the old
orchard. What are you doing down there?"

"Spraying the trees, and tidying up abit. Things that should have got done thiswinter past, but there
wasn't time, with all Mr. Underhill wanted doing about the house. But now, with you
coming back . . . are you coming to the cottage?'

"I think | might, for a bit anyway."
"Moving in tomorrow?"
"Yes. | thought | might see Mrs. Henderson and ask her to get things aired for me."

"Y ou don't need to bother. I1t'sdone.” He grinned a my look. "We thought you'd be back
soon, and when the Vicar told usyou were coming over tomorrow we got the cottage opened up.
So you can settle straight in anytime you like."

For some absurd reason | felt the tears sting suddenly behind my eyes. He could not have
seen, because | had my back turned to him till, but he said, just behind me: ™Y ou've given metoo
many sausages. Divide them properly. Thekettle's boiling; will you have tea or coffee?’



"Coffee, please. | only want two sausages, honestly. Are they from Roper's? Their sausages
were always the best."

"Aye." He spooned Nescafe from the jar and made two cups. "Remember the sausage rollswe
used to get at Goode's stall on a Saturday?"

"Do | not! Here, then, let's start."

Over the med wetaked easily, he of the Court and the Underhills, and of hisgirl who belonged to
Ashley and whom he meant to marry before the year was out; | of Madeiraand Bavaria and then,
irresstibly unloading it al, of the accident, and the puzzle of my father's final message.

"Rob, doesthe phrase 'William's brook’ mean anything to you?'
"William'swhat?'

"I think it was 'William's brook."

He shook his head. "Uh-uh. Never heard of it that | can remember.”
"Could it be the Overflow?"

"I never heard it called anything € se but that, did you?"

"No. | only asked because I'd wondered if Daddy meant you when he said, 'Perhaps the boy
knows." | sighed alittle and pushed my plate away. "That was fine. Thanks very much, Rob.”

"Yourewe come." He got up and began stacking the plates. "Shall | fix your bike for you now?"
“If you would. I'll wash up whileyou doit.”
"O.K." Then, easily: "Where are you putting your dad's ashes? In the enclosure?’

He might have been saying something about the washing up. | found it oddly comforting. Family
talk; asfamiliar aswith my own cousins, and without the constraintsthat | had, for obvious reasons, felt
there sometimes.

"No, he didn't want that. Too much like putting fences round him, he said." The enclosure wasthe
Ashley grave plot, where, within theiron railings, the family had lain since the Giles Ashley who had died
in 1647. "He said he'd had enough of that when he was a prisoner of war; he wanted the open air. So
I'll be coming back in the morning, very early, before there's anyone about.”

"I'll be about, very likely, but I'll not disturb you. If you want breskfast when you've done, I'll be
frying up at about seven o'clock. Y ou can go down to the cottage after. I'll take your things dong. Suit
you?"

"Suitsme.”
He disappeared whistling towards the scullery, and | began to carry the dishes over to the sink.
Ashley, 1835
Surely shewas not often aslate asthis?

The sane part of him inssted that she was. There had been nights when she had been prevented



from coming at dl, and he had waited dl night long in thisfret and torment, raw with longing, only to rant
and curse a her when, the next night, braving who knew what rough perils from her family and the
village see-dlls, she came again.

He spared athought for her, hurrying to him through the windy dark, wrapped in her old cloak,
the maze key clutched in her hand. "The key to heaven,”" she had caled it, and he had not laughed a
her for the phrase as he might have done, my God, yes, even amonth ago. He had had to bite hislips
to stop himsdlf saying, "The key to my heart.”

That had been when hefirst knew for sure. She was the one. Of al of them, she was the one.
SX
With tears augmenting the fresh morning'sdew. . . .

—Romeo and Juli€t, |, i

Five o'dlock inthe morning. England in May. Thetimethey always used to Sng about. And well
they might, | thought, buzzing aong the country roads on the Lambrettawith the early sun brilliant on the
wet hedgerows, and the meadow grasses furred with dew asthick as hoarfrost. Heaven knew when last
| had been out so early; | had forgotten the light, the Sweetness of the air, the newly washed smdll of
everything, thefat lambs caling, the thrushes going wild in the hawthorns. Forgotten the hawthorns
themsdlves, frothing with maybloom along the road, with cowdips and cuckoo-flowers dmost hiding the
hedge bottoms. Forgotten the cuckoo, shouting in the echoing distance. Forgotten, even, the other
preoccupation that went with me.

But here he was, crowding me. Hullo, | said, but gaily, without anxiety. Shall | see you today?
Shall | see you today?

| wouldn't be surprised, said he, and the doors dowly closed between us like a cloud drawing
over thesun.

Therewas no sign of life from the Court. Curtains hung close over the windows. On the moat the
swans sailed with their six grey young, and ablue heron fished busily for roach. The air was pure and

vey ill.

| took an hour, alonein the great neglected gardens. The swans cruised unheeding, the heron fished
on. Therabbits in the orchard sat bolt upright to watch me, their fur outlined with light and their pricked
ears astrangparent as shells. The beautiful old house dreamed above its reflection, rose-red brick and
glittering windows mirrored in the till moat, and moving faintly in the wake of the swans. Not mine, |
thought; never mine again. All that had vanished, blown away on the sweet morning air with Jon
Adhley'sdugt. Hic manet. Here lies he where he longed to be. And where shdl | lie? Shdll | be brought
back here one day, to become, however insubstantialy, part of this garden and this glimmering air? And
who will bring me?

| walked for an hour, but nothing spoke and no one care

There were bacon and eggs for breakfast, and fresh bread baked by Mrs. Henderson. Sunshine
poured into the cottage kitchen. Last night's fire had been cleaned out and relaid, and the room was nesat
asaship'sgdley.

"Y ou do yourself well,” | told Rob Granger. "Shell be lucky. Do | know her, by the way?"



"l doubt it. She'sakind of cousin; used to live near Ashley Village, but her folks moved away.
Shelll be back soon, then well be making plans.”

"Wdl," | sad, "tdl her from methat she'son to agood thing."
He grinned, and said, "Oh, she knows," and cut a couple of dices off theloaf. "Honey?"

"Thanks." And not just with the cooking, | thought, as | spread honey on the lovely, crusty bread.
There was something solidly dependable about him, akind of inbuilt strength; the sense that day-to-day
fretswould pass him by like therain driving againgt atree. Not aman to hurry; he looked, and was (as|
remembered from childhood squabbles), as obstinate as amule, and apparently as set in hiswaysasa
plough horse that knows no other job. His ease of manner with me came from long acquaintance, but it
came aso from a salf-confidence that was part of him; not the kind of confidence that was bred into my
elegant Ashley cousins, but something hacked out of ahard Me, asafluid line of sculptureisintime
hacked out of hardstone. Y es, she would be lucky; it wasto be hoped, for my cousins sake, that she
would be content to stay at Ashley, and not persuade Rob to leave.

| said something of the sort, but he merely made anoncommittal sound through a mouthful of breed
and honey, then said, as soon as he could: "It'll be strange, with Mr. Howard here. | can'timagineit,
somehow. Will you stay, yoursdf?'

"l don't know. | suppose | shdl, for thetimebeing. | really haven't got round to deciding
anything yet."

"Mm. | dare say there's no hurry. These things dways take along time to settle, and the way the
Court'stied up, it could take years."

"Is that supposed to be comforting?’

"It comfortsme,” said Rob. "Give everyonetimeto get used to the idea. It won't seem the
same without Mr. Ashley . . . and without you."

He spoke so smply that | took it straight, as afact and not acompliment. "It comforts me, too. |
somehow can't takeit all in. Not quite yet."

"Well," hesad, "don't try. There's plenty of time. And maybe Mr. Howard won't want to
come here at all." He grinned. "Mind you, everyoneinthevillageiswildto seehiswife. | don't
know what they think a Mexican is like, but | know MissMarget was talking about totem poles,
and Mrs. Henderson told me that Mrs. Gray—you know, the head of the Mothers Union—made a
speech last week about race relations and the colour bar. Very broadminded, shewas, | believe."

| laughed. "Actudly, she's pure Spanish, and from her photos, rather gorgeous. But | must admit |
can't quite see her —either of them—settling here”

"Thenitll be Emory's? Seemsfunny, doesntit,” said Rob slowly, "that James loses all that
by about twenty or thirty minutes? Must be queer to be a twin."

"Very, | should think. But | don't know if James countsit as'losing.' Thereé's no money here, Rob.
The placeislovely, but very soon now therell be atime when no one can keep it.”

"So | reckon. But wouldn't you have thought the National Trust, or someone like that, would
have taken it on? | mean, a place like this, that historians and such go wild about . . . ?"

"The Nationa Trust won't take any property over unlessit's endowed, and how would we manage



that? | know Daddy tried everything and everybodly. | think in the long run that someone—some body
likethe Pilgrim Trugt, or even the Department of the Environment—would step in to preserve the house,
but | doubt if they'd ever bother with the gardensand the land. That's bound to go, history or no
history."

"Well," hesaid, "don't get mewrong, but it lookstome as if you'll be thankful yet that it's
not your headache."

"I'm sureyou'reright. To start with, it'll be Mr. Emerson's, poor man. Helll haveto sort out dl the
legd tangles— what he calls the dead man's hand."

"Dead man's hand?' Rob looked faintly shocked, and | paused in surprise, then realized that he
must think the lawvyer was referring to my father.

"l only meant thetrugt. . . . Y ou seemed to know how the place wastied up? He meant my
umpteenth great-grandfather, the one who created the trust, reaching from the grave to make things
awkward for all of us."

"Oh, aye, | get it. Your dad did talk about it once. You al have to consent before you can sl
anything, isn't that it?' He pondered it for aminute. "Could be awkward, yes, but he meant well, and it
seems to me he's maybe made things amite safer for you, the way it'sturned out. | mean, they can't sl
your cottage over your head, even if they want to."

"They couldn't anyway," | told him. "All the bit they call the'cottage strip—the old
orchard, and the strip of land aong the Pool asfar asthe One Ash road—none of that'sincluded in the
trust. It wasdl Daddy could leave me, but it'smine."

He was|ooking very thoughtful. "If they did want to bresk the trust, and sdll the rest up, would you
consent to it?"

"That would depend. We might haveto sdll theland, to endow the house. | know that Daddy
had that on his mind. But I'm not quite sure what it would mean to you, for instance, and to the
Hendersons. We didn't get as far as discussing that." | looked at him. "If the trust were
broken, Rob, what would happen to you? Would you be able to buy this house for yoursef?"

"I don't think so, but then I mightn't want to stay. Y ou don't need to bother yourself about that.
Y ou've enough to think about for yoursdlf." He straightened in his chair. "Anyway, thisisn't just the
morning to talk about the future. | shouldn't have asked you about your plans, I'm sorry. But, you know,
oncedl this, your dad and everything—once it's gone a bit into the background, and once you've found
out what he wanted you to find out, it'll dl settleitsdlf. It'll work out, believe meit will. Only, you've got
tolet it tekeitstime."

| nodded, and finished my tea, soothed by his country common-sense. Time; there was dwaystime
in the country. Leave thingsto themsalves, and they grew, and ripened, and were cut down, dl inthe
right seasons. Now, it seemed, wasthefalow time. "Well," | said, "well give it achanceto work out.
I'm certainly in no fit state of mind to make decisions. I've got to get dl the complicated legd stuff settled
firgt, and by the time the mills of God have ground dl the factsto a powder I'll have sorted mysdlf out,
too—or perhapsit'll be decided for me. But thereis something | can do straight away. | can have alook
for the paper my father spoke of, and try to find out what he meant; if there's something he wants me to
do. I'll haveto get into the Court to do that. I've got my own key to the east door, but | expect all the
rooms are locked on the public sde, aren't they? | don't want to explain mysdlf to the Underhills yet. |
suppose you've no ideawho has the main house keys?'



"Yes" said Rob. "l have."
Aseasy asthat. "You have?'

He nodded. "Y our dad gave them to me before he went to Germany. Didn't you know? Mr.
Underhill's got the other st, dll the public rooms aswell astheir own; they have to have them because
of fire, and because of the quarter-pounders'— thiswas our private name for the tourists who paid
twenty-five pence each—"but your dad told me held given the private keys off that set to Mr. Emerson.
Heleft hisown lot with me.”

"Wel!" | said with rdlief. "Therésan end to that mystery! Y ou've no ideawhat mayhem Mr.
Emerson and | were picturing! 1've afeding he suspected they'd been stolen from Daddy when he was
knocked down. Apparently I'm alowed to keep them, officially, till all the legal businessis
settled.”

"Y ou'd better have them now.” While | had been speaking he had pulled open adrawer inthe
dresser, and fished out from somewhere a bunch of keys which | recognized. "Here you are,
then. Do you know which iswhich? They go in order, from here. That's the main door, then the Priest's
Parlour, the Council Chamber . . ." He clicked the keysround on the massivering, like beadson a
rosary. "They'rein order for thetour. Was there any room you wanted specially?"

"Yes, thelibrary.”

He selected a key. "That's it. No, leave those things. Mrs. Henderson will do them.
Would you like meto go in with you this morning?"

"No, | don't think so, thanks. I've been thinking, Rob; therell be quarter-pounders going round
today, won't there? If | go in on my own, with keys, someone's sure to see me, and ask questions. I'll
leave the keyswith you for now, and I'll go round with the tour myself, and just take a look in
general, thenlater on I'll introduce mysdf to the Underhills, and ask them if | can come and go inthe
house as | want. What time's the first tour?"

"Half past ten." He dropped the keys back in the drawer, and shut it. No question or
comment. " Stay heretill then if you like. Or do you want to go down to the cottage this morning?*

"Yes, I'll do that."

"That'll be Mrs. Henderson at the back door now. Shell want a word with you, | dare say.
See you later." He smiled and went out.

Mrs. Henderson was smdll, brisk, and sixtyish, with greying hair "done" each week as unyieldingly
and unvaryingly asameta hemet by "our Eileen" who wasthe village hairdresser. She had vivid blue
eyes and ahigh patch of colour on each cheek, and was as efficient, as quick, and about asslent as a
computer in full schedule.

"Well, now, Miss Bryony, it's nice to see you back again, though I'm sorry about your
poor dad, | wasjust saying to the Vicar last week, for al Mr. Ashley's had to go off to that hospital in
Germany hedidn't look al that ill to me and mark my words, | said, hell be back here with us sooner
than he thinks, but believe you me, Miss Bryony, | never thought my words would cometo passthis
way, nor that when | saw you back with usit would be just to pass on yourself. And when | say pass
on, you know | don't mean what it might look asif | mean, | just mean that everyone knows now that
the Court will haveto go to Mr. Howard, though folk are wondering, and | know you'll not take it
amiss, Miss Bryony, whether Mr. Howard'swife will taketo it here, | mean, I'm the last person to have



any prgjudices at al, and nowadays you daren't even talk about nigger brown any more, dare you, but
coloured is coloured, and shell have been brought up different to us aslike as not, not to mention
religion, and that's another thing, coming from where she does shelll be a Catholic, | dare say, and
whether Mr. Howard's turned or not, the children will, won't they, and what's the Vicar to do with the
church and the living and dl, and very funny it would look, wouldnt it, if the next Ashleyshad to go dl
the way to the Catholic church at Hangman's End?!

While she wastalking she had taken her apron down and put it on, helped mefinish clearing the
breakfast things, stacked them, run hot water into the sink, and started to wash up. | found the teatowel
and wiped, letting the monologue run over me as| had let it run over me every timel met Mrs.
Henderson, even after an absence of less than twenty-four hours. Sooner or later she ran down and
stopped for breath, and then from long practice | was adept at picking out the one topic which I might
want to pursue; or rather, at ignoring the dozen or so topics | wanted to avoid. | spared athought for
the Vicar and Rob Granger; how, each day, did they cope with this? Then | realized | had seen the
answer: the Vicar went down to the greenhouses, and Rob, when she arrived, smiled sweetly and | ft
by the other door.

"Mr. Howard'swifeisnot coloured,” | said, "she's Spanish. And if you remember the portrait on
the stairs, we've had a Spanish lady here before, and it seemed to work. I'm told Mrs. Howard's very
beautiful, and she probably isan R.C., but | doubt very much if they'll come to Ashley. Have
you seen my cousin Emory lately? Or Francis?"

But Mrs. Henderson was just as good as | was at fixing on the topics she wanted. "Now you come
to mentioniit, of course | knew about the Spanish lady. There was that song about her, wasn't
there? But that was in the days when everybody was Catholics, anyway, so it didn't matter. The
Vicar told me. And now | cometo think about it it wouldn't be her children that came to Ashley
Court, it's Mr. Howard's own. And when | say 'own," of course | mean—"

"Yes, of course. The twins and Francis. Have any of them been here recently?"

"And of courseif Mr. Howard doesn't come back," said Mrs. Henderson, with obvious regret for a
rich source of gossip dipping from her grasp, "then it'll be Mr. Emory and hiswife, and avery nicegirl
sheis, and everyone saysthe same, though a bit young for it—"

"What wife?"

"Not for marriage, | don't mean, because nowadays they'reready and willing for anything
before they're turned fifteen, though | can't see mysdf that marriage and afamily brings you much except
aload of housework and cooking, but they will do it, and | suppose it's nature's way—"

"What wife?"
"What's that, Miss Bryony?"
"l said what wife?Y ou said Mr. Emory and hiswife. Is he married?"

She had certainly captured al my attention at last. She shot me aglance of triumph, turned on the
hot tap, and held a jug under it to rinse, taking her time. "Well, not yet, but take it fromme,
it'sonly amatter of time. It'sthat Miss Underhill, Cathy her name is. Didn't Rob say?"

"No."

"If that isn't just like aman. They never take ablind bit of notice of anything that goes on under their



noses, more interested in the football pools and the tomatoes down in those greenhouses than in what's
happening right herein our village. Now, that's the dishes done. Don't you bother any more,
I'll put them away. Y ou don't know where they go."

"Of coursel do. I'll do them. So my cousin Emory's been going out with the Underhill girl? Are
they actudly engaged?'

She wrung out her dishcloth and draped it over the edge of the draining board, then fished below
the sink, brought up ared plastic bucket, and began to fill it with hot water. "1 don't know about
engaged, they don't call it that now, do they? They go with someone, or they have a steady, or they
have athing going, or they haveit off with someone, if I've got that right-"

"l don't think you have, quite, but never mind, | know what you mean. How long has this been
going on, and do you redly think it's serious?’

"Knowing Mr. Emory, I'd say it was." She turned off the taps and for the first time stopped
working and stood looking a me, the bright blue eyes shrewd and quite serious. "Y ou know him, he
was dways one that knew his own mind and went straight for what he wanted, and pity help anything
that stood in hisway. Nice about it, oh, yes, of course, being an Ashley, but he gets what he wants.”

The smiler with the knife under the cloak. Y es, we could do you down and smile a you with great
charmwhilewedid it. It was auseful talent, | supposed. At any rateit had got the Ashleys where they
were, and kept them there for afew hundred years. | said: "Is she pretty? Tell me al about her."

Shetold me, but | wasn't listening. | would meet Cathy Underhill soon enough. | was thinking about
my cousin Emory, that determined and clever man. Whatever he wanted to do, he would succeed in.
Now, it appeared, he wanted the Underhill girl. If he had picked her and was serious about her, he must
count her fortune just as abonus; he had plenty himself, even though the businessin Bristol (which had
been very much Emory's pigeon for years) hardly put him in the Underhill bracket. "Never marry money,
but go where money is." It was like Emory's hard good sense—the stedl-hard Ashley wish for
continuity—to marry an asset; and if he wasfond of her it was the affection, and not the fortune, that
was the bonus

| was also thinking about my lover. Where did this leave us? And why, for heaven's sake
why, could he not be as open with me as| waswith him? 1 wasrapidly, | thought, having more than
enough of mystery.

Trust me. It came suddenly, clear and close.

Oh, you were reading me, were you? Well, you'll know what | think about you. Where
are you?

Not far. It was fading. Not far.
Where, though? Here at Ashley?

Thefaintest quiver of amusement came through, mischief, but with atouch of comfort, like apat on
the shoulder which tells you to relax and it will be all right soon . . .

". .. Going down to the cottage thismorning?* Mrs. Henderson was asking.

"Y es. Rob tellsme you've opened it up for me aready. It's marvellous of you, Mrs. Henderson. Do
you mean | can move straight in?"



"Yes, indeed you can. It'sdl aired and clean, and if it's a matter of stores, groceries and
such, | put what | thought you'd need for a start, and there's a list on the kitchen table,
and you can pay me when you feel like it. And when | pop down to the village this
morning, as | shall have to do, the Vicar being out of butter and sdf-raising, I'll cal at thefarm and
tell the milk to come, and if | let Miss Marget at the Post Office know, then you'll be settled ininno
time, and very niceitll be. And the meat comes Tuesdays and Fridays, you'll remember that. | can take
any ordersyou want up at the Vicarage, and pop them down to you—"

| left eventudly, overwhelmed with kindness and offers of every sort of help under the sun,
and made my way down to the cottage.

TheVicar wasin the orchard, spraying the apple trees with fervour and a lavish hand. |
could hear him talking busily, but then | saw Rob's dark head some distance off on thefar
side of ahedge, and redlized that the latter could not hear a word. Nor was he meant to. The
Vicar was talking to the apple trees. Rob's dog lay near him, head cocked and deeply
interested, but when he saw me he got up and came over, tail waving. Neither the Vicar nor
Rob seemed to notice me as | crossed the orchard and pushed open the wicket which gave on the
cottage garden.

Thefirsgt thing that struck mewasthetidiness. If | had thought about it at al 1 would have expected
the cottage garden to match the outlying parts of the Court gardens for enforced neglect, but this garden
wasasmdl marve of neatness. The two plum treeswere pruned and well shaped and budding fatly; the
Fribourg rose around the window had been carefully trimmed, and the clematiswas a cloud of blossom
as high asthe roof; the rows of raspberries were as regular as guardsmen, the strawberries were aready
strawed, and the plotsto either side of the path were hoed and raked and planted within an
inch of their lives. The path where | stood was clear of weeds, and thickly edged with chivesand
pardey. The brimming rain barrel below the gutter was painted the same new green as the door, and
had afresh meta ring. The step was clean, and the door open.

Inside was the same; Mrs. Henderson had put all to rights, and it was charming and nest,
with apot of pink geraniums in the window, and the fresh smell of polish everywhere. The box
of groceries stood on the kitchen table. Upgtairs, | knew, al would be ready for me. | had only to pay
my bill a the Hog and Oak, get my things brought over here, and walk in.

Which was no reason why, leaning my elbows on the sl of the dormer window that
looked from the bedroom eaves out over the gppletrees, | should find mysdlf, for the first time since my
father's deeth, crying helplesdy asif therewas neither love nor hope left in the world.

Ashley, 1835

My God, hethought. I've forgotten thelist. My father wasright to rave a mefor avicious
libertine. It had seemed amusing, once, to keep alist of them, like the stable books; physical marks,
breeding, performance, staying power . . .

And her nameonit, too.

I'll burn the list. Not even read it again. I'll burn the books, too, al of them. No more
light-0-loves. Sheistheladt, | promiseit. Only let her come tonight.

But something in him, remembering, cast alingering backward look at the time past, and hefelt
heavy and full of dread, asif he were Sgndling in vain across awaste of blowing darkness.



Saven

I'll go along, no such sight to be shown, But to rejoice in splendour of mine own.
—Romeo and Juliet, |, ii

Two budoads of quarter-pounders were already lining up when | got to the gate. Therewasa
trestle table set up the other side of the bridge, insde the gatehouse, and here ayoung woman sat taking
the money. | had never seen her before, and she obvioudy did not recognize me. She didn't even give
me aglance as | took my ticket, declined to buy a coloured brochure on Ashley Court, and wandered
out into the sunshine of the courtyard to join the group waiting outside the main door.

The girl from the gatehouse escorted us round. She had read what there wasto read, and did her
best to make the place cometo life.

"Thisisthe Great Hdll. I1t'sfrom Henry the Eighth'stime, but there's no record that the King was
ever here. You seethat little winding stair over there. . . ? 1t leadsto the gdllery. When Cardinal Wolsey
was ayoung priest helived here for atime; he was the family chaplain and had to read aloud to them
during mesls. | suppose he got hisfood afterwards. . . . Notice the carving on the gallery rall. It's
original. But the shield in the center with the crest was added later, in the nineteenth century, when the
family took the motto Touch Not the Cat but a Glove from their Scottish connection. Y ou can seethe
motto again carved on the stone shield above thefireplace. 1t was William Ashley the author who
had the old Tudor chimney-breast taken out and this Gothic one put in. It was much admired.
Thomas Lovell Beddoes mentions this roominoneof hispoems. Youll find it quoted in the
brochure. Thisway, please.

We dtraggled dong after her. It was acomprehensive tour, good value for money. We saw it al.
The Tudor parlour where the priest's hole stood open to view, the Council Chamber with the carved
ceiling and the coats of arms and the paneling polished like slk; the dining room with the Queen
Anne celling where the water-light from the moat rocked and rippled as the swans floated by below; the
long drawing room with its terrace of narrow lawn and rose-hung parapet edging the drop straight to the
moat. We saw the pantries and the stillroom, the cellars, the kitchens with the spits and the vast chimney
(we oursdlves had done our cooking in one of the pantries); then upstairs to the bedrooms and the
gdlery, and, at last, the library.

Thisran thefull length of the north wing of the house. It was atal room with a heavily corniced
ceiling, and pillared Corinthian openings for doors and windows. The walls were completely clothed
with shelves, and at intervals shelves stood out from the walls to create bays, each bay a sdf-contained
room initself, with table and heavy chairs of Spanish leather. Here and there stood glass-topped display
tables for more vauable volumes; and in earlier days there had been, oneto either side of the fireplace,
apair of ancient celestid and terrestrid globes. The fireplace wasin kegping with the room, being a
wide affair with a carved marble mantel piece, the top dab upheld by Atlas-like gentlemen with suffering
expressons, and the crosspiece decorated with carefree and rather charming putti. The huge
meta basket below, which had been designed for logs, was empty, and in front of it, insde the
leather-seated high fender, stood the unlovely device which was heater and humidifier dl inone. The
library had once been my favourite of dl theroomsat Ashley; | could remember thefirdight on the
mellow leather of the books, and the warmth of the big rug before the blaze, and being allowed to
turn one of the big globes while my father told me about the countries which passed by so
quickly under my childish hands.

Now its only beauty was one of proportion; it was asad ghost of aroom, with the cool north light
showing the empty shelves, or, sadder till, the shelves where two or three worthless and abandoned



volumes took the space of twenty, and lay fallenin their places. Under the glass of the digplay tablesthe
faded velvet showed darker patches where treasures had once lain. The globes had gone long since
under the hammer. In the farthest bay were the locked sections, three sets of shelves behind gilded
grilles. The section which had held valuable books was, like the display tables, empty of
them; the other two were Hill filled with the books that Emory had striven in vain to be dlowed to
read—the private collections of Scholar William, and of Nicholas Ashley, his son.

The guide was saying something about Nick Ashley now, and people were smiling. One or
two of them drifted over to look at thetitles behind the grille, and | went with them.

The topmost shelves in William's section were filled with amiscellaneous assortment of
volumes: aherbd, afew bird books, a county history or two, and a book of county maps,
books on hunting and game preserving, ahistory of the Clan Chattan, and one or two thin reprints about
locd &ffars. There were also a few stray volumes from the Journal of Emma Ashley. But
on the more accessible shelves, Shakespeare predominated. The Complete Works, inamassive,
illustrated edition, comprised ten of the volumes, and | could see at |east three other
editions, flanked by commentaries and essays, and a few separate copies of some of the
plays. Notably, there were three different copies of Romeo and Juliet, and beside them the volume
which explained thisinterest, abook entitled A New Romeo to His Juliet, which contained, | knew,
William Ashley's poemsto hiswife, JuliaMcCombie, whose badge he had scattered so lavishly through
the house. It wasamarve, | thought, that he had not removed the Italian putti and put Julia's
badge there instead: it appeared in every other room; it was scrolled over the front gate, carved in
the panels of the staircase, even in two of the misericords of the church chair. It wasaso
carved—a country job this—in the pavilion which stood at the center of the maze. Even looked at down
the centuries, such devotion was atrifle overpowering; and to William's contemporaries, and possbly
even to Juliahersdf, it must have been formidable, not to say ifling. After her death at twenty-six her
widower, distracted with grief, had shut himself away with hisbooks and hiswriting, and had had little, if
anything, to do with the son who was too like the dead wife.

Our guide wastelling the story now, under the portrait of Nicholas, aged eighteen, which
hung over the chimneypiece.

". .. Hewas only seven when she died, and he was more or less|eft done, one gathers,
except for aseries of tutors, none of whom lasted very long. He grew up wild, and he got wilder. |
suppose it all sounds very corny and over-dramatic now, because it's been overdone as a story
ling, but of course this story's true, and it did have areally dramatic ending.”

It was certainly dramatic, and it was probably most of it true. What we knew about
Wicked Nick's life and death came mainly from the journa of his successor'swife, alady dmost as
wordy as Queen Victoria, and every bit as virtuous. Poor Nicholas suffered agood ded in thetelling,
and the girl— thelast of his girls—had been dlowed to sink into oblivion. But the main facts were there
in EmmaAshley'sdiaries, and were, indeed, the only interesting part of them.

Nicholas, who had adored his gentle mother, found himsdlf, at her death, amost completely ignored
by hisfather, and in turn bullied, deferred to, or encouraged in his growing wilfulness by aquickly
changing series of tutors. What must have started as normal, hedlthy high spirits changed with this
mishandling into wildness; and (one could read between EmmaAshley'sdisgpproving lines) an
affectionate nature, starved and repulsed, became sullen and intractable. Spoiled inthetruest
sense of theword, Nick Ashley had early succumbed to what his Aunt Emma caled "corruption,”
though, from the veiled hints in the diaries, it was hard to gather whether this had been
vice on the Gilles de Rais scale, or merely the sexual experimenting normal for a young



gentleman of histime.

Nicholas father fel ill when the young man was afew months short of twenty-two years old.
William Ashley, who was sixty-one, was thought to be dying, but was sufficiently in command of his
senses to worry about who should succeed him. A marriage contract was hastily drawn
up between Nicholas and the Lady Helen Colwall, younger daughter of the family then
living at Ledworth Castle. It is not known what the betrothed couple thought of one
another, but the very drawing up of the contract must have been a miracle of diplomacy,
because—vide the virtuous Emma A shley-Nicholas, with hisfather safely bedridden, was
indulginghimself with nightly "orgies" of illicit love.

"There's atradition,” our guide was saying, "that he used to meet them in the pavilioninthe
center of the maze. How they found theway in | don't know; hisvalet is supposed to have led them
in, like girls being brought to the Grand Turk. His father must have known something
about it, and there are stories of terrible quarrels, because William kept the pavilion sacred to dulids
memory, and most of his poems were written there. Well, Nicholastook it over. There are engravings
showing it made over as alove nest, with ahuge bed, and abig mirror let into the celling aboveit, and
lotsof dlk curtains and shaded lamps, but | should think that was just a myth; it doesn't
seem likely that Nick could have had the pavilion done up likethat while William was dlill dive. ..
. Anyway, just amonth before Nicholas was due to be married to Lady Helen, William Ashley died.
Nick had been keeping company with agirl from anearby village, and thistime hed been a bit rash,
because one of the girl's brothers was the Court gamekeeper, and on this particular
night—the night after William died—the man was out after a poacher, and his brother was with him
for company, when they saw their sster coming out of the maze. Well, they knew what that
meant. They waited outsdetill Nick Ashley came out. Nobody knowswhat happened, whether they
quarrdled with him, or just lay in wait and shot him down, but Nick Ashley was shot dead.
The brothers weren't ever caught. They took aship from Bristol, and got clear away. The Ashley edtate
went to Nick's uncle—hisfather's brother. That was the Charles Ashley whose wife wrote the diaries.”
She amiled. "And that'sthe only story I've got for you. It's certainly the only tragedy recorded
at the Court. For a place as old as this, it's got a strange reputation for peaceful ness.
There isn't even the breath of a ghost."

"Not even at the pavilion?" asked someone.

"Not that we know of. But they say that no one except the family—and of course gardeners and so
on—has been there since. So perhaps the sad ghost of Wicked Nick haunts the mazetothis
day, but nobody meets him, and the family keep him dark."

Did we? | never remembered feding anything but sympathy for poor Nick Ashley, bracketed, so to
speak, between the meancholy William, and the pharisaicdly virtuous uncle and aunt who had inherited
the place on his death. The young face in the picture showed weskness, rather than wickedness, and
aong with it agood ded of charm. And dready, at eighteen, the painter had caught, in the expression of
the long grey eyes, alook of settled unhappiness. The story made the legends of the maze and its
"orgies," thetilted love mirror, and the collection of pornography later locked in the Court library,
appear in an altogether kindlier light.

"The portrait isby Stevens” the guide was saying, "but it was sold, and that's a copy. Now,
the clock underneath it . . ."

Nick Ashley was dismissed, and everyone looked obediently at the French ormolu clock
which stood below the portrait, its gently swinging interna organs winking through the glass. | noticed in
passing that it was still ten minutes or so lag of the truth, but then my attention fixed itself with aclick



about eighteen inches to the right of the clock. When | had last been in this room there
had been a small T'ang horse there, which, though it was damaged, was worth five or sx hundred
pounds in any market.

But it was not going to market, not again. It was not there.

There was nowhere dsefor it to stand in the library, except perhapsin the safety of one of the
display tables. | looked with aflicker of worry at the space where it had been. If the Underhills had
taken afancy to it and moved it acrossinto one of the roomsthey rented, it was their reponsibility, and
perhaps they had no idea of its value.

The party was beginning to leave thelibrary. As| followed them, | lingered to look inside the
display tables; it was just possible that some careful hand had removed the little horseto the
safety of velvet and glass. But no. And, now that | looked with attention, there were fresh shapes
showing in unfaded velvet among the remaining objects of virtu. Here, too, thingswere missing. A little
ova—that had surely been aminiature? And that irregular bit of dark green had held a Chinese jade
seal carved with alion dog.

"Please?" said the guide. | looked up with a start. She was standing by the open door, waiting for
me. All the others had gone. | could hear them making their way, chattering like a crowd let out of
school, down the staircase. "I havetolock up,” said the girl.

"I'mso sorry,” | said, "keeping you waiting. | wasinterested . . . You do it very well, the place
comesdive. I'veenjoyed it such alot. Er, did you say lock up'? Y ou mean you lock the
rooms behind you each time as you go?"

"Ohyes. It'ssuch abig, rambling place, and there are till alot of valuable things here. We haveto
be very careful. All the rooms are locked except the ones that are being lived in. We open and shut
them as we go through."”

"The keys you use; who keeps them as a rule?"

Shelooked faintly surprised, but answered me readily enough. "1 have to give them back to the
peoplewho live here. They're tenants; the family's abroad just now."

"Oh. Well, thanks very much," | said, and went thoughtfully out in the wake of the others.
Aghley, 1835
Shewas here at last.

Thelight step on the verandah, the hand on the door, the dight figure in the shabby cloak dipping
quickly into the room, then shutting the door carefully behind her so that no faint diver showed. The
cloak, thrown aside, falling across the writing table where, year after year, hisfather had sat alone,
writing those Sterile versesto hislove.

"My love"

Her hair, loosened from the hood, fdll like rain, straight and dark, but full of rainbow lights from the
candle. Her dress dipped to her knees. She stepped fromit, and her hands went to the laces a her
breast.

Outside, asif & asignd, anightingae began to sing.



Histhoughts spirdled. Thelight, the night, the nightingale. O, she doth teach the torches to burn
bright! Her breasts were bare now, her waist. Her petticoat followed her dressto thefloor.

The room echoed with the nightingale's singing. That damned keeper, he remembered, had
threstened to shoot the bird . . . Damned keeper, indeed. Her brother. My brother's keeper . . . Hewas
getting light-headed.

"What are you laughing at, then, love?'
"I'll tell you afterwards. Here, my sweetest girl, come hereto me."
Eight
... thewild-goose chase. . .

—Romeo and Juliet, 11, iv
"Arent you MissAshley?'

The voice, awoman's, and American, brought me out of my thoughts with athump, and back to
the sunlight of the courtyard, where | now saw abig American car parked in the shade on the other side
of theyard. A man was just vanishing through the side door, carrying asuitcase; from histailoring |
guessed it was Mr. Underhill. | turned to greet the woman who had spoken. "Yes, | am. And you must
be Mrs. Underhill?"

Shewasawoman in her middle forties, groomed to ahigh gloss with that combination American
women have of know-how and sheer hard work and skilled use of materias. She was shortish, and
without the hard work she might have been dumpy, but instead she was dainty, in a creasaless cream
suit that might aswell have borneits Fifth Avenue tag on the outside. A high-necked silk swester hid her
neck, and her face had the paed-off sunburn which &fflicts Cdifornians when they have beentoolong in
sadder climates. Her skin was dry, with fine lines showing at eyes and mouth, and showed evidence of
ceaseless care. The dark-brown lashes were agiveaway for the blond hair.

"I'm s0 glad to meet you." She put out ahand. "But Jeff and | fed awful that it had to befor this
reason. It was terrible news about your father; I'm so sorry. We've both been so distressed for you.

Everybody sayswhat avery fine person he wes"

Shetaked onfor alittle while about Daddy, asked where | was staying, and seemed pleased when
| said | planned to live for awhile in the cottage by the lake. She had a gentle voice and manner that
went with her Dresden-china appearance, and seemed to feel agenuine regret about my father, and a
real concernfor me,

"How did you know me?' | asked her. "Did Mr. Emerson tell you | was coming?'
"No, hedidn't. I knew you from the picturein our bedroom”

My parents room, of course. | said: "Isit so like? It isn't avery good one, and it was painted years

Shelaughed. "Wél, | can see you're not seventeen any more, but you're not that much older, are
you?'

"| fed it. I'm twenty-two."



"L ook, what are we standing out here for? Comeright in, Jeff's dying to meet you, | know. He's
just flown in from Houston, and hell be home for afew days. Isn't that marvellous? It seemskind of
drangeinviting you into your own home, but comeright onin.”

Like us, the Underhills used a side door. We went in together. | said: "I didn't actually come over
just to call. I was planning to do that this afternoon. I've been down at the cottage seeing what was
needed, and then | came up here, and—" | laughed rather gpologeticaly. "Actudly | went round with
the guided tour. It seemsilly, but | wasrather curiousto see how they did it."

"Did you redly? Wdll, fancy!" Her eyesdanced. "So | needn't fed so bad at inviting you into your
own home, when you've had to pay twenty-five centsto go therounds. . . . And | haveto tdl you,
Cathy and | have been around a couple of times ourselves. It was agood way to learn al the history,
and boy, have you had some history! Kind of uncomfortable, some of it, but very interesting, and seeing
everything right herein its own place beats the schoolbooks hollow." She paused a acorner. "Werein
what they cadl the smdl drawing room; | don't haveto tell you theway. Y ou'll stay to lunch with us,
won't you? Now"—as | made the ritual protest—"1 won't take no for an answer. We have alight lunch,
salad and such, and it couldn't be easier. In any case, we're having aguest already, so it's easy to Stretch
it." She smiled like someone with a secret that she knew would delight me. "Guesswho it iS? Y our own
coudn."

Any delight | felt was certainly tempered with questions and uneasy memories of last
night in the churchyard, and, too, with some speculation about the gossip Mrs. Henderson had
passed on to me. | said: "Y ou mean Emory? How lovdy!" with what was meant to sound like
unmixed pleasure, but as Mrs. Underhill opened the drawing-room door and gestured me past her, |
saw her eyeing mewith her own brand of speculation, adightly wary look, which, under the
circumstances, was naturd. One up to Mrs. Henderson and the village gossip, | thought: it was just such
alook as might be given to the about-to-be-dispossessed Miss Ashley, whose privilege ticket back
to the Court had been picked up by Miss Underhill.

"Yes" shesad, "Emory."

"Wdl, isn't that nice!" | said cheerfully. "I haven't seen him for ages. And of course I'd love to meet
your daughter. Thank you, 1'd like to stay, very much."

The "small drawing room" opened from the longer drawing room, fromwhichit could be
divided by apair of tal doors. These were shut now, making aroom about thirty feet by eighteen, with
three long windows looking out on the strip of lawn and rose beds which was the terrace above the
moat. The water-light moved prettily on the ceiling. They had hardly rearranged theroom at all, | saw,
and there were bowls of tulips and bluebdlls, and stands of cherry blossom which lighted the acovesto
beauty, and which must have been arranged by Mrs. Underhill hersdif.

"Let's sit down, shall we?" she said.

Therewas afire of logsin the hearth. She motioned meto aseat near it in the corner of the big
chesterfield, and took the other corner hersel f

"l gather," | said, "that you know my cousin quite wel?'

"Y es. He and Cathy—Cathy's my daughter—met awhile back, and after they got acquainted they
found there was this connection, that she was staying at Ashley Court. A red coincidence, you might
say. Wdll, of course she asked him over, and hel's visited her afew times. He'sared charmer, don't you
think?'



"I've dwaysthought so," | agreed, "and so's histwin. Y ou've met James? And Francis, the
youngest brother? No, well, he's been dboroad alot in the last few months. They used to live here with
us, most of the time, when we were children; | expect Emory will have told you al about that.” |
hesitated fractionally, then hit the bal into the open field. "Y ou know, | suppose, that the Court will
belong to Emory'sfamily now?"

She looked embarrassed, and made quite alittle business of picking up acigarette box, offering me
one, then taking one hersdlf and lighting it. "He did tell us something about the way things were left, but
of courseit wasdl seemingly in the future then. Y our father was till ayoung man, asthings go, and
nobody ever thought of atragedy likethis." She seemed to be going to say more, then let it go. "It
seems you had some ancestor who tied everything up so that it had to be inherited by aman. | can think
of someladies| know who'd be hell-bent on doing something about that right now . . ." She amiled,
leaned acrossto tap ash off her cigarette, then looked up at me frankly. "I must say, Miss Ashley, it
seemskind of tough to me. Isn't there anything that can be done?’

She sounded asif she meant it. Sometension that | hardly knew | had been feding dackened in
me.

"| doubt it. Certainly there's nothing to be done about the 'heirs mal€ inheritance; that's been built in
ever snce the place started. The redlly awkward ‘tying up' that the old man did was the trust that stops
even the hair from sdlling any of the unentailed property without the consent of the whole family.

Luckily, so far, we haven't fought much over it." | smiled. "And | don't see why we should start now. |
expect Emory will do dl right; he usudly does."

"Y ou don't sound asif you minded one bit."
"I don't believe | do. Peoplelike the Ashleyshad avery good run for their money, after all.”

She got up then to shift one of thelogsin thefireplace, and | turned the subject with some
compliment about the flowers, and the talk went off at a comfortable tangent to the garden, and the
contrast between Cdiforniaand the cool temperate climate that we in Britain use as adaily
basis for grumbling, but that produces the loveliest gardensin the world. . . . | listened
with only half an ear; | was looking round the room, trying not to do it too obvioudy, to seeif the
T'ang horse was there, or the seal, or anything else which should have been in thelocked part
of the house. | saw none of them, but | knew that soon, and the sooner the better for her own sake as
well asmine, | would haveto tell her about the missing objects. | wondered a little desperately
how in the world one broached such a subject. For alunch guest, however much a part of the
furnishings, to ask her hostess suddenly where the vauables were and who kept the keysto the
rooms they had been removed from was one of those things that even Aunt Edna of the Problem
Page would have found tricky. Wdll, | thought, it wasn't something that would improve with
keeping. If you have to ask something, then ask.

"Mrs. Underhill, there's something I've been wondering about. Perhaps you can help me. The guide
who took the party round told me that the rooms on the public side of the house— the ones you don't
use—are alwayslocked, and that she gives the keys back to you and your husband for safekeeping.
What happens if you're out, or away from home?"

"They're left with that nice Rob Granger. He has the other set, and he always keeps
an eye on things if we're not here. He's hardly ever away, but if heis, heleaves keysat the
Vicarage. Why do you ask? Don't you have keys yourself?"

"It's not that; | can get Rob'sif | need them. It'sjust . . . Mrs. Underhill, | noticed



something this morning that worried me—maybe | should say puzzled me, because I'm
quite sure ther€lll beasimplereason for it." | heditated, then plunged. "One or two small things
that used to be in the library aren't there any more. | wondered if you knew where they'd been
moved to."

She looked startled, and her cigarette froze till, hafway up to her mouth. "Miss Ashley,
there's nothing been moved that | know of. What sort of things?"

"Small things, ornaments. | wondered if perhapsthey'd been put in the strong-room for
safekeeping.”

She shook her head. | noticed how sharply the lipstick outlined her mouth, standing out blue-red
againg the creamy colourless skin. "Do you mean really valuable things?"

"Well, therésalittle Chinese horse, in unglazed earthenware, asort of biscuit colour, with a
mended leg. It doesn't look much, but—"

"A Chinese horse? Unglazed biscuit? For heaven's sake, not a Tang horse?' She looked so
horrified thet | redized that, coming from America's West Coast, she probably knew far more
about the value of Oriental ceramics than | did.

| said hastily: "Yes, but not a very good one; it was smdl, and it was damaged. Please
don't look so worried! | just noticed that it had gone from the mantelpiece in the library, and
there was aminiature gone from one of the showcases, just alittle Victorian thing, and apiece of jade, a
sed with alion dog onit. Y ou haven't seen them anywhere ese, have you?'

"No, | have not. They're not in this part of the house, that's for sure. Miss Ashley, thisis just
awful!"

| saw with remorse that she had lost the remains of what colour she had. Her lips, under
the paint, had puckered into fine, dry lines. | began to fed abit like an executioner. "L ook, please don't
worry so, | only asked. The odds arethat Mr. Emerson's put them away in the strong-room.
He may have decided they were too easily portable, with |oads of people going through the rooms
every day. | canring himup and ask him. | should have done that before | bothered you.
Peaseforgiveme.”

"WEell, of course, but—oh, here's Jeff. He might know something about it . . . Jeff, thisisMiss
Ashley. She's coming back to stay for apiece, and shell beliving in the cottage by the lake. 1an't that
wonderful? But right now shesstaying to lunch with us. Miss Ashley, thisis Jeff, my husband.”

We said how do you do and shook hands, and, like her, he said the right things about my
father with that enviable American warmth and ease of manner. He was a big man, broad
in body, and of heavy build, with the same look as hiswife of physica hedth worked for and maintained
at concert pitch. He had dark hair greying, and abroad face with dightly flattened features, oddly
familiar, though for the moment | could not place them. The cheekbones were wide, with
a dightly Savic look, and the eyes were dark and very shrewd. The long mouth gave nothing avay. He
looked just what he was:. arich, clever man, akiller in business hours, and kindness itself in histime
off.

Before | could stop her hiswife had told him about the missing objects, and | was able to witness
the Jekyll-into-Hyde transformation | had just guessed at. The pleasant smile vanished, the
black brows snapped together, and hard dark eyeslooked straight through my brain to scrape
the back of my skull. Or that waswhat it felt like. "Tycoon" had not just been ajoke word. In the



businessjungle of America, Jeffrey Underhill was one of the larger carnivores.

He didn't waste time on apologies or worry; he asked two or three questions, so smoothly
that you hardly noticed they came barbed, and then said: "Thefirg thing isto call thelawyer. I'll do
that now. It seemsto mevery likely that he's taken some of the small thingsinto safekeeping.” He
glanced at the clock on the mantel. "Cathy went to pick Emory up, didn't she? They're not
back yet?"

"No," said hiswife. "He caled up to say he had to get the later train.”

He nodded, and made for the door, but paused there with hisback to the room, his head
bent, asif thinking. Then he turned back to me. He il had that gloss of cam which paliticians and
high-ranking businessmen affect, but the next question came out that little bit too abruptly. ™Y ou only no
ticed things missing from the library, that's right?"

"That's right. Though until I'd seen the T'ang horse was gone, | didn't really look. But, Mr.
Underhill, pleese—I didn't mean to Sart athing likethis. Thisismaking mefed terrible. There's
probably a perfectly simple explanation, and—"

"Surethereis. But the sooner we haveit the better. I'll call thislawyer right away, evenif it does
gpail hislunch hour for him. But the point | was going to make was, would you like to go look around
again on your own, and make acheck?Y ou might find the things somewhere e se, or you might find
more things missing. Either way, the sooner we get them tagged the better. 1t's barely a quarter of
twelve. | doubt if my daughter and your cousin will be here much before one o'clock. What do you

a7
"Yes, I'd like to. Thank you."

"Fine. Now, Stephanie says you went around with the guided tour; that means you've no keys of
your own. Right?' He crossed to a bureau which stood between two of the windows, took asmall key
from hisvest pocket and unlocked it, pulled open a drawer and took out the big bunch of
house keys. No, | could acquit Mr. Underhill of carelessness. He handed methe keys, said, "Fix mea
martini, for God's sake," to hiswife, and went out. One got the impression that the dust began to
settle as soon as the door shut behind him.

My search, which wasfruitless, finished at length inthe big schoolroom of the nursery wing.

| don't quite know why | went there; | certainly never expected to find any clueto the missing
objects, and | have no recollection of climbing the noisy lino-covered stairsto the third floor. It may be
that | was Hill alittle breathless at the Underhills swift reaction to my inquiries; possibly it wasjust
Jeffrey Underhill’snorma way, but | felt asif | had Sarted afull-scde crimind investigation amost
before | was surethat anything was really missing. Before | faced them again, | wanted timeto
think. I glanced a my watch. Still something short of twelve-thirty. | shut the schoolroom door behind
me, crossed to the wide window seat, and sat down, looking down at the tops of the big beeches
that edged the Pool.

The sun poured into the shabby room. Dust motes swarmed like agauzefilter, making a
soft-focus dreamworld out of redity. The sun was bright as the suns one aways remembers from
childhood. The dugty, dightly stuffy smell of the unused schoolroom was the same as it had been
ten, twelve, fourteen years ago. Beside me on the faded cushions of the window seat sat three old
friends, grubby and grey with much loving: the Hippo family, Hippo, Pot, and Amaos, whose names
Francis had chosen, and which, as children, we had found excruciatingly funny. The old dappled rocking
horse stood gathering dust; | had christened it Dawn, which my cousinsthought sickeningly girlish,



refusing to cdl it anything but Rocky. There were the desks, with their dried and crusted inkwells, where
James and Emory, and later Francisand |, had sat learning to read and write and cipher before we went
to school. A white-painted shelf still held the beloved storybooks, the Andrew Langs and the Arthur
Ransomes and the C. S. Lewises, their battered covers containing each its bright autonomous world,
those magical kingdoms one is made free of asachild, and thereafter ownsal onéslife.

Below the shelves was the cupboard to which, prompted by Ledie Oker, my booksdller
friend from Ashbury, | had, before going abroad, transferred some of our nursery treasures from the
open shelves. There was a steadily growing interest, he had told me, in the work of illugtratorslike
Arthur Rackham and Edmund Dulac and Kay Neilson; and | mysdlf, looking through Chrigtie's
catal ogues, had seen pricesranging into the hundreds for the scarcer volumes. So | had locked the
books out of sight, and hidden the key. Small beer, perhaps, compared with T'ang horses and jade, but
there was love to be reckoned with aswell.

T'ang horses and jade. Vauable books? Not dreaming at al now, but right back on the spot with
my problem, | crossed to the cupboard and tried the door. It was not locked. With ajerk of sudden
apprehension, | pulled the door open.

The books were dl there, just as| had | eft them.

Asl relaxed, | redized how falsely keyed up | had been: to be as vauable asthe ones | had seen
in Chrigti€'s catd ogue, they would have had to be the "deluxe” editions, signed by the artist and limited
to afew hundred copies; not the nursery editions we had had, read and re-read until the pages showed
the handling, and the covers were dented and soiled. These were not objects of value, but only of love.

| pulled out the nearest. It was Grimm's Fairy Tales, and the drawings were so familiar that my
own imaginary concept of the stories was little more than an extension of these pictures. Therewasthe
Goosegirl with poor Falada, over whom | had wept as achild; Hansal and Grethel with the dreadful old
witch; the Princess dreaming on the rock among the yesty waves, with the Dragon'slong head on her

lap . ..

"The Princess and the Dragon.” | swung round asif that underhung jaw had bitten me, and stared
up at the schoolroom wall, where, dark on the faded wall paper, two empty oblongs showed. Two
pictures had once hung there, origind illustrations by Rackham, one from Lamb's Tales, and the other
thisvery drawing from Grimm, "The Princess and the Dragon.” A great-aunt of mine had bought them
for afew pounds when they were first exhibited, and given them to me when | was achild. | had taken
them down from the walls and locked them with the books, away from dust and damage. Now, both
cupboard and wall were bare of them. And thistime | had not miscaculated. They werethered thing,
irreplaceable, and worth the kind of money that few people could afford to lose. Certainly not me.

| fill remember the rush of anger | felt. | dammed the cupboard door shut, got to my feet, and
went back to the window. | pushed it open and leaned out. As| did so | thought | heard acar turn into
the driveway. That would be Emory and Cathy, | supposed, but I made no move to go downgtairs. |
needed alittle longer to mysdf before | faced the company and heard what Mr. Underhill had to tell me.
| knew aswdl asif he had dready said it, that Mr. Emerson would know nothing about the missing
treasures.

The sun was blazing full from the south. | shut my eyes. The scent of the garden camefloating,
sweet and caming as sunlight on water. | opened them again, and watched the water itself below me.
The bullrusheswere lill, insgparable from their reflections; the willowstrailed their hair in the water; the
irises were budding. The pen swan dept on her nest, head under wing, the cygnets beside her. The cob
floated near with al wing s&t, infull beauty.



Lover?
I'mhere. What isit?

| hardly knew thet | had caled to him, until the response came, quickly and warmly, like ahand
clasping another that reaches out blindly for comfort. Call and reply, as clear and easy asif they had
been formulated in words—clearer, for words confuse as often asthey explain. Between long-familiar
loversthe language of the body needs no speech; with us, our minds had for so long dwelt familiarly the
onewith the other that the exchange of thought was astelling and as swift asa glance between
intimates across a crowded room.

But to describe it, words must serve.
What isit?
Things have disappeared. The horse has gone fromthe library.

The what? For once it came with a catch of puzzZement. | thought you said the horse had
gone fromthelibrary.

| did. | sent him asclear animage as| could, and felt him accept it.
Oh, that one. Yes. It's gone?

That, and other things as well. And now I've found some pictures gone from the
schoolroom, valuable ones . . .

He had aready picked it up, before | even knew | had formulated it. And you think they
were stolen. Is he phoning the lawyer?

You knew that? How?
Oh, fromyou. You're as open as daylight when you're upset.
Am I? Then why didn't you come when | was in the cottage?

Because it was time you cried it all out, and that's a thing one wants to do by
oneself. | left you alone. But you should have known | was there.

Yes. It wasresigned, dmost flat. J should have known. But 1'd have liked you closer.
Bryony—
Yes? '

Sweet Bryony. The patterns came through delicate and warm, like gentle hands touching my
cheeks.

Oh, God. It went out with al the longing of loneliness. | want you so.

The touch changed, no less gentle, but now electric, thrilling aslivewire. Therewasa
quick burst of something as strong and deafening as Satic, which grew in intengty like pain growing, like
sound increasing up to the very limit of tolerance.

Then it shut off abruptly, and the door opened, and my cousin stood on the threshol d.



Ashley, 1835
"l was afraid you'd missed theway."
"Oh, no, it'seasy, now I've got the key."
"| thought you might have said, I'd dways find the way to you, my lover."

"So | would, so | would. | didn't have to use the key tonight. | remembered every turning, just as
you drew it for me on the map."

"Thereyou go again. Wdll, | shdl say it for you. If you were hidden at the center of the darkest and
most tangled forest in the world, 1'd find you."

"Liketheprinceinthefary tae?'

"Or likethelover inthe play. Thereismy north, and thither my needle points.”
"Eh, now you're laughing a me. That would be dirty meant, surely?’

"It would. Do you mind?'

"Why would |I? Theré's neither dirty nor clean between thee and me, just what's true, and what
could bewrong wi' that?'

"Nothing. Nothing ever was, and now, why, now . . ."
Nine
Why, how now, kinsman!
—Romeo and Juliet, |, v

"Hullo, Bryony."

"Why, Emory, how lovely!" To my own surprise, my voice sounded quite normal as| greeted him.
"I could hardly believe it when they said you were coming to lunch today! And to meet you here, of all
places, just likethis, out of theblue. . . Doesn't it seem ages?

"If you knew how guilty we al fed about 'here,"" said my cousin. He smiled a me. ™Y ou're looking
wonderful. | wastaking to Bill Emerson, and he said you'd taken it dl marvelloudy. How areyou
redly?'

"Oh, I'm fine. Everyone's been sweet to me, and it's been easier than | ever thought it could be.
Y ou mustn't any of you talk about 'guilt! That'sjust slly. Weve known al aong just what would
hwpa-], md_"

| broke off. He had come into the room and was approaching me, threading his way aong the row
of desks. They looked very small beside his height; hisfingertips barely brushed them. It put timein
remembrance. He caught the look, and paused. "What isit?"

| sad, uncertainly: "James? It is James, isn't it?'

| fatered to astop, mesting the amusement in his eyes. Thrown off guard by the recent exchange
with my lover, and by the mental dramatics preceding my cousin'sentrance, | felt myself colour as |



stared up at him, absurdly at a loss.

The only thing certain about this man was that he was one of my cousins. Hewasatall man,
fine-boned, with the pale skin that tanned (even in the Spanish sun) no more than sallow; fair straight
hair, thin-bridged nose, grey eyes. His shirt and tie were in complementing shades of grey that, either by
accident or design—and with him | knew it would be design-exactly matched his eyes. But any
impression of the over-trendy or the effete was wiped out as soon as you looked into those eyes
and saw the set of the mouth. His mouth was the only feature that was not Ashley; aclose mouth,
long-lipped, folded at the corners asiif it liked to keep secrets, or keep control. It gave him a
withdrawn and wary look, rather at vari ance with the Ashley part of him. | remembered his
mother; achild'sview of her wasal | had had, but | could still vividly recal aclever domineering
woman who kept her own counsel, and secured her ambitionsin her own way. If she had passed that
driving Sde of hersdf to her sons, it might augur well for Ashley Court. There was more
character, | thought, in this clever and wary man than there had been in my own gentle father.
Maybe, by that token, these Ashleyswould do better here than we had done.

His smile put timein remembrance, too. It held avery familiar sparkle of mischief. "Don't tell me
you're dipping, Bryony darling! We never could put one over you. No, it's Emory. Aren't | the one
you wanted?"

"Yes, of course, but—"
"Didn' they tell you | was coming over from Worcester with Cathy?"

"Yes, they told me, but . . . Oh, dl right, so I'm dipping.” | returned the smile. "Well,
whichever you are, it's up to meto say welcometo Ashley Court. And of course | mean welcome.
This'qguilt’ thing is nonsense, and Daddy would have been thefirst to say so. Don't let's hear about it any
more, please.”

I uncurled from the window seet, got to my feet, and held out both hands for his. He took a
couple of quick steps forward, and his hands closed round mine. He drew meinto hisarms and
kissed me, acousin'skiss, on the cheek.

| pulled away sharply, an ingtinctive movement that he tried to stop, then helet me go. Hewas
laughing. | drew breath to speak, but before | could say anything, he put his hands up in a gesture of
surrender.

"All right, al right, don't say it. | admit it. | should have known we till couldn't fool you."
"Then why did you try?' For somereason | didn't stop to analyze, | wasangry.

"For fun,” he said lightly, and waited, asif chalenging meto say more. | wasslent. It was not just
the moment to start explaining that, even had | found it easy to confuse Jameswith Emory, | could not
confuse atouch, much less akiss. The moment he had taken my hands, | had known who it was. The
hazy sunlight drifted between us, dazzling. Throughiit | saw hiseyes, dill smiling, and—I was
Sure—aware.

But he began to talk about my father. | listened, and thanked him, and made some sort of reply, as
well as| could for the crowding thoughts that just then were overriding al ese. | found suddenly thet |
couldn't meet his eyes, and turned away to sit down on the window seat again.

The coal, pleasant voice paused. When he spoke again it had changed, subtly. "Bryony. Try not to
be too sad. Well look after you." He hesitated, then added, asif he were answering something and



dismissing it, asindeed | supposed hewas:. "It's not timeto talk yet, but don't worry, well work
something out.”

The words were gently spoken, but to me they seemed to go ringing on and on. | said something,
I'm not sure what, and then asked quickly: "How's Cousin Howard?'

He hdf sat down on one of the desks. He seemed completely relaxed. "He's alittle better; at any
rate, he's out of danger, they say, but he's till very ill. Hell haveto retire, did you know? Things have
been abit difficult dl round. . . I'm afraid ther€lll be no question of his coming over for along time.
When did you think of having the memorid service for Cousin Jon?"

"l haven't talked to the Vicar yet. It could wait, | imagine, till Cousin Howard's mobile. That
would be better, wouldn't it?"

"1 know he'd like to be there."
"l suppose Emory's over with himin Jerez," | asked, "since you're here?"

"He did go over a couple of times, to see Father, but he'sbeen here most of thetime—in
Brigtal, that is, or London. Father's retirement has been putting the pressure on a bit."

"And you? When did you come over?"

"Thelast week in April. Migud coped for usin Jerez, so | could help out herewith Twin. Wefelt
pretty bad about not getting over for the cremation, but it Smply couldn't be done. I'm sorry about
that."

"It's all right, | understand. Have you heard from Francis yet?"

"Not aword,"” he said. "I gather you haven't, either? Hemus sill beincommunicadoin
Derbyshire. Who's he with, do you know?"

"No idea. | thought, knowing Francis, that he'd be on hisown."

He lifted a shoulder. "Probably. Well, no doubt he'll turn up soon."
"James-"

"y e

"James, was that you in the vestry last night?"

He straightened, startled. | saw the pupils narrow in the wide grey irises, then his eyeswent
momentarily blank, asif he were making some lightning calculation. Then he said: "Vedry?' as
blankly.

"Yes, vedry. It wasn't?'
"It was not. Why the hell should | have been in the vesry?'

"I'venoidea. | went to the church late last night, and | saw someonein the vestry. He wasleaving
just as| went in. He went out across the churchyard wall and into thewalled garden. He saw me,
but he didn't stay to talk."

"Sounds crazy. Why should you haveimagined I'd run away, from you of all people?’



"l don't know. Could it have been Emory?*

"Well, the same gpplies, | would have thought.” Helooked a me. "What makes you think it was
oneof us?'

"| got that impression. Only vaguely—but | thought it was one of you."
"Well, didn't you try spesking to whoever it was?'

Hewaited for my reply, hiseyeswide now, and guileless. | knew that look. It wasthe "l was never
even near the orchard" ook, with the apples literally tumbling out of histrouser-pocket. | smiled to
mysdlf, and let him see the smile, and watched the flicker in his eyes, and was certain. | turned away
towards the window, picked up Pot, and set him on my knee. "No. Oh, well, never mind. What would
you be doing there anyway? | just thought it must be one of you, and | got theimpression it was you.
And talking of Emory, what'sal this about him and Cathy Underhill? Have they really got athing
going?"

"Y es. They met, quite by chance, at some do in town, and when they got talking they found the
connection with Ashley. Then one thing led to another, and—yes, you might say they had something
gong.”

"I'm not sure. That is, I'm not sure from Twin'sside of it."

"Then you are sure from Cathy's?" | asked.

"Asfar asone can judge, yesagain."

"Y ou and Emory used not to have secrets from one another.”
"Weé're big boys now."

"Not too big, apparently,” | said, rather sharply, "to goin still for dl that Twin' stuff that used to
annoy everyone."

"It's convenient,” he said, with adant of the eyebrows that he didn't attempt to explain. Didn't have
to. | knew just when it had been "convenient”; when he and Emory were standing in for one another,
either for fun and confusion's sake, or even for pay. One twin, who had pressing business e sawhere, or
who was avoiding trouble, would cgole, blackmail, or just plain pay the other to substitute for him. It
was significant that as often as not James was the one who was blackmailed into ringing for Emory. The
maddening way they had had of calling each other "Twin" had made it desperately hard to catch them
out when they wanted to confuse the issue. It was dso typicd that the habit had been deliberately
cultivated. Even asboys, my cousins were to be reckoned with.

"Do you mean,” | said slowly, "that you haven't just come here today with Emory and
Cathy? That you brought Cathy yourself, and that she thinks you are Emory?"

He gave me asdeways glance, half amused, haf wary. "Y ou sound very fierce.
"Well, damn it, it could matter. Why did you do it, James?'

"Oh, nothing deadly. Just that he/d had to stand her up once before, and didn't care to do it
again. Besides, | wanted to see you."



"Surely you could have come anyway?" | asked. A pause. "Who told you | was
here?"

The fair brows lifted a fraction. "Why, Emerson, of course. How else would | have
known?'

| glanced up, but he was looking out of the window over my head. "Have you stood in for
Emory before—with Cathy, that is?"

"Only once"
"And now here, today, in front of her parents. Do you really expect me to back you up?"
"Youdwaysdid."

"This could be different. | haven't met her, but it soundslike the sort of Situation one ought
not to play about with. If she is serious about him, she might get hurt.”

"Why should she get hurt if she doesn't know? Sheld be hurt if she knew she'd been stood up
again."

"Oh, dl right," | said resgnedly. "Damn you, James, you've no right to put mein thiskind of
position. Were not children any more. It'sabit late to tell the truth now, so I'll try not to give you
away."

"That'smy girl." Therewas nothing in histone but the of fhand approval that there had always
been when | helped him. | smiled, and pulled Pot's ears, and thought how little he'd
changed, and how much.

"Penny for them," said my cousin.
"I was just thinking that we might never have been parted at all."
"Meaning?'

| Sdestepped the question. "Oh, only that it seems like yesterday, you and Emory playing your
games. James, | meant what | said. Don't ask me to do it again, because | won't."

But hewasn't listening. He waslooking out of thewindow over my head, and | saw his gaze
sharpen.

"Did you know one of the beeches had gone?"

"Y es. Rob told me it had to come down after astorm in February. It's an awful pity, making
agap like that."

"Y es, but have you noticed what you can see through the gap?"
| turned. "No. What?"

He nodded downwards. ™Y ou can see the pavilion now, and dmost al the layout of the maze. Y ou
could never seeany of that from the house before—Bryony!™

"What isit? Y ou made me jump.”



"I've seeniit for thefirg time. Why didn't we ever think of it? It's the coat of arms!”
"What is? What are you talking about?"

"Look," he said impatiently. "The design. Thelayout of the maze. | know it's overgrown and al
blurred in places, but it's the pattern—you know that queer geometric pattern carved on the
fireplaces, round the 'Touch Not the Cat' crest? That's it, surdy?’

| stared down at the intersecting lines of the maze. Overgrown though it was, the sun picked out
the pattern in shadows sufficiently clear to prove himright. "Good heavens, soitisl Wdll . . . after dl,
the maze was very much William Ashley'sfine and private place, wasn't it? | dwayswondered why he
put that odd square design behind Julia's badge. He even usesit for abookplatein hisown
books, | remember that. And talking of books—" | looked up at him. "James, some things
from the library seem to have disappeared.”

He seemed hardly to be ligtening, dtill intent on the sunlit maze below. "Ah, yes." He said it absently.
"Thehorseand the lion dog seal. Did you find anything else gone?"

| didn't answer. Not doud, that is. So you knew, did you, Ashley?

He seemed to come to himself with astart, and turned. "It's very odd, that maze. It makes one
wonder . . . I'm sorry, you were saying? Something about the Tang horse and the jade sedl going
missng.”

"| didn't mention them. That wasyou."

He nodded. "The Underhillstold me. They said you werelooking round to see if anything elsewas
gone. Have you checked?!

"Aswdl as| can, without aninventory. | haven't found the things from the library, but then Mr.
Emerson may have put them away somewhere.”

"No. Underhill had just telephoned Emerson when we got here. He knew nothing about the things.
It'scertainly very odd. Did you find anything ese missng?'

"The pictures Great-Aunt Sophie gave me. The onesfrom there.” | pointed to thewall.
He frowned. "Those? Damn it, who on earth would have wanted a couple of nursery pictures?’

"Those 'nursery pictures,’ asyou cal them, are originds, and they're redly pretty valuable now,
though they'd be hard to sdll. | mean, they couldn't very well be advertised; they're unique. James, what
on earth can have happened to them?”

"God knows. Are you quite sure they're gone? They may have been put avay somewhere. Take it
fromme, you'l find them in acupboard or something.”

"l put them away mysdlf, in that cupboard, and it was|ocked. It's not locked now, and they've
gone. It's the obvious conclusion that they've gone the same way as the T'ang horse and the sedl.”

The frown deepened. "Y ou may beright." He hesitated. "L ook, Bryony, | can seethisisrather
worrying, on top of everything else, but do try not to fret yourself over it. Can't you just leaveit to Twin
and me, and Emerson? Well follow it up. Therell be some harmless explanation, I'm sure. Who'd take
this sort of thing, anyway? The schoolroom isn't even on the public sde.”



"That's the point, isn't it?"
He stopped, arrested. His brows shot up. "Y ou can't mean the Underhills?"

"No, of course| don't. I know nothing about them, except that | like them, and surely to goodness
they were vetted when they took the house. But the point is, what earthly reason could people
likethat have for wanting to stedl anything like this—or anything at all, for that matter?"

"Well, leave it, honey." He hesitated. "Don't take me up wrongly, but you redly don't have
to worry yourself about it. That's our job." He paused, then danted agentle look down at me. "Do
you mind?"'

"Give metime. | don't know." | began to uncurl from the window seat. "Did they
send you to take me down to lunch? We'd better go, | suppose."

"Bryony." Hisarm fdl lightly acrossmy shoulders. | st very still. "I've got to talk to you.
When can we talk? They said something about your moving into the cottage. Is that true?'

"Yes. | was down there thismorning. Rob and Mrs. Henderson have got it ready, so | think
I'll move intoday. |—I'd liketo talk to you, James. Theresalot to say . . . after lunch, perhaps? Or
would 'Emory" have to take Cathy somewhere?’

"No. But after lunch he's got to have a chat with Jeff Underhill about the lease of the Court. After
that I might be able to come down. Y ou're going to stay the night there?"

"Yau

"Then I'll seeyou. Now | think we'd better go downdairs. It'sdl right, there's no hurry. Stephanie
said to take our time; she knew we'd have a lot to say."

"What's been decided about the |ease?"

"Officialy speaking, they should be dlowed to stay till it runs out. That'll bein November. Neither
Emory nor | see any reason why they shouldn't. Do you?'

"Does that matter?" | asked.
Thearm moved alittle on my shoulders. " So you do mind.”

"I tdll you, | don't know." | got up abruptly from under the arm and moved to the door. "Let'sgo
down."

"Taking your old bedmate down with you?'

"Taking my what?" Then | redized that | was till clutching Pot. | dumped him back on the
window sedt, said, "Damn you, James," but not aoud thistime, and made once more for the door.

Hefollowed me. "When you werein the library, did you noticeif al the booksin thelocked
sectionswere ill there?'

"There again, | wouldn't know without the catadlogue. | didn't notice any gaps."”

We clattered down the schoolroom stairs. " Perhaps you'd better leave that job for us, anyway," he
suggested.



"Likehdl I will. I'm of age, and in any case probably al the worst ones have gone. Don't forget
Emma Ashley burned afew of them.”

"Grandmamma Savonarola. So shedid. Pity," he said cheerfully. "Well, you're more than welcome
to William Ashley's callection. All hisdeer little versesto his dulia, and his Roman studies, and hisown
persona editions of the smpler Shakespeare plays.”

"Areany of them smple?'

"I would have thought that Romeo and Juliet and Julius Caesar posed fewer problemsthan, say,
Measure for Measure or Timon."

"Would you? Y ou might beright.” | said it absently. | was wondering whether to tell him now about
my father'slast wordsto me, and my interest in William Ashley's books. But we were aready hadfway
down the grest staircase. A portrait hung there, adark girl, painted rather stiffly, but with beauty
showing even through the stylized familiar features of the minor "society” portraits of thetime. Shewas
standing beside the sundia in the old rose garden, one arm resting on the pillar, the other holding a
basket of roses. Shelooked stiff and faintly ill at easein the grey satin and starched lace of the
seventeenth century. Bess Ashley, the gipsy girl who had talked to alover no one could see, and who
went to the stake for it. Behind her, ailmost obscured in the yellowing canvas, was a black
cat, familiar of witches.

| stopped. "James, do you ever have dreams?"
"Dreams? Of course | do. Everyone does. What sort especialy?”

"Oh, about the future. People you're going to meet, and then you do meet them. That kind of
thing."

"Precognition, you mean?”'

| hesitated, then was deliberately vague. "1 wouldn't say—no, not redly that. Just
something that's a bit more than coincidence. . . Y ou dream about someone, and—and talk to them,
someone you don't really know, and then you seem to seethem or hear from them amost
straight away. Next day, even.”

There was alittle pause. He seemed dl at once to notice that we were standing in front of Bess
Ashley's portrait. He shot me alook, hesitated, and opened his mouth to reply, but at that moment Mrs.
Underhill came out of the drawing room to the foot of the stairs and spoke, and the moment
passed. | ran down with an gpology forming, but Stephanie Underhill brushed it aside and began to say
something in an undertone which sounded like, "Do you mind, | wanted to ask you, don't say
anything—" Then she stopped short, with a smilewhich didn't do anything for the anxiety in her
eyes, asagirl emerged from adoor at the other Side of the hal and ran across to take James's hand
in hers and say:

"Emory! Y ou've been an agel Where were you both, for heaven's sake? In the middle of the
maze?"

It was the girl from the E-type Jaguar. | recognized her Sraight away, the look of her father
somehow trandated into long, dark-blond hair and mink lashes, and the wide, unpainted
mouth that had been sulky then, but now wasfull of laughter and charm. She was taller than her
mother, but not by much, and slim to swooning point in atight pair of blue jeanswith big
stitched pockets, and aloose sweater reaching like atunic to the hips. The sweater should have been



white, but wasn't, and | saw that the edge of one deeve was beginning to unravel. But the cult disorder
didn't seem to go deeper than the clothes; she was glowing with happiness and well-being, and the glow,
it was very obvious, began and ended with my cousin. Her fingers twined in Jamess and clung, and the
look she sent him would have melted bedrock.

"Cathy—" began her mother, but James was dready disentangling his fingers from hers, and saying:
"Y ou haven't met my cousin yet. Thisis Bryony. Bryony, Cat Underhill."
"Hi, Bryony. Niceto meet you. I'd have known you anywhere."

She held out ahand, and | took it. "That's what your mother said. That portrait must be better than
we thought.”

"Oh, it'snot just that picture. When you've lived herefor abit you certainly get to know the Ashley
face." She sent aglancing look up at James again, then added, serioudy, to me: "I'm sorry. | guess|
should have said right away, I'm redlly sorry about your father. It was awful."

"Thank you. Didn't | seeyou in Worcester yesterday? Y ou stopped at acrossing to let meand a
black cat over."

"Gosh, sure, | remember that. At least | remember the cat; I'm afraid | didn't notice you. He had his
nerve, didn't he?1 nearly ran him down. And ablack cat, too, just when I can do with al theluck | can

gt
"Oh?Why, spedialy?”

She took me by the arm as her mother began to shepherd us towards the drawing room. "Nothing
special. Just that | dways seem to need more luck than | can get. Who doesn't? Come dong in and get
adrink. Pop's till away telephoning somebody. What'll you have? Emory will pour it. Did you and the
cat both get away al right?'

"Hewas even quicker than | was. And | solved a problem, meeting you likethis.”

She widened her eyesa me over her martini. They were dark like her father's. The mink eyelashes
made them look enormous, Bambi-type. "A problem?"

"Yes. I'd just Ieft the lawyer's office. It's beside that crossing, you probably know that? | saw him
watching you, too; he pointed you out to me, and | thought he said 'Cat,’ and | couldn't think why. |
mean, if he'd meant the black cat, | could see that mysdif. . .. Now | know. We'd been talking about
the Court, and your family, and now I'vejust heard my cousin cal you Cat. He must have been meaning
you. Wdll, that's one of the mysteries on the way out."

"'One of the mysteries?' she asked. "Are there some more?’

"| certainly hope s0," said Mrs. Underhill warmly. | glanced at her in surprise, but she hurried on:
"All thistimein a moated grange straight out of Tennyson, and not even the sniff of aghost or
asecret passage or any of the things you might expect! Miss Ashley, Cathy and | have been just
longing for you to come and tell us the secrets about the Court that aren't in the books. The
guides seem pretty strong on history, but they can't know all thereis.”

So shedidn't want to talk about the missing objectsin front of her daughter. Fair enough. |
laughed. "I'm sorry if it hasn't come up to expectation. Thereisn't much, but thereisa secret stair, as
a matter of fact; it's avery tame affair, but it may have been useful initsday. Inaway it'sasort



of secret ingde a secret—it goes down from the priest's hole into the wine cellars.”

While | had been speaking, Mr. Underhill had come back into the room. He had his
tycoon look again; he must havefinished hiscal to Mr. Emerson before James came up to the
schoolroom, so perhaps he had been telephoning to business associates dl thistime. But he shed it, and
sad, genidly: "I knew all those stories about priests were true.”

"Would you show usthis stairway, Bryony?" Cathy sounded eager, genuingly o, | thought, in spite
of the dightly over-anxious touch which meant either that she was nervous of the "red” Ashley who had
owned al thisonce, or that she was trying to placate the girl she was hoping to supplant. "Right away
after lunch?"

"Of course, if you want me to."
"Honey," her mother intervened, "maybe MissAshley doesn't feel like doing that just now."

"Oh, for goodness sake, I'm sorry .. ." The contrition, like the eagerness, was alittle too
emphatic. "l guess| just forgot. What must you think of me?"

"It'sall right,” | said. "It's sweet of you, but don't worry about me. I'll be ddighted to show
youthe garr after lunch.”

"And taking of lunch," said Jeffrey Underhill, "whereisit?'
So for the moment mysteries were shelved, and we went in.
Adhley, 1835

Helay on hisback, staring up at the dark square of the ceiling mirror. Beside him she dept deeply,
likeachild.

They had madelovefirgt, as aways, with the candle till dight. He remembered how &t first she
had protested, and he had insisted. She had given way, as she dways gave way. Everything, everything
that he wanted, he had to have.

Strange that this, which had been dmost the rule of these affairs, had come so differently, granted
by her. Strange that this acquiescence, subservience, even, should have taught him, not, aswith others,
boredom and then disgugt, but gratitude and, findly, love.

The candle had burned low. Soon, when it was not too strenuous atask to stretch hisarm for the
candlestick, he would blow it out. The room smelled of burning wax, and the lavender water she made
each summer, and used to rinse her hair. He would open the window to et the dawn in, but not yet.
Dawn adways came too soon.

Ten

... If ye should lead her in afool's paradise, asthey say, it were avery gross kind of behaviour, as
they say: for the gentlewoman is young, and therefore, if you should dedl double with her, truly it were
anill thing. . ..

—Romeo and Juliet, 1, iv

Lunch wasavery American affair, plates of salad with cold chicken, cheese, and fruit al served
together, with crigp rolls, and coffee poured for agtarter. Apart from the coffee, which | pergistin



wanting later, it was ddlicious, and perfect for the middle of afinewarm day. Also, the water wasiced,
aluxury for Ashley. Contemplating the amount of icein the crysta jug, | wondered if, in the interests of
American sanity, the Underhills had installed afreezer of their own. Our old refrigerator had never made
morethan twelve smalish cubesat atimein dl itslong, long life.

During lunch conversation was generd, and | thought | could fed Mr. and Mrs. Underhill working
to keep it s0. But afterwards, back in the drawing room over more coffee, Cathy came straight back to
the subject they obvioudy wanted to avoid.

"When you talked about mysteries, Bryony, what did you mean? Not the old gtair, | guess, that
would never be amystery to you."

Jeffrey Underhill’ s head turned, and hiswife bit her lip, but | had had timeto think. | said smoothly:
"Why, no, it was something that my cousin and | found in the schoolroom."

Cathy looked at James, then, quickly, a me. "In the schoolroom?”
"Yes. Have you ever been in there?"

"No, | have not! The only parts of the house I've been in outside our own apartments
are the rooms they keep for show. Why would | go in the schoolroom? What's up there?"

"A few reminders of time padt, that'sal,” said James. "A family of hippopotami in grey velveteen,
and four battered school desks, with empty inkwells. Highly symbolic, but—"

"l suppose 0, said Cathy, impatiently. "But what's the mystery?"
"What hippopotamuses?’ asked her mother. "What on earth are you all talking about?"

I laughed. "Nothing that's in the schoolroom, anyway. Something outside. We found anew view
from thewindow, aview of the maze."

"Oh, themazel" Cathy, her eyesbright, came forward, looking excited. "If you knew how 1'd
wondered about that maze! And the degant littleroof youcansee . . . asort of summerhouse, isn't
it? I'vewalked al around the outside of those darned hedgesto find theway in, and | even went in at
two of the entrances, but | smply couldn't get through dl that stuff, and anyway, | knew if | did,
I'd never get out again. Gosh, | suppose you know the way in? Do you mean you can just walk right
in asfar asthat summerhouse and out again, without getting lost?"

"Oh, yes. So can my cousin, unless he's forgotten. Have you, Twin?"

| caught the glint in James's eye. He knew quite well that | found it impossible to address
him directly as"Emory." | dways had; so | had learned to use, when necessary, theirritating
expedient the boys had invented.

"l don't know," he said. "I'd hate to try, without you thereto guide me. But that's what you
weregoing to tell them, wasn't it? We've got a map now."

"A map?' asked Cathy. The excitement she was showing, genuine or not, generated a sort of extra
emphass, so that theword "map” set up an echoinmy mind. "The cat, it's the cat on the
pavement. The map. The letter. In the brook.” | pushed it aside for the moment. James
was explaining.

"Y es, amap. That was the mystery we solved just now in the schoolroom. When we were up



there we noticed that one of the old trees on the edge of the |lake had come down, and we
could see clear through the gap to the maze. And from that height on the third story the layout can be
seen dmost completely. A bit blurred where it's overgrown, and not altogether easy to follow if you
drew aplan from what you saw, but what it did tell uswas that there are plans everywherein the
house."

He paused for effect. The two women looked amazed, but Jeffrey Underhill’ s brows came
frowning together for no more than three seconds, then he said: "The coat of arms. I've wondered
about that."

"Good God, you're quick," said my cousin admiringly. "Yes, it does seem an unlikely design, now
one knows, doesn't it?' He nodded towards the carved fireplace. "There, Cat, you see it? That
uninspiring pattern surrounding our enigmatic motto. That's amap of the maze."

"Well, for heaven's sake!" Cathy jumped out of her chair and ran to examine it more
closely.

"Do you mean to tell me," demanded Mrs. Underhill, "that you didn't know this, either of you, till
thisvery morning?"

"Wednoidea," | said. "There's never been anywhere from which you could see the maze from
above, unless perhaps you'd climbed out on the pavilion roof, and that's not redlly been safefor years.
And of course from the garden you can't see the pattern at all.”

"An aerial photograph?' suggested Mr. Underhill. "That could beinteresting, if half whet |
hear about the history of this district is true. Has it never been mapped?"

Though his voice sounded interested, | got the distinct impression that he spoke with only haf his
mind on what he was saying. He was absorbed, a long way away from us, in somefrowning
abstraction. So, | imagined, must the tycoon's reaction always be to small talk; smooth from
long practice, and clever because he couldn't help it, but with the burning-glass of hisfull attention
focussed alight-year or so away from this pretty room, and the trividities we were talking about the
maze.

"l suppose the Ordnance Survey must have taken pictures,” Jameswas saying. "They certainly
mapped the district. Weve got their maps, but they don't show the actua design of the maze, and
I've never seen a photograph.”

"Inany case" | said, "it'sdl terribly overgrown now, with the hedges leaning together in
places. From the air, | think it would just look like ahuge thicket. What you redlly need isaplain
geometric map like the one on the coat of arms, and then amachete. Mr. Underhill, there was
omething—"

He looked up from his coffee cup. | had been wrong. Hisatention, dl of it, wasright here
inthisroom. It met me, pal pably, and stopped me short.

"Yes, MissAdhley?'

"There was something | wanted to ask you. Would | bein anyonesway if | spent abit of timein
the library? | want to go through the family booksin the locked sections. They ought to be sorted out
fairly soon ... if that'sall right?"

"Well, of course" said Jeffrey Underhill. "Thehouseisyours, you know that. Y ou don't need



my permission to use your own part of it. Or this part, for that matter. Did Emory tdl you
that heand | are going to talk later on about the extent of our lease?"

"YS,"

"Well, meantime, please do your best to forget we'rein the house at all. Go where you like. Now,
what about keys? Do you want to keep my set?"

"No, thank you." | fished them out of my handbag. "I can get Rob's.”

"Good. Then ther€ll be no difficulty about the tours.” He took the keysfrom me, and laid them on
the coffeetablein front of him. "Stephanie, will you let the guide have these back this
afternoon, please?"

"Y ou leave that to me, dear,” she promised, and began once more to tell me how welcome |
was to anything and ev erything the Court could still offer me. She was interrupted by Cathy, who
was over at the fireplace, busly tracing out the design of the maze in the stone.

"Touch NottheCat . . .' It'saqueer motto, isn't it? Emory said it was enigmatic. | say it'sjust plain
arrogant. What does it mean? What isthis cat they put in the middle of the maze? It looks morelike a
tiger!”

"It's getting on that way," said James. "It's a Scottish wildcat. There are lots of stories about them,
but onething'sfor sure, they can't be tamed, even if you take them from their mother while they're il
blind and sucking. Y ou'd not touch one of thoselightly, glove or no glove."

"Goodnesd" exclaimed Mrs. Underhill.

"A bit out of place here, perhgps?' commented her husband. "One gathersthat the glovesthey use
in these parts have been velvet for rather along time.”

"Yes," said Cathy. "How does a Scotch wildcat get down here, right in the middle of England? And
what does 'but aglove mean?”

"Without aglove," | said. "It comes from an old word, "butan.’ The motto belonged—still does, |
believe—to the Scottish Clan Chattan. One of the Ashleys married agirl called JuliaMcCombie who
belonged to the Clan. She was abeautiful girl, and he was wild about her. He dtered the whole place
for her, did the house up specialy, and built the pavilion in the maze. . . . The mazeitself was here
dready; there's an engraving somewhere that showsit newly planted sometimein the eighteenth century,
with aprety little cdasscal folly in the middle, asort of imitation Roman temple. William Ashley pulled
that down and built the pavilion that's there now. It must have been lovely when it was new. He built it
asasort of summerhouse for Julia; heraised it so that she could St there and have aview right across
the hedges of the maze.”

"| suppose that's why he put the Scotch cat in the middle of the maze on the coat of arms," said
Cathy.

"And hetook her family motto aswell?' said Mrs. Underhill. "How very romantic. But didn't the
rest of the family mind? Surely they must have had amotto aready?’

"Oh, they did. But the odd thing isthat it was amost the same. It was Touch Me Who Dares," and
the crest was a creature like aleopard, so | suppose it seemed natura to poor William to use the
coincidence, and put Julias crest everywhere instead.”



"Why poor William'?" asked Cathy. "What hap pened?’

"They didn't have much time," | said. "She died not long after he'd got the pavilion
finished. He went peculiar then, used to shut himself up in the pavilion, and blocked some of the
paths in the maze, and devoted himself to his writing and his studies. He wrote verses to
her, too. There's alittle book of them in the closed section of thelibrary, called A New Romeo to
His Juliet. He had her painted as Juliet. She's the one onthe main landing, with aview of the
maze behind her.”

"Why, that's really romantic!™ Mrs. Underhill said in her gentlevoice. "And that's my
favourite of the portraits, too. Thiswill makeit very interesting indeed to see that pavilion, if you're
really sure you can find the way—"

"Oh, yes!" cried Cathy. "Do say you'll take usin, please, Bryony!"

"Of course. Well go now if you like. But if were going through that maze, Cathy, you ought to put
on something you don't care about. Whatever you wear will probably end up in tatters.

Shegrinned. "Y ou English redly arethe politest folk. As if | didn't know just what you think
about this sweater. Don't pretend you don't know these are my very smartest rags. Patches
special extras by Bonwit Teller."

"Youwill dousdl afavour,” said her father crisply, getting to hisfeet, "if you get that sweseter torn
to pieces, so that even Cathy refuses to wear it."

"I'll do my best," | said, and Cathy laughed, and turned to my cousin.

"Emory, you're coming, aren't you?"

"Some other time," said my cousin. "Y our father and | have some talking to do."
"Okay. I'll just go change my shoes, Bryony." Sheran from the room.

Mrs. Underhill saw me eyeing her cream linen suit, and shook her head. " Some other time I'd love
to. But not right now, if you don't mind. I've thingsto do.”

"If the thingsto do include the washing up, then let me help you do it before we go.”

"No, you certainly will not. What's the machine for? And look how many dishesthere are. It will
take one minute and a half, and not a second longer. Now you just go off with Cat, and forget about it.
And don't leave without caling in again, will you? It's been areal pleasure. Get Cat to bring you in for
tea"

She went, with James pushing the trolley for her. Jeffrey Underhill, with aword to me, went after
them. | waited for Cathy to come back, watching the flicker of thelog fire which looked palein the
sunlight, and thinking about the echo of Herr Gothard's voice, and the "William's brook™ which might or
might not be "William's book," and the cat which might or might not be Cathy Underhill.

To haveaview now from the pavilion, it would have to be built on stiltslike awater tower. The
yew walls of the maze were eight feet high, and hadn't been clipped for some half-dozen years, so
leaned over, top-heavy, to make the path in placesinto a black-green tunndl. Underfoot the weeds had
seeded and reseeded into along pae pash of sun-starved grass and groundsdl, all too generously sown
with nettles. In summer, what with the weeds underfoot and the dust harboured by the choked
evergreens, the labyrinth would be impassable, but the main hazard now seemed to be the roosting



birds. The hedges were full of them, and as we pushed our way past they exploded angrily in every
direction. The smell of the yews as we disturbed them was asthick as smoke. Here and there athin
paich let aprobe of sunlight through to gild the tiny green conesthat clung along the feathery branches.
Lamps of peace. Or wasthat the fruit? Must | wait for autumn and the lovely green-and-rosy acornsto
glow dong the dark boughs?

Lover? Lover, are you with me?

Theonly reply was Cathy, bravely treading behind me like Wencedas page. "Why did they ever
make mazes? Just for fun?'

"When this one was planted it would be for fun. It was the fashion then to have follies, like mazes
and grottoes and Grecian temples, in your garden. But theideawas ancient, wasn't it? There was
the Labyrinth in Crete. | don't know if that wasthefirst one. Thelegend said that Daedalus
invented it for King Minos to hide the Minotaur in."

"Oh, yeah, | knew about that. | just read that fabulous book by Mary Renault . . . itwasredly a
sort of storehouse, wasn't it? Do you suppose,” asked the tycoon's daughter, "that it was a sort of
primitive safe? Y ou know, the treasureright in the middle, and even if thieves got in, they Sarved to
death looking for a way out?"

| laughed. "It's an idea. But you were more likely to find atomb in the middle than a
treasure. | read somewhere that a maze was supposed to be the path the dead follow on
theway to theworld of spirits. Once at the heart of the maze, and nothing could touch you again; you'd
reached a place outside the world, a place without bearings."

"In other words, you'd died?"

"Yes. Likethe shipsthat went astray in the magic mists, and ended up at the Wondrous Isles.
They say compasses won't work in a maze."

"For goodness' sake! Have you ever tried?"

"l can't say | have."

"And you really have been to the middle and out agan?'
"Lotsof times”

"Then I'll risk it," said Cathy buoyantly. "Oh, look, there's a gate. Where does that
go?"

Here and there in the thick hedges was atall, narrow gate, more than head high. | tried
one; it waslocked. A wren flew out of somewhere to perch on it, chattering angrily. "They
were really put in to make it possible for the gardeners” | said, "but they've been used when
people got stuck, and couldn't find the way out."

"Are they all locked?"
"Oh, yes, and the keys have been lost for years."
"Areyou sure you remember the way?' she asked, ashade uncertainly.

| laughed at her. "Fairly sure. We could always climb on the pavilion roof and



scream.”
"If we ever get there."
"If we ever get there," | agreed. "No, here, it's this way."
"But we're heading right back for the house! | can see the chimneys|”
"I know, but it'sright, it isredly. Y ou can traceit out tonight on the fireplace."

"If | ever seethefireplace again. Okay, | haveto trust you, don't 1? It's like something in
Alice, you just turn your back on the pavilion and find yourself walking right up its front
steps. ... Oh!"

Thisas, justinfront of us, under thelast bending frame of black evergreens, a bright patch of
sunlight struck green from flowery grass, and, risng from the flowers, were the elegant steps of
William Ashley'spavilion.

The pavilion was as overgrown with weeds and lichens, and as dil apidated as the mazeitsdlf, but it
was gtill charming. It was built of wood, with a steeply pitched roof of shingles gone silver with time.
The roof-ridge was scalloped with carved shdlls, and at the corners curly dolphins waited to spit
rain down into the gutters. The gutters themselves were warped and gaping, and held a
remarkable selection of flowering weeds. A verandah, edged by a balustrade, and sheltered
by the overhang of the roof, surrounded the pavilion on all four sdes. Thefront door had
carved pands and a charming knocker of aleopard's head with aring in hismouth. To ether side of the
door stood tall windows with datted louvers fastened over them. Honeysuckle and clematis and ahost
of other climbers had ramped up the wooden pillars and adong the bal ustrading, and were reaching
to seal doors and windows. We pushed them aside and mounted the steps.

"Touch not the cat," said Cathy, and reached past my shoulder for the ring of the knocker. She
rapped sharply at the door.

There are few sounds so dead and hollow asthe knocking on the door of an empty house. |
felt a kind of goose-feather of superdtition brushing my skin, and must have made aningdinctive
movement of protest. Cathy, unmoved, sent measmile.

"Just to wake Wicked Ashley up,” she said. "What's the matter?"

"Nothing. Y ou made mejump. Anyway, one's aways better not waking things up that are
sleeping.”

"1 thought you said there weren't any ghosts."
"I'venever met one,” | said. "But if thereare any at Ashley, thisis where they'll be."

"Well, whether he's awake or not, he's not answering,” said Cathy. "Anything against me
trying the door?’

"Nothing at all, but you'll find it's locked."
"You'reright. Oh, dear, can't we get in after all?"
"There's away in through one of the side windows. Round here."

Therewas away of opening the window shutters at the south side of the pavilion, and we were



soon ingde and pushing the creaking leaves open to let in the light and air.

The pavilion was larger than such places usudly are. It had once, of course, been eegantly
furnished, but now al the furnishings had gone except for some rdatively recent garden stuff, a table
and a daybed and a couple of cane chairs.

"Well, here you are,” | said. "I'm afraid it's rather a dusty end to the romance."
"Is that the table where he wrote his poems?"
"| doubt it. That'slate Victorian. I'm afraid dl the original stuff has gone."

Cathy's eyefixed itsdf on the oneimpressve festure which remained. Thiswasthe celling, which
was made of one huge looking glassframed in gilt and mounted within the elaborately moulded cornice.
Its smeared and flyblown surface was dightly angled, itsframe of dirty gilt scrollwork supported,
apparently, by birds and ribbons and swags of roses. The glass caught the sunshine from the open
window, and laid arhomboid of gritty light acrossthe foot of the daybed and dong the floor.

"Surdly that's part of the origina building?' she asked. "What a pretty idea, to have amirror celling.
If those brackets in the wals held sconces, the place must have seemed just full of candlelight. Isthisin
any of the old pictures?’

"Yes I'mdafraditis”
"Afrad?'

"Thereésaset of rather randy engravings,” | told her. "I'm afraid the mirror's not abit romantic,
redly. Oh, yes, it'scertainly old, but | think it was put in by your Wicked Ashley, William and Julias
son. It rather gives oneideas about al the wild parties he had, and the lady-loves he brought here, till the
brother of the last one shot him. The engravings are rather imaginative about it, anyway, and the mirror
certainly showsin those, right over where the bed was."

"Oh, for goodness sake, isthat what it wasfor?'Y ou know," said Cathy, pivoting on her hed and
watching hersdf in thetilted mirror, "I cannot imagine it would be any fun a al watching onesdlf having
sex. Canyou?"

"Didinctly off-putting, I'd have thought."

She turned again, dowly, on her hedl, and her look round the grubby, echoing room was sad. "It
surdly isadusty answer," shesaid.

"I'msorry."

"Oh, don't be. | don't know why the past is ways sadder if there's something a bit beautiful about
it. And this place must have been beautiful "

"Kesats saysthat about melancholy.” | quoted it for her:
"Shedwelswith Beauty—Beauty, thet must de And Joy, whosehendisever @ hislipsBidding adieu. . . .

"Yeah, | remember that. He wasright, too." Cathy'slook dwelt on me for amoment, with
something init that | couldn't understand. Then she looked past me. "Oh, look, therés alittle bit of Julia
|eft here, after Al.”

Above the daybed, on the wall against which presumably Nick Ashley's big bed had once stood,



wasamoulding in plaster, asort of bedhead applied to thewall itself. At its gpex wasthe familiar coat
of arms, thickly grimed and grey, with its motto and its rampant wildcat. Thislooked asif it had been
moulded from one of the carvingsin the house; it showed the grainy texture of the stone, and even achip
or two. Therewere still traces of paint, but time had done badly by it; it was rubbed and
flaking, and in places barely distinguishable.

Cathy leaned across the daybed to look at it. "Well," she said, "what do you know,
here's the map again. Just to make sure you could get out of the place, even if you'd forgotten how
you got in." Shelicked afinger and rubbed the grimy plagter. "Did you notice? | think someone's
marked the way. Y es, there'sthe bit just before we got here, when we were heading strai ght back
towards the house."

| followed her, knedling on the daybed and peering up at the dirty moulding. "l believe you're
right. I'd never noticed."

She rubbed harder. "They're not done like that in the house, becauise | was looking." She laughed.
"l expect Nick Ashley drew it in so that hisgirl friends could dink off hometo their husbands, and leave
him gtill peacefully deeping it off. Hey, this plaster's crumbling a bit, 1'd better leave it alone."
She straightened, rubbing her hand down the patched jeans. "This place really could do with apaint job,
couldn't it? | only hopethat mirror's safe. It certainly doesn't look it. Y ou know, with agood cleanup
and arug and some furnishing, this could be quite aplace, ill, wouldn't you say? It would make a
guest cottage if you put a bed back in, and a few other things.”

"For people you didn't like? Show them the guest cottage and forget to tell them the way
out?

Shelaughed. "Wél, it'sanidea. Anyway, what would you want a guest cottage for, with a
place the size of the Court? No, it's fascinating just asit is.”

| wondered if the gaze she sent around the pavilion was more than just idle. My next question came
sraight out of the speculation, but it sounded casual enough. "How long have you known
Emory?"

"Not long. We only met last month, but it ssemslonger. | mean, he's easy to know, wouldn't
you say?'

"l can imagine. And James?"

"l met him soon after, but I've only seen him a couple of times. My, but they're alike,
aren't they?"

"Tweedledum and Tweedledee," | agreed. "Could you ever get them mixed up, do you think?"
She laughed. "I hope not. Could you?!

"l don't think s0. | never did asalittle girl, but that's along time ago, and we don't meet so often
now. | admit that when | saw him today at the Court | wasn't quite sure which it wastill hetold me."

We had gone outside while we were talking, and | pulled the long windows shut and fastened the
louvers across. We went down the steps. The honeysuckle let its arras down behind us, and the pavilion
was shut in once more with its dust and its Silence.

"l guess" said Cathy, ingenuoudly, "I could still get them mixed up if they tried to fool me, but
they're too nice to do that. Besides, Emory—" She stopped. " Say, what's that perfume? | don't see any



flowers except daisies and those yellow things."

"Lilies of the valey. They've gone wild there under the hedge in the shade. Y ou can't seethe
flowers—those stiff green leaves, see? Let's pick some for your mother, shal we?' | stooped and
pushed the leaves aside, hunting for the waxy bells. She kneeled beside me, and did the same. | said:
"Y ou were saying. Emory?'

"Oh, nothing.”
| let it wait for aminute. "Emory's specid, isn't he?'

"Specid? Why, of course| Bryony, I'm just crazy about him!" She laughed up at me, her eyes
brilliant. She meant, it was obvious, every word; but it came athought too eesily, asif she had sad it
before, and would say it again. Paradoxicaly, | found the over-emphasis soothing; it gave her
confession the flavour of powder-room gossip, the easy euphoria of the evening out. "Don't you think
he'sjust fabulous?1'd do just anything for him!™

She stopped, seeming to catch some echo in her own voice that embarrassed her. She bit her lip,
and coloured up, turning quickly away from me, her hands searching busily among the green spathes.
Thelong hair swung down to hide her face.

"Bryony, about Emory. Do you mind?’

"Mind?' Taken by surprise, | sat back on my hedls, regarding her averted head. Then | answered
as she had spoken, directly and without guile. "No, | don't. Of course | don't. There's no
reason why | should.”

She, too, sat back at that, turning to face me once more. The flush had subsided; shegave mea
clouded, smiling look, where some obscure hint of trouble showed Hill. She started to speak, broke
off, considering something else, then rejected that, too. Kneding there among the flowery grass,
with the rhinoceros-folds of the enormous swesater dwarfing her body, and her hair falling anyhow
over brow and shoulders, she looked far younger even than eighteen.

| said, easily: "l don't wonder you've fallen for him: when | was your age | was wild
about him. But then, | was wild about the others, too." | smiled at her. "Tdl me, where's the
difference when it comes to being 'special'? Why not James?'

"Well, for one thing, | haven't seen all that much of him, and for another—"
IIY@I

The fabulous mink lashes dropped suddenly to shadow her cheeks. She bent to the flowers again.
"Hehasagirl dready."

"How do you know that?"

| hadn't meant the question to come out quite so sharply, but she appeared to have
noticed nothing. "Because he said so," she said simply.

"Oh." | bent to add another flower to the spray in my hand. "Have you met her? Did he say
who it was?"

"No. There." She straightened. "Mom'll bewild about these. Shall we go back?"



"Sure. Let's go back by the path along the Overflow."

We came out of the maze into full sunlight, and crossed the little bridge. Primulas were out dong
the stream, nodding in the draft made by the running water.

"Why do you call it the Overflow?' she asked aswefollowed the mossy path along the edge.

"Becauseit'sjudt that. It controlsthe level of the moat. There are the two duices, the High Suice,
on the other side of the house, that |ets the water from the river into the moat, and this one here that lets
it out into the Poal. The Overflow wasn't much more, origindly, than just aditch to carry floodwater
away, but a few years ago the High Sluice broke in a storm, and thelower duice couldn't
cope with the flooding, so parts of the house were damaged. They put anew High Suicein, and dug
this channel deeper as a safety precaution.”

"Gee, I'd never thought that living with amoat around you could be dangerous.”

"It'snot redly. And if the duice had been kept properly it never would have been. Actudly"—I
laughed—"the moat is pretty useful. Its main use being that it reduces the fire insurance premiums.”

"Well, and that's another dusty answer," said Cathy. "Herel wasthinking that amoated
grange was the most romantic thing ever— Oh!"

"What isit?" | asked.

She had stopped, and was pointing. | had been waking behind her. | came up to her
shoulder and looked.

Between the moat and the lake below it, cutting down through a corner of the grassed bank, was
one of the prettiest monumentsin the Court gardens, a cascade with afishing cat. At the head of the
bank was the heavy duice gate, which was normally kept shut, and to either side of this the
normal outflow from the moat was channelled to lapse, fdl by fal, towardsthe Pool. The water dair, a
natural-looking cascade of rock, thickly set with fernsand trailing plants, led thefall into acorner of the
Pool from which, through bigger rocks green with the moss of many years, the water ran down
into the deeply cut channd of the Overflow. On one of theserocks, just where the water slid
towards the first rush of the Overflow, wasastone cat, its outstretched paw reaching into the
flow, gracefully curved as if to hook a fish.

Or rather, the cat had been there. Now there was nothing but the gate with the water cascading
down the rocks besideit, and on the stone where the cat had been, the ugly iron staples stuck out,
rotten with rust and twisted crooked with thefdl of the satue. The cat itsdf waslying in the basin
under the water, with the fish tranquilly shuttling to and fro acrossit, under the broken paw.

Ashley, 1835

A sound from the door dragged him from the shallows of deep. Someone was there, on the
verandah.

Hewasdert, ingantly up on one elbow. Perhaps Fletcher had come: something waswrong? His
uncle had arrived before he was expected? Thislittle world of peace and love had been broken before
itstime; the too short night was over.

But al was silence. He relaxed again, to see her eyes, darkly shining, watching him.

"What isit, love?'



"Nothing. Something waked me. Look, the moon'samost down. A littlewhile, and it will be getting
light. No, don't go yet. | have something to tell you, but it will wait. It will wait alittle longer.”

Eleven

Nor what is mine shall never do theegood: Trustto't. . . .
—Romeo and Juligt, 111, v

As| had promised, | went back to teawith Cathy and her mother, then took mysalf off to my
cottage, to seeif Rob had brought my baggage in from Worcester.

He had, and had even carried it upstairs for me and dumped it on the tiny landing.

Before | unpacked | went to the telephone and dialed the number of the secondhand bookshop in
Ashbury.

"IsMr. Oker there, please? Oh, Ledig, it'syou. Thisis Bryony, Bryony Ashley. Yes, | came back
acouple of days ago; I'm back at the cottage. . . . How are you? Good. How's everything going . . . 7'

Tdaking to Ledie had about it something (I imagined) of theritua of Eastern bargaining; you had to
go through the routine of question and answer firg, the answer being the shorter exercise of the two.
Mr. Oker loved talking, and there was no hurrying him; one got to business eventualy, but by way of
hedth, the wegather, trade prospects, the latest news, and any extrajuicy items of local gossip that were
worth passing on. The routine, | suppose, had originaly been evolved as part of a softening-up process,
the patter before the hard dedling. In sober fact, Ledie gave very little away, but the impression he
fogtered, of agenid and impulsive gossip, stood him in very good stead: strangers who were deceived
by his effusive and rather camp manner into hoping for an easy bargain would come suddenly, and to
their disadvantage, up against avery knowledgeable and wily operator. Ledie Oker was about as
impulsive as atwo-toed doth, and rather less effeminate than atomcat. The kindness, though, wasred.

Thanksto it, the preliminaries today were short. After only three minutes, at least two of which
were devoted to my welfare, and to praise of my father, Ledie paused, and then said, directly: "But you
didn't ring me up just to tell me you were home, dear. What can | do for you?"

"Well, something's come up, and | wonder if you could help me, please. Just aquick query. You
remember showing methat limited edition of Rip Van Winkle last year, the oneillustrated by Arthur
Rackham? | wondered what sort of price hiswork was fetching now? | don't mean the books, | mean
the origind illugtrations?’

"WEell, it's not exactly my line, asyou know, but I'd say you'd be lucky if you came across one at
al. Isthis some particular drawing you want to buy?'

I laughed. "Y ou know me better than that. | don't want to sell one, ether. | just want to know the
sort of vaue, if you wouldn't mind. Just an idea.”

"Thelast onel saw ligted in acatalogue,” said Ledig, crisply, "was awatercolour drawing from
Comus, and it was priced at eight hundred pounds.”

"Oh. | see. Thank you. Ledie—"
IlY@l

"If you should by any chance come across some mention of Rackham drawingsfor sale, would you



not say anything about this, but just phone me straight away?!

"Of course. But how very intriguing.” The light voice showed little but agentle and sympeathetic
interest. "1 gather oneis not alowed to ask why?'

"For now, no. But I'll comeinassoon as| can, and tell you al about it."

"Thisis exciting," said Ledie comfortably. "Of course, Bryony dear. Count on me. And perhaps|
could givethe grapevine just a teeny, teeny shake? But tell me soon, won't you, before |
die with curiosity?"

"That'll be the day," | said, and he laughed, and rang df.

James came down after supper, just as | was finishing the washing up. He hoisted the empty cases
into the roof space for me, accepted acup of coffee, then followed me outside to the seat under the lilac
tree facing the Pool. Dusk wasfaling, and the air was very still. The surface of the Pool lay quiet and
shining, ringing into ripples here and there as fish rose for the evening hatch. There was aheron il
fishing among the reeds at the far Sde. The rooks were settling for the night, and making agreat to-do
about it. Like clouds behind the cottage roof, the orchard trees showed pae and frothy with blossom,
and tallest of dl, the pear tree, like acentral fountain in awater garden, held up its plumes of springtime
snow. A thrushwas singing in it, alone, asfreshly and as passonately asif thiswasthefirst songinthe
world. From somewhere in the middle distance, towards the Court, came the sound of someone
hammering.

"Rob puts in long hours," said my cousin.
"I wonder if he's mending the fishing cat.”
"Ashing ca?'

"The one at the duice where the Overflow leavesthe moat. It's broken. | saw it this
afternoon when Cathy and | were coming back from the maze."

"Oh? That's a pity. It was a pretty thing. Did you ask him to fix it?"
"No, I've not seen him this evening."

"Well," said James, "why should he trouble? More likely he's propping up one of the gates,
or mending aroof, or even chopping some bushes down. Wasting histime, whatever he'sdoing. The
whole placeisfaling to bits, and it would take more than Rob Granger to stop it."

He spoke without bitterness, and quite without intent to hurt, but with some special
seriousness in his voice that made me look searchingly at him. He met my look gravely,
then took my empty cup from me and set it with his own on theflagstones under the sest.
Then, asbefore in the schoolroom, hisarm came gently round my shoulders, drawing me close. |
could feel his heartbeat, perhaps a shade too fast.

"Bryony, love, it's time we had a talk, you and I."

| waited, feeling my own heartbeat quicken imper ceptibly to match his. | wasvery
conscious of the beauty of the evening, the scent of the lilac and the song of the thrush and the lovely
long planes of light on the lake in front of us.

My cousin cleared histhroat. "Y ou may be angry, and as amatter of fact | think you're bound to be



angry, but if you've any senseyou'll hear me out, and inthe end, | hope you'll help me." Hisfingers,
cupping my shoulder, tightened afraction. "Y ou have to be on my side. Y ou know that. Y ou haveto
be. It's the way things are.”

The thrush stopped singing, as suddenly as a turned-off tap. The heron, too, had decided to give up
for the night. He must have done well, | thought; he was having trouble with his lift-off. |
watched him in silence as he lumbered into the air, and flapped away.

“Bryony?’
"Yes, I'm listening. Go on."

Therewas ashort pause, while | felt him looking a me. | heard him take bregth. "I'll Sart at the
beginning. And | may aswell start by confessing the brutd truth. My father—we, the lot of us, areina
jam. A real jam. We're desperate for ready cash and we have to find it some way, and find it
fast."

Thiswasin noway what | had been expecting. | was gartled, and showed it. "But surely? | thought
Cousin Howard —your family's dways seemed to be doing so well. | mean-compared withus. . .
And | thought you wereriding redlly high now, with the Jerez office doing so well, and with the Pereira
backing. | know Daddy thought the same. What's happened?’

"The troubleis, everything's happened, and all at once." He tirred. "My God, that'sthe
truest proverb in the language: 'troubles never come singly.' All the demands that we could
have met if they'd come separately, and at theright time, well, they all seemed to come at once.

. 1 told you that my father will probably have to retire. If he does, there's not much
guarantee that Pereiraswill go on backing us. Why should they? And the Bristol offices are hardly an
asset; they're mortgaged. If we had time— But the point is, we haven't. Thisillness of Father's has
put a gun to our heads."

And now, | wasthinking, this has happened. Because of my father's desth, this huge liahility,
Ashley Court, hasfalen on them, too.

"But | thought Juanitahad quite alot of money of her own. Wouldn't she help tide you over with a
temporary loan, and give you the time you need?’

"Ironically enough,” and his voice held no irony, but only arather flat distaste at having to
talk about the matter at dl, "the main part of her money istied up in atrugt, and can't be touched.
These trusts,” said James, and left it at that.

| said nothing. The evening was silent and empty. Thelight had gone from the lake. The lilac's scent
had evaporated with the cooling air.

"S0," said my cousin, "my father applied to yoursto seeif he could help us.”

Thistime | really was startled. | sat up. "James, you can't be serious! Y ou must have
known we were run into the ground.”

"Oh, yes, we knew that. But you had Ashley."

"Ashley? But what on earth use is Ashley, when it comesto meeting amortgage? It'sthe
biggest lighility thissde of the National Debt!"

"Asit stands, yes. It just paysfor its upkeep and nothing to spare, we know that." His voice went



flat. "Whet I'm talking about is the Ashley Trust."

"] see. You mean that's what you 'applied’ to Daddy for? To break the trust?"

"YS"
"When was this?"

"Thefirg timewasin November of last year," he said. "'l never saw hisanswer to my father's | etter,
but it must have given room for maneuver, sSince Father still seemed to have hopes he would
consent."

"The first time? He asked him more than once?"

He nodded. "He wrote again recently, and he had a couple of telephone talks with
your father. This was when Cousin Jonathan wasin Bad Tolz, of course. My father didn't want to
pressit, because he knew Cousin Jon ought to rest, but —well, things were getting desperate. The last
time, though, Cousin Jon said he couldn't even consider it." He was slent for amoment, his head bent.
"I've been thinking about the reason for his change of heart, and | can't really understand it. Asyou
know, things have been sold in the past, and no one's ever argued much about it. | think
he must have been feeling so much better that he was planning to come back here, so he decided
that aslong as he could keep the place in some sort of order, he'd do just that. After all, it was
your home."

"And his. He loved it. You're not just talking about 'things' this time, James? | take it
you're talking about the place itself. The land.”

"Yes" He gave me agentlelook. "Didn't you know anything about this?"

"Nothing. Of courseif thered been any question of breaking the trust he'd have had to bring
mein aswell. I'd haveto consent, too, you know that." | thought for amoment. "It didn't occur to
anyone to try and break Juanita's trust rather than ours? After all, she's Cousin Howard's
wife."

"Well, of course it did. But that trust can't be touched at any price. It goesto her children,
or, if therearen't any, it can be broken when she's forty."

"Which is quite some time away."

"Too long by hdf. If it was only Sx months, it would still be too long for us.”

"S0," | said, "now Daddy's dead, you come to me, and ask me to break ours.”
He was silent.

"That's what you've been leading up to, isn't it? Isn't that what you want?"
"That is what we want," he said.

A pause. | said abruptly: "Did Daddy give any reason for being so dead set against
it?"

"No. Hewould hardly even discussit. Heredly never mentioned it to you at all, even
indirectly?"



Even as | shook my head, | realized, in a sudden moment of enlightenment, that he
had. "Trust. Depend. Do what'sright." Thiswasone of the thingsthat had been weighing on his
mind. Until | knew therest, | could take no action.

| took refuge in ahdf-truth. "I can't say that he did. He may have thought that your money troubles
were your own affair, and shouldn't be broadcast, even to me. But of course he spoke about the trust
generdly, once or twice. | do remember his saying that Cousin Howard seemed to have put down roots
in Spain, and didn't seem to have the kind of fedling for Ashley that might bring him back to look after it.
Hedidn't say it asacriticism, why should he? He said it ‘wasn't to be expected, but it was apity.' That
kind of thing. But | know he hoped that Emory or you might fed differently. Y ou'd lived here, after all,
with us. Do you?"

"Are you asking me to speak for Emory?"

"If you can. | know you said you couldn't speak for him when | asked if he was serious about
Cathy Underhill, but you must know how he feds about Ashley." | gave him aninquiring look. "And |
would have thought the two might dmost be the same. | mean, if he wasthinking dong the lines of

marrying Cathy—"

"Hed be able to afford to keep Ashley asit should be kept? | suppose so," said James, "but
the plain fact is, he doesn't want to keep it at all.”

From beyond the lime trees the church clock tolled the half hour. It sounded remote and
serene. The distant hooting of an early owl spoke of mystery and the coming night.

"And you?' | asked him. "No, James, it'sdl right. | do understand. But I've got to know the truth.
Yousad | hadto be on your side, and that's true. | am; you know that. We're nottaking
about family now, or people, just about bricks and mortar and trees, which might mean alot to one

person, but don't have to to another. So tell me. Do you want Ashley yourself, or even a part of
it?"

He took his time. When he spoke at length his voice was quiet, but | could feel the
tension in the arm that encircled me. "l think you know the answer, don't you? When we
were talking awhile ago about the fishing cat, | said the place wasrotten, and that'strue. You
know it is. It's been falling to pieces, bit by bit, for years. It'saburden to theliving, even if you count
keeping it going as homage to the dead. That's not the way to live now, when the dead can no
longer supply the living with the means to keep their memorials going." Hetook abreath likea
dgh. "I'm sorry, love, thisisthe wrong timeto talk to you like this, but you asked me. | doubt if you've
had the time to think abouit it yet, snce Cousin Jon died, but you can't serioudy expect either of us,
Emory or me, to go on running this—this Nationa Trust regject, even if we did have the money to do
it with? There are other things to do with money, Bryony. For us, anyway."

"| suppose so."

"All right, so Cousin Jon might have thought we should want to. But you're adifferent generation,
you know the score. These are the seventies, and the world's wider than Ashley Park. If there
aren't themeansto save it, thenitll haveto go. We've got to face that."

"James, I'm facing it."

Hisarm tightened, and he held me close. His cheek touched my hair, but he didn't attempt a
caress. "Well, I've saidwhat | promised to say, and I'll leaveit. But you will think about it, won't
you?"'



"Of course | will. But Daddy only died aweek ago, remember, and until | know what he
wanted, and why—"

"I know, love, | know. I'm sorry. Thisisahdl of atimeto talk to you about breaking trusts and
leaving Ashley, but when we started this we weren't to know what would happen to your
father. And now my own father'sill, and worried haf out of hismind, and things are pressing,
and—well, hdl, thereitis.

Ancther of those silences. The hammering had stopped. | thought of the fishing cat lying broken
under the water, and, for some reason, of the pavilion with its riot of honeysuckle and the
sagging walls of yew and Cathy's voice asking: "Is that the table where he wrote his
poems?"

"Francis," | said suddenly. "How does Francis feel about all this? | thought he loved
Ashley."

"Hedoes," said James. "He's athrowback, is Francis. Anyway, he wouldn't notice if the
place fell to pieces round him, aslong as he could St in the maze like William Ashley, making
verses. What on earth did | say? You jumped.”

"Nothing, redly. Only you were reading my thoughts. Do you often do that?"

A pause, aslong asfour quickened heartbeats. Then he said, easly: "Twin and | do it asamatter of
course. Shades of Bess Ashley, the gipsy, didn't you know?"

"It must savealot of telephonecalls” | sad lightly.

Helaughed. "Oh, it does. But you were saying about Francis. | doubt if he would refuseto help
break thetrust. The point is, even if we did break it, we wouldn't have any designs on the house
itself. That's unsaleable, so one might as well makeavirtue of necessity, and leaveit doneasa
corner of ancient England on itsown tight littleidand. It'sthe land that would have to go."

"For what?"
"For whatever would bring the most money."
"Building land brings the most."

He answered what | had not said. "Well, and why not? People have to have houses. And when
they drive the new motorway across Penny's Flats, well bein Birmingham commuter country.” He must
have felt something in my silence, because he added, rather edgily: "L ook, Bryony, you said you'd be
redlistic. Just because we played here as kids doesn't mean our kidswill ever have the chance, or, my
God, want the chance."

"1 wasn't. | was thinking about the other people involved. That must be what was making
Daddy think twice. Theresthe Vicar, for instance. What happensto the Vicarage? | suppose that
would be safe enough, though | can hardly see Mr. Bryanston hemmed in with housing projects, and
without the garden. But there are the Hendersons, and Rob Granger. Would you sell their houses?"

"Why not? They'd have first option to buy them themselves™
"The Hendersons might, but I'm sure Rob can't afford to.”

"Then he ought to. He had the farm, after all. If he didn't manage to make ago of that,



there's no reason why we should be responsible—"

"Befair. Hisfather drank every penny they ever made, and knocked Rob and his mother around
on Saturdays for good measure. He left them in debt up to their necks, and if Rob hasn't managed to
save the price of ahouse since the old brute died you can hardly blame him. What's more, if it weren't
for Rob this place would have dropped to bits adarned sight sooner.”

"O.K., OK." hesad, hdf laughing. "What have | said? Sorry, | didn't mean it likethat. I've
always liked Rob, and | know what he's done for you and your father. And now I've made you angry
when | want you to listen.”

"I'm not angry. It's not that I'm not on your side, James. | am. And | waslistening. Y ou were
talking about commuter country. Well, dl right, dl being equd, that's the way things might have to go.
But had you thought? Ashley hasn't an outlet to Penny's Hats."

His head turned, sharply. He stared. His eyes, in the close dusk, looked dark, gipsy Ashley eyes. |
felt aqueer little tingling thrill at the base of the spine, and looked avay. He said, sharply: "Of courseit
has. That'sitswhole vaue. This strip aong the Pool runsright through the apple orchard to the road.”

"Yes, but that's not Ashley Trudt. It'smine.”

"Oh, | see" He sounded amused. "Holding out, are yau?”

"For the present, yes. I've got to have ahome, and I'm planning to stay heretill . . ."
"Till?

"Wdl, for abit,” | said, evading it. "James, let'sleaveit for now, may we?"'

"Of coursg, if you say s0. But—"

"Yes?But?'

"There was something ese. Asamatter of fact,” he said, rather abruptly, "I haven't even got to the
hard bit yet. Look, would you like—shall | get some more coffee?”

"No, don't bother, for me. Go right on. What isthe hard bit?"

"Wdll, | was saying. After your father had refused to consider the trust any further, my father asked
Emory and me to do what we could, as quickly as possible. Emory and | taked it over, and
we agreed to go to Bavariaand talk to your father. He must obvioudy have had reasonsfor his
decison, which he didn't want to talk about by tel ephone, and which might be too complicated to write.
But before that it seemed only sense to—well, to take alook at Ashley itself.”

"So then?'

"l meant, take alook at it with the idea of a sale in mind." He cleared his throat.
"Obviously, we wanted to get into the Court and find out, asabasisfor discussion with your father,
what therewasin theway of quickly disposable assets. We didn't approach your father about this
because. .. wdl, damn it, it was a little difficult under the circumstances. He wasill, and hed
have thought we were being abit previous. A foot in his grave, asit were. I'm sorry."

| said nothing.

| could fed tension running through hisarm. He said aoruptly: "We didn't get in touch with the



Underhillsether, because there was no need. | told you about that. By pure chance—it
really was pure chance—Emory met Cathy at a party, and she asked him down."

"Convenient."
| felt hislook. "Y ou sound abit abrasve. Don't you like her?!

"From what I've seen of her, | like her very much. I'm just not sure that | like her being used
by Emory."

"Did | say he was using her?"
“Isn't he?"
"I wouldn't put it like that." But | thought he sounded uncomfortable.

"That had better be true, you know. Jeff Underhill iswhat they cal atough cookie, and at aguess
he adores his daughter. If she'sfallen for Emory, and | think she has, and hard, then Emory had
better reckon it as serious.”

"l imagine he does. | only said that he didn't plan to live at Ashley on her money." He
sounded thoroughly edgy now. "Damnit, do you have to assume he's going to damage her in some
way? If agirl likethat falsfor you, you've got to be a bloody plaster saint not to take a second look, at
leest.”

"So you have."

Somehow, amost unnaticeably, his hand had lifted from my shoulder, and hisarm now lay
harmlesdy aong the back of the sedt. "It's the James-Emory thing that getsyou, isn't it? Y ou'll haveto
take my word for it that nothing's happened that Cathy would mind remembering, even if she ever found
out we'd played that game with her. Which shewon't." He glanced a me again, but | made no comment.
"Actudly, | don't likeit any morethanyou do. . . . TherearethingsI'd rather be doing than escorting an
eighteen-year-old who'sin love with someone dse. | don't think Emory ever would have started it, but in
away Cathy hersdf forced it on us."

"How on earth?"

"Oh, there was one date they had made, and Emory couldn't keep it. When he phoned, she was so
mead that he thought she'd cal the whole thing off, and thiswasjugt at the time when we very much
wanted to get down to the Court, and if there had been aquarrdl with Cathy we could hardly have come
down, even through Emerson. So Emory soothed her down and got meto go instead. It never crossed
her mind. It was a harmless sort of date—she and Twin hadn't known each other more than afew days,
so | didn't have any soft lights and hot music to face. . . . And today it was a case of coming down to see
Jeff Underhill, rather than of making loveto Cat. Believe me, I've no ideahow far Twin's pushed the boat
out, nor do | want to. | wouldn't bet on not giving mysalf away to Cat, and God help usal if that
happened.” | caught the gleam of asideways, smiling ook, and one finger came away from the seet back
and touched my shoulder blade, afeather touch. "If you like, love, I'll promise you here and now not to
doitagan.”

"That's up to you." Thewordswere indifferent, but | felt mysdf relaxing, and the arm came round
meagain. "Go on," | said, "did you check the 'digposable assets between you after dl? Great jumping
beand" | sat up again, my hand to my mouth, regarding him wide-eyed in the dusk. "The T'ang horse?
Thejade?"



"I'm afraid s0." He was spesking quietly, straight to the amost invisble flagstones at hisfest.
"Bryony, they were ours.

| promise you we only took them after your father's death. Thislast week. | promiseyou.
We badly needed a bit of ready cash, and Emory knew of a market, so . .."

| listened to the tone, rather than to the words. | knew it wel. James, led into something by
Emory, loyd to histwin but knowing al the time that whatever they had done was, to say theleast of it,
dubious. Emory, | knew, was more than capable of playing rough, and James, playing with him, had
sometimes suffered for it. But Twin had ways been right.

| was aware of silence. He had run out of words. | heard myself asking, in a hard
voice quite unlike my own: "Did you haveto take the pictures from the schoolroom?Y ou might
argue that the other things were going to belong to your family anyway, but the pictures were my
own, and | loved them.”

"l know. I'm sorry. |—it was a mistake. They were taken by mistake. They haven't been
sold. Asamatter of fact, we planned to put them back, but there hasn't been a chance today.”

“Today?

"Y es, today. They were only taken yesterday. As soon as| found out, | said they must go back, but
by that time you were at the Court, and you'd seen the T'ang horse was missing, and you had started
asking about keys. It . . . wdll, it was awkward.”

"l supposeitwas." | felt alittle dazed. " Just aminute, James. Y ou said, They were only taken
yesterday.' Who took them, then? Emory wasn't here, was he?"

"No. Cat took them for us."

"What?" A whirling pause, while | tried to assess it. "'For us'? Y ou mean 'for
Emory.™

"If you like."
"l do like." My voice was sharp. "It makes adifference.”
"Well, then, for Emory. Look, don't worry, you'll get them back. It was just—"

"1'm not worrying about jade or pictures or anything ese. I'm thinking about Cathy
Underhill. Y ou got thet girl to stedl for you.”

"That's a hard word."
"It's a hard fact.”
"Aren't you making abit too much of this? The thingswere ours."

"Perhaps | am. But not nearly as much as her parents would make of it, I'm sure of that. | thought at
the time they seemed almost too upset for what had happened. 1t made me wonder."

"Her parents? For God's sake, you're not going to make a thing out of it, are you? Bryony—"

"Wait aminute, James. Thistakes some getting used to. L et me alone for a bit."



| got up abruptly and walked away from him, across the newly cut strip of lawn to the lakeside.
Therewas alow wall there, alength of ancient ssonework that had been |€ft to edge the garden; its
fissureswere planted with wallflowers and toadflax and sometrailing glaucousfern that looked Slver in
the dusk. | stood there with my back to my cousin, staring out over the dimming pool, but without seeing
that or anything. It was wrong, so wrong. . . . Yet because it was James, | couldn't giveway to
my firg indinctive reaction; because it was James | must make myself stop and think. . . . Be
civilized, | told mysdlf, this sort of shocked recoil isn't eveninstinctive, it's a conditioned reaction to
what you've been taught to call theft.

Wadl, dl right, think. Was it theft? As soon asthelegd formditiesalowed, dl these thingswould
belong to Howard, and by the same token to his sons. James had said with perfect justice that the day
was gone when the dead could help the living to watch over the property they had
amassed and handed down in designstoo vast for today to cope with. And it was my cousinswho
would haveto cope, not I. Thefact that Jon Ashley was now one of the dead ought to make no
difference. My reection was an emotiona one, nothing more. James knew that; he had tried to
spare me; but | had forced his hand by my actions at the Court today, so he had had to
tell me now, raw though I still was from my father's death.

| thought again, briefly, about Rob and the fishing cat. . .. Yes, Jameswasright here, too:
the place, and thelifeit had represented, wasfaling to pieces. Even this cottage, the idyllic little
cottage with the view of the lake, with its fruit trees, and the honeysuckle and the Fribourg rose,
had woodworm and rising damp which | could not afford to combat. If | sold some of my mother's
Worcester porcelain to pay for it, that would be ethical. Why should not my cousins, the owners of
Adhley, sl the piecesthat were theirs? And why, if they were driven for time, should they not
have done it this way?

It came back to the one answer: Cathy. And here | had even less right to judge. | had no idea
of the strength of Emory'sfeding for her; nor had | stopped to question the circumstances under
which shehad "stolen” themissng articles for my cousins. For Emory, that is. My father had
long ago said that Howard would never take on Ashley or any part of its respongbility; it was squarely
on Emory's shoulders, and if Emory had chosento jump thelega gun. .. Yes, itwasto belaid a
Emory'sdoor; | still did not believe that Jameswas, in this, anything other than afollower, loya asever
to whatever course his twin suggested.

| sat down on thewall, dtill facing the lake, forcing mysdlf to calmness. | owed my cousins something
better than this shocked recoil. | thought again of the quiet nightsfilled with my lover's presence, of
his support and warmth and love, of the strength he had given me. | thought, too, of the
recent strange hesitancy, theimpression of guilt and insecurity which, now, | thought | could understand.
It had only showed itsdlf since | had come back to England; it had begun last night, when| had
seen Jamesin the church vestry. Doing what? That, too, | had begun to guess. The object he had
been carrying waslarge and flat, like abook, or a portfolio. He must just have picked up the Rackham
pictures from some hiding place; not the vestry itself—that would have been asking for discovery. But,
except on church-cleaning days, there were a hundred places—under the seatsin the Sde aides, under
the pulpit, behind the stacked hassocks near the font—any of these places would have made a
cache, safe and dry, where Cathy could have hidden the objects she had abstracted from the
Court.

So James had snatched a cassock from the choir men's pegs, had fled up the nave in front of
me, switched off the mains, and, while | was approaching up the church, fumbled withand
opened the catch of the vestry door. Whoever cameinto the church would only see the vanishing
cassocked figure, and would come to the same conclusion as | had done. . . .



Wédll, now | knew. And | understood my lover'srefusal to comeinto the open. It was because the
affairs of daylight must be settled first. Before anything could be compl ete between us, we had to settle
with the redities of adifficult Stuation, the hard economics of how and whereto live, of Ashley Court
and Daddy's Will and the theft of the jade and pictures. What | had called to myself the facts of
the daylight world. And the other world, the starlight one, where love was easy becauseit ran like
poetry from mind to mind, that would have to wait. | knew now what he meant by his repeated Not yet,
not yet; | had to cometo termswith what he redly was, the outer man, not just that other haf of me
whom | knew aswell as| knew myself. We had reversed the norm, he and I. It had aways seemed to
me that the love we had, being fuller, must be easier than most; now | saw that it was harder. Nor was
the outcome certain. It would depend on my handling of this un-easy and tangled affair, on my finding out
what my father had meant and what he had wanted. | must do my job as Jon Ashley'sdeputy,
and then, when Ashley was accounted for, my lover and | could cometo terms. Thiswas what he had
seen dready. He knew me, and he knew that there were things about him which | might find it hard to
accept. He could not be sure of me until | had seen the whole truth about him, and accepted it
with love and understanding.

| do not think that at that moment | had any doubts about his identity. | stared at the
water and opened my mind to him, the query forming in thedimming ar. Thisis why we have to
wait?

He camein. Thisis why.

But | understand now, and | accept it all. Won't that do? You know | love you, you
know that. | have to. That's the point, isn't it? Whatever you may have done. Whoever you are.

A flurry of love, asred aspetdsfaling, and thelittle catch of amusement that | knew so well.
['ll hold you to that.

Thereredly were petasfaling. A spray of clematis, caught in the breeze of evening, shed its
fading petals on the dim grass. | looked at my cousin at last, across the dusk-filled space. He was
watching me steadily, saying nothing, just watching, patient and intent. Then he smiled, and something
twisted inside me, like a cord stretched between us that had felt a sudden tug. Blood
thicker than water, whatever that might mean; or creaturesinhabiting the same pool, over whom the
same wave breaks. There seemed no need to speak. There were the Ashley eyes, shadowed in the
growing dusk, thefair hair, the casud pose that masked tension. The picture of the real man was blurring,
amog asif theimagined picture of my lover was beginning to superimposeitsdf over theredlity of the
cousin who sat under the lilac tree and watched me. The outlines wouldn't quite fit. Not yet. Not, |
suppose, until 1 had accepted him whole, starlight and dreams and the harsh light of tomorrow.

A shadow moved along the lakeside. Something flew up from the reedswith asquawk and a
splashing of water. Rob's collie, hunting along the water's edge, had disturbed a moorhen
from her nest. Asif it had broken a spell, | spoke doud.

"It'sdl right, James. Please don't worry about this any more. Y ou've a perfect right to do what you
think best about the stuff inthe house. . . . It'syours, after al, and if you need it now instead of later, well,
that's your affair, too. | suppose well have to think what to say to the Underhills, but let'sleave it for
tonight, shall we?"

"l wasn't worrying,” he said, "not redlly. Blood'sthicker than water, whatever that may mean."

| heard the smilein hisvoice. His easy assumption of my complicity (why did that hard word occur
to me?) took me off balance again. | said nothing.



Theflash of the smilethen, and he got to hisfeet. He must after all have misinterpreted my silence.
Almost before | knew he had moved, he had crossed the grass as silently asa cat, and putting out his
hands, pulled me to my feet and into his arms. His mouth found mine, gently at first, then
with quickly growing excitement.

"Bryony. Bryony. It's been so long."

A thrush broke out of the lilac boughs and went skimming across the orchard wall with a cry
of alarm. | put my handsagainst my cousin's breast and held mysdf away from him. "James. But |
thought—"

Hekissed me again, stifling what | wastrying to say. He said, againgt my mouth: "Y ou've dways
known it was me, haven't you?'

"l—yes. | wasn't sure. It used to seem so easy once, but —no, wait, please.”

"Why?' He pulled me close again, and when | moved my head away he began to kissmy hair, my
cheekbones, my throat.

"No, please, don't make it any harder. I've just begun to understand. We've got to get all this
business over first."

He persgted for alittle while, but, meeting with no response, findly let me go, and laid agentle hand
to my cheek. "All right, dl right. Thisisn't thetime. But don't |et's be too long about it. I'm so afraid you'll
get away from me agan.”

"l won't do that. Let'sgoin, shal we, James? Do you mind bringing the cups?' He stooped
and picked them up, then followed me back into the cottage. "Are you staying at the
Court tonight?" | asked him.

"No. I'll go back to Brigtol." That heart-twisting smile again. "I may as well, since you're
turning me down."

"For heaven's sakel" | tried for alight tone, but it came out edged. "Did you redly expect meto ask
you to stay here?’

"Well, perhaps that would have been pushing it abit. I'm a patient man." No overtone to suggest
that there had been any other sort of conversation between us. "I'll telephone Herr Gothard tonight, |
think, to seeif thereés any news. Have you got his number handy?"

"Yes. I'll write it down for you, shall 1?"

| went to the bureau, and switched the lamp on. | found a pen and aused envelope,
scribbled down the number, and handed it to him.

He glanced at it, and pocketed it. " Thanks. Oh, where did you find my pen?| dropped it
somewhere, and I've been looking for it all over the place.”

"Yours? Areyou sure?'
"SurelI'msure. It'smineall right. Look at theinitils. Where on earth did you find it?"
"In—in the churchyard. Beside the path.”

| thought he must have noticed my hesitation, but apparently he did not. "Oh. Y es. Wdll, thank you."



He pocketed it, kissed me again, and went. | stood for along time beside the lamp, thinking of nothing,
my mind closed, agate dammed shut in sudden panic to keep him ot.

Because | knew something, now, that | dared not let him guess at. He and Emory had done more
than know my father wasill when they had cometo Ashley to check the "disposable assets.” They had
known he was dead.

The pen | had picked up, from among the small clutter of objectsin the bureau, wasthe silver
balpoint penwith theinitials J. A. 1t had been lying there, along with my father's other effectsthat Herr
Gothard had handed to me. | had not recognized it as Daddy's, but there had seemed no doubt that it
was his. It had been found, Herr Gothard had told me, beside his body, on that lonely country road in
Bavaria

| don't know how long | stood there, staring, but without seeing it, at the lamp and the big grey moth
which had blundered in through the open door behind me and was crazily besating itself to death againgt
the light. My mind, like the moth, besat and fluttered against atruth so dien and so destructive that | could
not, would not, believe it on the evidence of the facts.

Heaven knew | did not want to draw the conclusionsthat followed fromit, but they had to be
drawn. Thefirgt, which seemed now hardly to matter, and which followed from his easy acceptance of
my lie about finding the pen in the churchyard, was that James had in fact been the prowler in the vesiry.
The second was one that mattered very much indeed. James must have been there, beside my father's
body. And he had neither helped the injured man, nor made his presence knoan

| could see only one further conclusion to come to. James had driven the hit-and-run car that had
knocked Daddy down. James had killed my father.

That night, lying wakeful in the quiet little bedroom, | watched the moonlight moving dowly across
the floor and, with every ounce of effort | could summon, kept the doors dammed against my lover. So
strongly ingstent was his presence at times that, as on that night in Madeira, | could have sworn | saw his
very shadow move acrossthefloor. In my grief and loneliness| must have fatered, because | caught it,
asclear asawhisper; just my name, insstent and appedling. Then | turned away and shut him out again,
and listened, for the rest of the night, to the church clock chiming in the tower.

Ashley, 1835

The candle guttered in apool of wax. Beside him she stirred, and murmured something, then sank
back into deep. Light, cast by the mirror, did over her bare shoulder and the curve of abresst. Light o
love, hethought. It'sabeautiful phrase. Sheismy light of love.

He reached a hand and doused the small, fluttering flame.

Twdve

... adivine, aghostly confessor,
A sin-absolver, and my friend professd. . . .

—Romeo and Juliet, 111, iii
Next morning, assoon as| could, | went to seethe Vicar.

Hewas on hiskneesin the biggest of the ruinous greenhouses, contentedly rummaging about among



the young tomato plants. The hothouse stood against the twelve-foot wall of the old kitchen garden, and
many of its panes were broken, and had been replaced by odd pieces of plywood or polythene sheeting.
The heating system, of course, had long been out of use. The origina staging, too, had long since rotted,
Rob Granger had dragged it out and burned it, and rigged benches from old trestles and some planks
from one of the derelict farm buildings. The sun was pouring in, reflecting warmly back from the
whitewashed wall, and the place smelled pleasantly of newly watered soil steaming in the warmth, and the
musky scent of tomato leaves.

"Hullo, my dear. Were you comfortable in the cottage last night?”
"Very, thank you. What are you doing?"

"Tying up the tomatoes. Rob strung al these caneslast week, and now the plants are big enough to
train. Excedllent young plants, aren't they? | don't know what's so fascinating about tomatoes, but they
redly are ddightful to work with. So easy, and such abig return for such asmal investment.”

| laughed. "That's too worldly by half, Vicar. You should be drawing morasabout it; tall
oaksfrom little acorns grow, and something something fountains flow."

"So | should, s0 | should. Well, therésamora init somewhere, I'm sure. . . . Dear me, now
| sound like the Duchessin Alice in Wonderland. Do you want me for anything specid?"

"I wondered if | might talk to you," | said. "Sometime when it's convenient. There's no rush.”

His hands, holding the furred leaves gently, paused. His eyes, distorted so grotesquely behind
the thick glasses, searched my face. "It's always convenient.” He let go the plant, and began
to get to hisfeet. "Here and now, or shall we go up to the Vicarage and make a cup of coffee?"

"Here and now, if that'sdl right. No, don't leave the tomatoes. Can't | help you with them? | know
how todoit."

He made no demur, knowing, | suppose, how much easer itisto tak when oneshands are
occupied. He started work again, and | moved to the other side of the row from him, and followed suiit.
Above usthe robin, who was always on the watch for whoever was gardening, flew in through a broken
pane, saw there was nothing doing, scolded for a moment, then flew away. Silence, except for
therustling of the tomato leaves, the snip of scissors cutting twine, and the drip of atap into the tank.

"Mr. Bryanston, do you believe in telepathy?"

"'Believein?| don't query itsexistence; | don't think one reasonably can. There have been too
many instances of it, thoroughly documented; and now | think it isbeing serioudy researched. Canyou
be more specific? | takeit you mean thought-transference, but this takes a variety of forms."

"l think | meanitinits mogt straightforward sense, communication between mind and mind, Straight
acrosswithout even any bodily presence.”

"Yes, | see. Well, my answer stands. One can't query the existence of such aphenomenon.
| think | may say that | am bound by the history of my own Church to accept that suchthings
have happened. Elisha, for instance, was telepathic —or &'se an uncommonly good guesser.”

"Perhaps he was just a pretty good judge of human nature?’ | suggested. "Gehazi had cheated
him before, hadn't he?| suppose you are talking about the time Gehazi took pay from Naaman,
then hid the cash and told Elisha he'd never been near him?"



The Vicar'seyestwinkled. "That was avery good education you had in Sunday school, my
dear."

"Yes, wasn't it? Was that what you were thinking about? Elisha knew all about it all
the time, didn't he?"

"He did. 'Went not mine heart with thee, when the man turned again from his chariot to meet
thee? A bad moment for the liar Gehazi. Perhaps, asyou say, Elishajust knew his man; but the text
does not preclude knowledge of what had happened at a distance, and out of sight.”

Weworked for afew momentsin slence. Then| said: "When | said, '‘bdievein,' | think | meant
have you had any experience of it?"

"Experience at first hand, no. At second hand, | am told so. Like everyone else, | had an aunt who
had premonitions, at | east thirty percent of which were correct. And we have all met people
who claim to have foreseen things, some of them probably truthfully. No, I'm not joking; | can seethat
this mattersto you. In any event, such cases as| have come across mysdlf have mainly concerned the
kind of ingtinctive prevision which used to be called divination, and was legidated against asfar back as,
dear me, Deuteronomy. Along with witches and familiar spiritsit was an abomination unto the Lord." The
fineeyes were gently merry behind the distorting lenses. "And that, | am certain, you are not,
my dear child, and could never be. Am | to takeit that you yoursdf have had firsthand experience of
this ‘communication between mind and mind'?"

"Yes, | have. Not just premonitions, either. Messages, conversations even, coming clearly from
another mind draight into mine. What | would call telepathy.”

"Well," said the Vicar, "you are an Ashley, are you nat?'

My hands checked, the fingertips tightening on a shoot so that it broke. "Sorry," | said mechanically,
then looked up at him. "Y ou knew?"

"I know the history of your house. And | have read dl the family papersthat were kept inthelibrary,
including some of the otherwise lamentable stuff in the locked shelves. There are records of the kind of
thing you talk about, and some of them have an authentic ring. And | know that in your family therésa
history—arecord, | should say, Since some of it is undoubtedly spurious—of unusual mental powers
which appear from time to timein members of the family. Elizabeth Ashley, the'witch,' ssemsto have
donelittle to deserve that title except to be heard talking to someone who couldn't be seen, and on two
occas ons conveying information which she clamed had come from her 'secret friend, and which
knowledge could not otherwise be accounted for. If she had escaped burning, her husband would
almost certainly have repudiated her. Apart from thefear of witchcraft, he suspected her of taking
lovers. But you know all this.”

IIYSIII

The kind eyes regarded me for amoment, before returning to the work in hand. "It's never
easy to be different. But | gather you know that only too well?'Y ou too have a secret friend?”

"YS,"

Hewas slent, not looking at methistime. | said, and heard pleading in my voice: "Vicar,
please believe me."

"My dear, | do believe you. | am afraid for you."



"My mind is not abnormal, not in any other way, that is. But asfar back as| can
remember, |'ve been able to talk to this—this person.”

"Only one person?’
"YS"
"A real person?"

His voice was mild and inquiring, but the question shocked me. | straightened, staring.
This had never occurred to me. "Well, of course. It—it never entered my head . . . Do you mean
it might be someone . . . Oh, no, Vicar, he is real. It's one of my cousins."

"l see." Hislook of trouble deepened. "Yes, | see."

"But what are you suggesting?' | demanded. "That it could be some fantasy thing | made up
as a child, and now can't get rid of ? | mean, | know that children do invent imaginary friends, but for
heaven's sake, they grow out of that, and it isn't that, or anything likeit! It'sared relationship, Vicar, |
promiseyou!”

"1 have conceded that already.” His voice was sharp, for him. "My dear child, what havel
said to put you in such agtate? If thisistrueat dl, and | have said that | believe you, then | prefer to
believe that you are in touch with another real and living mind. | gather that you don't know yet just who it
is?

"No, not yet. But it must be another Ashley, and he's here somewhere, and we can
talk—communicate—about what's going on. We can stay in touch at quite adistance, too. When | was
in Madeira he told me about Daddy's accident.”

And | thought I knew, now, how he had known. James had been in Bavaria. The message, made
faint and difficult by sheer distance, must have come straight to me from the scene of the accident.

Something the Vicar was saying got through to me. "Y ou're sure the news didn't cometo
you from your father himsdf?"

"It couldn't have. We didn't have that sort of communication, just a—well, afeding for trouble. |
knew hewasill, or hurt, but he himsdf could hardly have—" | stopped, swalowed, stared. ™Y ou mean
you knew about this? You knew all along? And that my father had it, too?"

"To some extent."

| was silent, thinking again about the message that Herr Gothard had written down for me: "My
little Bryony be careful. Danger. This thing | can feel. .. ."

"Did he know about my 'secret friend?" | was grateful that the Vicar had given methis name for my
lover. "Lover” was not atitle | was prepared yet to use aloud.

"He never mentioned it, nor, indeed, did he give any hint that he knew you possessed
this gift. Hisown was, | gathered, much dighter; he occasiondly had moments of premonition, or
perhaps extra clear-sightedness. They weredl, asfar as | know, connected with you. He seemed
to be sure, rather beyond guesswork, when you were in trouble, or needing help."

"Yes," | said, "I knew that."



The Vicar carefully snipped off several lengths of twine, threaded them through a
buttonhole, then shifted his knedling pad, and addressed himself to the next row of plants. "Y ou said your
friend was an Ashley. That must surdly narrow the field considerably?!

"Yes." Even to myself the syllable sounded harassed and dejected, hardly the tone used by
afriend or alover. Another of the shoots bent in my hands, almost breaking. | apologized, and,
abandoning the tomatoes, went to perch on arickety stool beside the water tank. The Vicar never
paused in his work, but moved on steadily down the row, half turned from me. | leaned back
againg thewarmwadl. Therobin flew in again, scolding, and | saw that he had a nest high in the
roof, in the tangle of passionflower which flourished in a corner. He swayed on a bending
stem, cocked his head to regard uswith bright eyes, stopped scolding abruptly, and vanished into the
leaves. The peace, the sunlight, the warmth, the steady rhythm of the work with the plants, did down like
cam over troubled waters. Without any conscious decison | found mysdf telling the Vicar al about my
lover. Not about James; nothing about last evening; only the long communication between
mind and mind until last night's slamming of the doors.

When | had finished there was another of those pauses. Then he said, with his gentle, unsurprised
cam: "Well, thank you for telling me. Y ou make it very clear. Now, | takeit, something has happened
which has worried you and driven you away from him, to me?"

"Yes. | camebecause | think | know who heis, and | think he's done something very wrong indeed,
and | want to know what to do. Normally spesking, | think I'd be ableto tdll right from wrong myself,
but thisisdifferent. It'sknowing him the way | do—being sure, after all these years, that we
are more to one another even than normal lovers, that we are part of one another whether welikeit or
not. . . . Do you see? Betraying him, even if he'svery wrong, would be like betraying myself, or even
somehow worse."

He straightened up from his task, but did not look at me. He knelt there for so long, looking
down at the tomato plants, that | thought he had forgotten my presence and my question. Finaly he
sighed. "My dear, I'm no help to you. Perhapsif | took timetothink . .. Yes, | must do that. And pray,
too . . . Thisisquite outside my experience, and outside my book of rules. There was atimewhen |
would have said that right was right and wrong was wrong however one found out about it, but time
changes one's mind about that. In away one might say that an intimacy of the kind you've described is
liketheintimacy of husband and wife; and the law recognizesthat; it would beintolerableif the onewere
alowed to betray the other. | think—yes, | think that if you do indeed hold the key to someone's inner
thoughts, you must not betray them."

"l see" | said. "Yes, that'swhat | thought. At least, | didn't think, | felt it. Thank you."

"If he has done something so very wrong, thenit will surely come to light without you. But |
think that if you see him about to hurt others, or to do more harm, then you must use this unique
relationship that you have, to dissuade him. In fact, if thisbond between you does make you two sides of
the same medadl, then the decision for right in you could counteract his drive towards wrongdoing. Y es,
perhapsthat isthe answer. Since you havethis, er, privileged communication, you must pay for it in this
way. In other words," said the Vicar, knedling therein his old patched jacket, with the scissorsin his
hand, and looking like the law and the prophets rolled into one, "in other wordsit isyour duty
to act asthe voice of his conscience, if he has not a sufficiently powerful one of his own."

"'Stern Daughter of the Voice of God," | sad, alittledismally.

"Exactly. Not an attractive lady, Duty. One of Wordsworth's more inspired descriptions, | fedl.
Doesthis sound so very daunting, child?”



"A bit. But just a the moment it does seem to be about the only thing | can do—if | dared
communicate with him at all. | can't betray him out loud. Not to anyone else, | mean.”

He had finished the row of plants while he was spesking, and now, getting stiffly to hisfeet, he
crossed to apotting bench for a new ball of twine. Looking away from me, he spoke again.

llBrya,N.ll
"YS?'
"Thisis not a safe road that you are treading."”

"I've redlized that. That's one of the reasonswhy | had to talk to you. Up till now, you see, it's been
marvelous, and so familiar . . . I've known it so long . . . being able to talk to him about
everything, exchange everything, just asif hewas part of me and | of him. There was nothing but
happiness, | was never alone, aways someonel couldturnto. . . . And it seemed to methat there
was nothing but joy in the future, that when we actually, physicdly, found one another, it would just bea
continuing of what's been going on dl our lives. It wasso serene.” | looked down at my hands.
"After Daddy died | thought all | had to do was to come home to Ashley, and | would be
ableto find him, my 'secret friend.' But he said no, it wasn't time yet, we must wait. And now | think this
was because he didn't dare let me near him, knowing what he had done. | felt so much
alone. ... Then, just as | thought I'd found him, | discovered that he'd done something terrible,
redly terrible, so bad that al thistime he's managed to keep it secret, even from me. | only found out by
accident. That'swhy | came to you, to ask what to do.”

"You found out 'by accident'? Y ou mean that you read a thought he didn't want you to
read?"

"No. You can't do that. | told you, you can close your mind. For instance, he can't know
what 1'm telling you now. No, thiswasa—adaylight thing. | saw something he didn't realize would
give him away."

"Then you are not betraying your secret life if you do something about thet. There's part of your
answer, | believe." Helooked a me, then gave anod. "But that's not the whole answer, isit? Y ou cannot
think of betraying him, whatever he does, yet you cannot live with what he is doing?"

"Yes. Yes, that'sit exactly.”
"Then, my dear," he said gravely, "you must livewithout it."

It wasthe answer | had cometo mysdlf, but till it came like a knell. Like afull stop. Like the
gate slamming.

"Without him?" | said.

"Y es. Without this private life that you have come to depend on. Y ou cannot keep as part of you
something that is dien to what you believe, something you know to be wrong. The ancientsused to cal it
'possession.’ It was agood word, for ownership by something alien; the turning aside of oneself
from one's own straight track."

"I know. | know. I've dready cut him off. | knew | had to, and not only because | was afraid of his
finding out what | knew about him. Thisiswhat made me wonder if the whole thing, this'gift,' as| used
tothink of it, isevil?| can't bdieveitis I'velived with it dl my life, sncel wastiny. It was comfortable
and happy and good, and later, when it became more serious, it till seemed to be good. Believe me,



Vicar, | know it was. | know he was, t00." My hands had gripped together in my lap. "And the awful
thing isthat | can't bear to be without him. | fed worse than being done, | fed mutilated, likelosing haf
onesdlf, or not being able to breathe properly, or something like that. If it was so wrong, why isit
worse without him?'

"That | can't tell you. | can only say that it isagrave mistake to commit oneself to anyone or
anything that may get beyond one's control. | don't for a moment suggest that this gift of yours
isfantasy, but it might be said, perhaps, to share the same qualities and defects. There's the same
danger that, as reality approaches, there will be afalling off."

I had thought about this, too. "Y ou mean like those people who spend all their time
reading stories about ideal loversand ided relationships, so that ared ordinary man or woman
never can measure up?"

"Something like that. Any imaginary world hasits dangers. The edges between light and hdf-light are
indistinct, and tend to blur more and more the longer one looks a them. Y ou know, Bryony, you've
given me almost too much to think about. Will you give me alittle more time, and come and talk to
me again? I'd liketo clear my mind. I'm sorry | haven't been more help."

"Oh, you have, you have. Y ou believed me, and that's almost enough in itself. Thank you for
that."

"My dear child,” he said, then, smiling: "Y ou've relieved my mind, too. | said you were
treading a dangerous road; | doubt if | need have worried about you. You have a dear
head, for so young awoman, and you are not afraid to think things through. That's not as easy asit
sounds, and not common at al. Was there anything else you wanted to talk about? | see Rob Granger on
the other sde of the garden, and he seems to be coming this way."

| turned to look out through the glass. Rob was standing between the rows of vegetables, pointing
something out to the boy, Jim Makepeace, who helped him sometimes. Jim nodded and picked up
his spade, and Rob headed towards the greenhouse. | turned back to the Vicar, and
asked quickly: "Did you ever find out what the prowler was doing in the vesry?'

"Y es, indeed. What avery strange thing that was! | am glad to say that | wasright in thinking that no
onefrom these parishes would have attempted to open the safe. It had not been touched."

"No? Do you mean that nothing was missing after al?'

"Nothing of vadue—that is, none of the 'valuables," but something worth much morein its own way,
and quiteirreplaceable. One of the registers.”

"Oneof the registers? A parish register?' The onesat Ashley, | knew, went back without a break
to the sixteenth century. It was aserious loss, but for the moment | could not get far beyond a sort of
blank amazement and reassessment of what | knew. What in the world could James have
wanted with one of the parish registers? Anything less like a"disposable asset” | couldn't imagine. "But |
thought you said no one had opened the safe?"

"Oh, not one of the Ashley registers. One of those which were on the vestry table, from
One Ash. Unhappily, it isone of the earlier ones which ismissng, the second volume, 1780 to 1837. .
.. The latter, as no doubt you know, was the date on which the full procedure of registration was
ingtituted as we know it today. Before that it was a question of signatures, or indeed marks, from the
parties concerned. In the registers before 1754, when the Hardwick Act was passed, thereis merely an
entry of thefact of marriage; nothing esewasrequired. . . ."



"But surely—" | was thinking hard. If James had laid the pictures down on the vestry table
inthe dark, while he fumbled for the main switch, he might just possibly have picked the register
up inerror, and carried it away. It seemed unlikely, but | made amental note to telephone him as soon as
| could. It was obviousthat the Vicar was very worried; the thing must be put back without delay.
"But surely, it won't have been stolen, Vicar. Who would want it? It'll turn up soon, you'll see.”

"Quite, quite. | comfort mysdlf with the thought. | am not serioudly worried,” said the Vicar, looking
very worried indeed. "It seems clear that someone must have wanted to consult it, and seeing it here, has
samply borrowed it. It will bereturned in time, surely. Thefault ismine, and only mine. When | |ft the
volumesin the vedtry, it never entered my head that anyone besides mysdlf would be interested enough
to abstract one of them. Indeed, | ill may be mistaken; | shall be going to One Ash tomorrow
afternoon, and will make sure. . . . Ah, Rob, good morning. Were you looking for me?"

"Good morning, Vicar. Mrs. Henderson said to tell you that a young couple caled from Hangman's
End about alicense"

"Oh, dear," said the Vicar, "and | did want to get the plantsfinished this morning.”
"Il dothem," | said. "That is, if you'l trust me after breaking that shoot."”

"Of course, but you must have plenty to do."

"I'd liketo finish them,” | said. "Good morning, Rob."

"Good morning.”

"Are the Underhills at home today?" | asked him.

"They're going out later. But Mrs. Underhill said if | saw you to say you were welcome at
the house anytime. She tried to phone you this morning, but you'd gone out."

"Oh, thanks. I'm going to take alook in the library, Vicar. | thought 1'd ook through
the family section.”

"Oh, yes. Well, anytime you want me, you know where to find me. Rob, what have you done
to your hand?"

"Nothing. Hit it with a hammer, that's all."

"Was that you mending the fishing cat last night?' | asked him.
"Fishing ca?"

"The cat statue at the Overflow. It's broken off. Had you seen it?"

"Oh, that, yes. The metal'srotten. | left it be. It's not much use wasting time on that kind of thing." It
was an echo of what my cousin had said last night, but without the bitterness; Rob spoke with an
indifference verging on the surly. He was already making for the door. "1 was wedging the duice gates
shut, that's what you heard. Looked asif they'd been tampered with, but then the whole thing's
rotten anyway."

"Isit safe?"

" Safe enough. The High Sluice can take care of anything theriver likesto send down, and the
Overflow'sthere to keep the moat level steady."



Hewas at the door, opening it. | got quickly to my feet. "I'm going over to the Court again. May |
have your keys now, please, Rob?"

"Y ou know where they're kept. Help yoursdlf." The greenhouse door shut behind him.

"His hand must be hurting him more than helll admit,” said the Vicar. "He's not usudly rude. | hope
it's nothing serious. Wdll, | must go, | suppose. If you redly will finish the tomatoes for me—?"

"Of course | will."

Alonein the greenhouse | went back to the plants. The silence of the glasshouse, the stillness of the
air, and the monotony of the task were somehow soothing. God knows | had plenty to think about, but |
thought about none of it, not then. | shut mysalf off from it asthe glass shut mefrom the air outsi de,
content to let my mind stay closed and blank, and to work automatically along the rows of
plants.

Wheat dipped it into my mind | do not know, but it was suddenly there, clear asif spoken ... no, not
asif spoken; as clear asif it were written up between me and the garden, scrawled on the steamed glass.

William Ashley, 1774-1835. It might be pure chance that a parish record of William Ashley'stime
had vanished, but aso it might not. And anything to do with William Ashley was of interest to me, a least
until I had managed to interpret my father's cryptic words.

| was on thelast row of tomato plants. | finished the job as quickly as| could, then let mysdlf out
into the air, and hurried towards the Court.

Ashley, 1835
"You havethe key safdly?”
"Aye. See? But I'll not need it.”
"Never betoo sure. Y ou know what they say about a maze?'
"No. What, then?'

"That a compass won't work there. While we're here, we're in aworld without bearings and
directions. Evenif you could see the weathervane, it would be no help. We're outside theworld.”

"Sounds like we're deed, surely?*
"Hush, oh, hush. It just meansthat once we're here, at the center, no one can touch us."
"Till wego out again.”

"Even then. Nothing can touch us now."

Thirteen

And what obscured in thisfair volume lies Find written . . .

—Romeo and Juliet, I, iii



No ghost had ever walked inthe Ashley library, but now, as | let mysdlf quietly into the still,
gpacious room, it seemed haunted, probably only by the frail parchment ghosts of the books that had
vanished from the shelves. It was so empty that it echoed. Somehow, | thought, alibrary looked worse
than an ordinary room that had been stripped of its furniture. The books had been the brain of the room,
itssoul, its raison d'etre. | shut the door quietly behind me, asif afraid of disturbing those pae ghogts,
then, ashamed of theimpulse even as| gave way to it, turned the key. Quietly as aghost mysdlf, | walked
the length of the room to the locked cases which housed William Ashley's books, and Nicholas sad little
collection, pushed the library ladder up close, then climbed up and unlocked the grille.

"William'shook . . ."?1 might aswell start with Scholar Ashley's own verses. | took out A New
Romeo to His Juliet, sat down on the top step of the ladder, and opened the book.

There was the bookpl ate with the maze and the rampant wildcat with its grim motto—how
touchable had Julia Ashley been? | wondered briefly—and opposite this the dedicatory letter with its
extravagances which, for once, and how pathetically, sounded no more than true.

"To the peerless and beautiful Mistress Julia Ashley, my wife. .."

| read it through. It was much the usud letter, fulsome to our ears and circumlocutory, but
through it came very clearly the idolatry he had felt for her. The touch at the end was pure
pathos.

May we never reach that end, but if we do, let it be together, that we may never from our palace
of dim night depart again.

Your
Romeo.

| turned the pages slowly. The work was privately printed and very prettily produced; it was
doubtful if William Ashley could ever have found more than aloca immortality, but to me, another
Ashley, the book was fascinating. A great many of the verses were about the Court. One or two of the
shorter ones | knew aready; they had been printed el sewhere, and we had been set to learn them
as children. Each poem had, as head- and tailpiece, some small and rather pretty engraving, and
these | found enthralling. There was apicture of the main bridge, more or less exactly asit wastoday; a
distant view of the Court minus the Victorian gables and achimney or two; aview of the orchard
beautifully kept and improbably heavy with fruit; one of the maze, trim and neat and little more
than shoulder high, with adetailed drawing of apavilion perched for the artist's convenience on a
high platform that had certainly never been there.

The poem below this picture was called "The Maze":
Inthis fantasticka and Cretan maze

No Theseusto find the centre strays,

Thisgentler Mongter lurked within these Groves

What time the Romanstrod their secret ways.

No Cretan Bull guards the abode of love,



But where the gentle waters, Straying, move,
See! Dionysus creature here enskied
To greet our 'raptured gaze.. . .

And so on. It was bad verse; so bad and so meaningless that, conversely, | thought there must
be meaning there. William Ashley's poemswere usually transparent as glass, his conceits more than
ample, only lamdy imitating the Sately periods he admired. "Secret ways,” | thought. It was
surely only the usual conceit about a maze, the Greek myth of Theseusand the clue. Then why
"Romans'? Wéll, it probably hardly mattered. But the maze was William Ashley's private refuge, and the
pavilion was built for his Juliet. And past the maze went the Overflow. | read on.

Time passed dowly. Somehow the silence of the library, which should have helped meto
concentrate, oppressed and distracted me. The clear north light showing up the half-empty shelves, the
stuffy smell of alocked room, the waiting echo of emptiness, seemed to symbolize the vacuum ingde my
mind, the shut gate, the lack of presence. . . . Try asl| would, the parable of the swept and garnished
house kept coming back to me. "Possession,” in any context, was aforceful, not to say frightening, word.

The thought came between me and the book, so persistently that | knew | could not go on reading
here. | decided to take the books back to the cottage, make mysdlf some lunch, then telephone Herr
Gothard and find what James had said to him last night. After that | would settle down once moreto my
reading. | carried the New Romeo down the steps and laid it on the table, then climbed
back to lock the grille.

A titlein one of the Shakespeare shelves caught my eye, and the name Juliet in gilt on tooled
tan leather. The real thing. Any comparison with Scholar Ashley'strangports would be unfair inthe
extreme, but some impulse, sparked off perhaps by the thought of the star-crossed lovers and my own
divided house, made me take the small volume out. Then | locked thegrille, let mysdlf out of the
library, and locked that, too, behind me.

There was very little delay on the line. Herr Gothard was at home. Y es, Herr Gothard
would speak with me. . . .

"Bryony? How are you?'
"I'm fine, thank you, Herr Gothard. Can you hear me dl right?'
"Perfectly. Now, how can | help you?"

“I'm awfully sorry to trouble you again,” | said, "but there were one or two things | wanted to ask
you. |, er, | understand that my cousin James was to telephone you last night?'

"That is s0. He did telephone me. He has not been in touch with you about this?"
"I've been out all day. | wondered what news you had had for him."

"Ah." He sounded faintly surprised thet | should have telephoned Germany rather than Bristol, but
he went on with hisusual calm courtesy. "I'm afraid there has not been much progress here. Thereisno
sgn asyet of the car which did the damage, but the police are still making inquiries."

"Yes, | see. Thank you. Did he—did my cousin ask you anything el se?'

"No, only questions about the accident—had they found the car, were there any more cluesto who



hed doneit, dl the same questions. | am sorry | have nothing more to tell you. Andyoursdf?
Youaewd|?'

"Oh, yes, perfectly, thanks. There was one thing | wanted to ask you, though. Do you
remember, amnong Daddy's things that you gave me, a silver ballpoint pen?"

"Ye-es...ach, yes, of coursel do! It had hisinitialson it, yes?'
"That's the one. Where wasit found, do you know?"

"Beside him on the road."

"That's definite, isit? It wasn't found in his pocket?"

"No. | remember that. It was found later, when the police went back to search the
place.”

"Herr Gothard," | asked, "do you ever remember seeing him use it?"
There was a pause while he thought. "No. | cannot say that | do. Why? Is it important?”

“I'm not sure,” | said. "Look, Herr Gothard, something has turned up here. . . . If | send you
a photograph, would you please show it to the police and ask if anyone in Wackensberg or Bad Tolz
remembers seeing such aman? And surely they could find out if he hired acar, and dl that sort of thing?'

"Certainly." | heard the sudden interest, and perhaps even enlightenment, quicken hisvoice.
He had guessed, had Walther, why | had rung him in Germany rather than Jamesin Brigtal. "Why isthis,
Bryony? Does this mean that you have found some evidence yoursdlf which points to someone? How
definiteisit?'

"l don't know. Something happened yesterday, and it made mewonder. . . . | can't say any more
now. But, Herr Gothard-"

"YS?'

"Please don't say anything about this to anybody but thepolice, will you?l mean, if anyone
else should telephone from England—"

"| understand." And now | was sure that he did. His voice across the wire sounded
troubled, even grim. "Y ou can trust me. | shall say nothing until it is time."

"Thank you. I'll send the photograph straight away.”
"Please do. | shall do all I can.”
"Thank you," | said. "Good-bye."

| cradled the receiver, then came round sharply inmy chair at the sound of a step on the
flagged path outside.

"Hi, Bryony," said my cousin Emory.

| felt mysaf go white. He stopped short, and said contritely: "I'm sorry. Did | frighten you? |
thought you must have heard me coming."



"Not asound.” | forced asmile. "Wdll, hullo. It'slovely to see you."
"Isit?You looked asif you were seeing aghogt, one of the nastier sort."
"Oh, dear, did 17" | got to my feet with agesture of welcome. "Come in, Emory, do."

He bent his head under the lintel and cameinto the little room, and took my hands and kissed me,
just as James had done in the schoolroom at the Court.

"You know, itisabit like seeing aghost.” | said it gpologetically. "I guess | must have stopped being
used to you and James. And for heaven's sake, he was wearing that same shirt and tie when hewas
ringing for you yesterday, I'll svear hewas. Don't tell me you wear the same clothes now? That redlly is
taking it abit far!”

| wastaking perhaps a shade too fagt, dl the time casting back in my mind for what | had been
saying on the telephone as he gpproached the cottage door. How much could he have heard? What
might he have made of it? Certainly he seemed quite easy and naturd, the old charming Emory |
remembered, and none the worse for what the romantic noveists would have called ahint of sted under
ital, but which I, who had known him too well since boyhood, had occasionally described as " bloody
overweening Twinmanship.”

Helaughed. "Y es, and you had him taped in two secondsflat, | gather. Not that he wastrying to
ring the changes with you; it never worked, and neither Twin nor | have ever wasted time on things that
dontwork. . .. Well, it'slovely to see you again. | wish it could have been a happier homecoming for
you."

| ushered him into one of the chairs by the hearth, and sat down myself where | had been before,
beside the round table where William Ashley's books were lying. Emory leaned back in the armchair,
took out cigarettes and offered them. | shook my head. He lit one for himself, and blew out a cloud of
anoke

"Jamesrang Herr Gothard last night.”

"Yes, hesaid hewould." | made it sound as noncommittal as| could. He had of course seen me
telephoning as he approached the cottage door. | knew | had used Walther's name towards the end of
the conversation. How near had Emory been then? And when | referred to the photograph? If he had
heard me, hewould think it strangethat | didn't tell him Straight away that | had called Walther mysdlf.
Stdling for time, | asked him: "Would you like some coffee? Or tea, perhaps?

"No, thanks." His voice gave nothing away, either of surprise or suspicion. "He would have told you
about it himsdlf, but the call came through rather late, so he didn't try to get you till morning. Y ou must
have been out?"

"Yes, | hadto go out fairly early.” | tried a safe tack. "Had Herr Gothard anything specia to tell
him?'

"Nothing, I'm afraid,” said Emory. "That is, he said there hadn't been any progress, and followed it
up with al the usua bromides—the police are ill on thejob, and so on.”

"Yes, wdl, | would think that a hit-and-run accident is about the most difficult thing thereisto trace,
wouldn't you? And in atourist areg, in the tourist season, just about impossible.”

He nodded. A pause, while he drew on his cigarette, inhaing deeply. | found mysdf beginning to
relax. | was sure that he had heard nothing. He looked perfectly norma, cam, and unbent, with just the



right hint of trouble showing in hisface. My cousin Emory, the alter ego of my secret friend, who,
whatever James had done, must know al about it, too.

Hewas saying gently: "Y ou do redize, Bryony, that we may never know?'

My gaze met his, with, | hoped, exactly the same gentle concern and lack of guile. It felt strangeto
be deceiving my cousin, even though only by omission. What madeit strange was, | knew, that he was so
like James. . .. "Of course. Totdl you thetruth, | can't find it in me to agonize much about that.” | turned,
abruptly, to thered truth. "All that mattersisthat my father's dead, and, sincel can't imagine that anyone
would have wanted to kill him deliberately, | don't seethat it helps much to run yapping after the fool who
caused an accident.” | looked straight at him. " Do you think it could have been anything but an accident?'

"1?No, of courseit couldn't.”
"Then you'd agree with me?"
"What about?"

"1 mean, do you fed you can't relax or try to forget it until the policein Bavariafind out every last
detail of what happened?

He blew asmokering, and leaned his head back to watch it rise. With this new dreadful suspicion
sharpening itsrat's-teeth on the edges of my mind, | wondered if he couldn't meet my eye. He spoketo
the ceiling. "It may sound an awful thing to say, but if it's going to take along time, and cost alot of
money, no." He met my eyesthen. "That may not sound pretty, but I'm paying you the compliment
of the truth."

That it was indeed the truth, no more and no less, | knew very well. | waited, saying
nothing, keeping a calm steady gaze on him; the old interviewer'strick by which you hopeto
stampede the victim into saying rather more than he meant. But Emory was not easy to stampede. He
smiled at me as he leaned forward to tap ash from his cigarette. "That goes for the inquiry, too. What has
happened to us as afamily can't be changed by gpportioning whatever guilt thereis. That'sa matter for
the police, and they're the ones it will satisfy. It can't do anything for us, except keep a
wound open. Both James and | feel that it's better forgotten."”

"I'msureyoudo.” | sadit flatly and pleasantly, but | saw his gaze flick towards me. | looked away,
and began to arrange William Ashley's books negtly side by side on thetablein front of me. "Well, |
suppose the police will go on probing away until they do find something, or else have to close the case.
Therésno point in our doing anything more. When I'm next in touch with Herr Gothard, or with Mr.
Emerson, I'll tell them s0."

There was no telling whether Emory was relieved or not. He merely nodded, and
drew on his cigarette. | looked away, afraid that my gaze wastoo intent and too inquiring. It was
shocking how quickly I had been able to adapt mysdlf to suspicion. Only two short days ago it would
have been unthinkable. Andnow . . . It was shocking, too, how easily | had adapted to deception. |
smiled, and pedled off smoothly into talk about my homecoming, and Madeiraand Bad Tolz, and Emory
followed my lead with the same smooth ease. | wondered if there were il things he wanted to know.
For meit wassimple; | stayed off the doubtful ground and waited to see if he would tread on it.

He did, but not straight away. He spoke of the Underhills, and | found myself hoping that he
would keep off the subject of his relationship with Cathy; | had had enough of that for the
moment, and there were things | was more concerned with. | need not have worried. Jameswould
certanly have told Emory of my reactions to the "theft" of the Court treasures, and for the



present Emory preferred to let that lie. He did, when he was talking about the Underhills, make a
sidelong and innocuous reference to Cathy as "a sweet girl and very easy to be fond of," but when |
declined the bait he went on to talk about Jeff Underhill's business, and the family's eventual departure
from the Court.

"And what are you going to do, Bryony? James seemed to think you wouldn't stay here—in
the cottage, that is."

"How could he?' | said, more sharply than | meant to. "As far as | remember, | didn't tell him
what | intended to do."

"And heream |," said Emory, with asmile that was as disarming in him asin his brother, "hammering
a you within twenty-four hours about your future. And you know why, don't you? Cousin
Bryony, dear sweet Cousin Bryony, have you had timeyet to think any further about bresking that
thrice-damned trust and letting your poor and dishonest relations have a pound or two to fiddle with
beforethey'reduetoit?’

| had to laugh. "Well, if you put it like that—"

"l do put it like that. Cards on the table, cousin dear. AnAshley could dwaysberdied on
to look after hisAshley self with the greatest possible devotion.”

"Which," | said smoothly, "isexactly what I'm doing.”

The faintest line between hisbrows. "And what exactly does that mean?"
"It means no. | will not break the trust."

He flung his cigarette into the hearth. "For God's sweet sake, Bryony—"
"Not even for that. No. Not yet."

"But have you thought—" he began.

"Give me time."

I'm not sure what showed in my voice and face, but he bit back what he was going to say,
and sat back in his chair. He gave mealong look. It was ashrewd look, and onel didn't relish
under the circumstances. | said, rather quickly: "Emory, will you and James please do me a
favour?"

"Such as?' He sounded understandably wary.

"Don't take me up wrong, but would you both just not hound mefor aday or two? Just, in
fact, keegp away from Ashley till I've had time to get my bearings? I'm not saying thet | refuse utterly and
for ever to break the trust. | don't see that you should have the Court, just asit stands now, tied round
your neck likeamillstonefor ever, but surely there can't be dl that urgency about it? Good heavens, you
haven't even let metalk to Mr. Emerson! I've got to, surely you can see that? Another week—only a
week would givemetimeto think ital out ..." | paused, and finished drily: "And surely you can live for
aweek on what you got for the T'ang horse and the jade Fo-dog sed 7'

Helooked startled, then he burst out laughing. "No police, Cousin Bryony?'

"No police. But leaveit done, Cousin Emory, or | might surprise you yet. And leave Cathy Underhill



out of it, or I will surpriseyou, and that'sapromise.” | got up. "Now I'm going to make some tea. Will
you stay and have some?"

| haf expected him to refuse, but | had underestimated him. He leaned back in his chair, till smiling.
"I'd love some. Thank you." He was obvioudy enjoying the Situation. Y es, | thought, as | went through to
the kitchen, that was my cousin Emory; not the shadow of regret or guilt for anything he might do. That
was the Ashley sdf-sufficiency—and just where, one might ask, did it part company with the criminal
mentality? A look back through the family records might make one wonder; and these were days aswild
and violent in many ways as the days of the Norman marauders with their rule of strength, or the days of
their "civilized" counterparts the el egant dudllists and the Mohocks of the eighteenth century. It threw the
memory of James and his guilt-ridden contrition into very sharp rdlief. | had beenright, | thought, | had
been right. Whatever wrong had been done to Cathy, or even moreto my father, it must have been
Emory who had acted. It would not, could not, be James. Surely, the most that James had done had
been to hear of it afterwards, and fed himself bound to stand by histwin's actions.

And theslver penwith theinitids J. A.? There must be an answer even for that. Emory might have
borrowed his brother's pen, and Ieft it on the Wackersberg road. It was even possible that James had
not missed it, and genuinely thought he might have dropped it in the churchyard.

When | went back into the sitting room with the tray, my cousin was standing by the
table, with one of William Ashley's books in his hand.

"What'sthis?'

"I've been checking through the locked section,” | said. "No, not the porn, so you can put it
back. It's only Shakespeare. | thought it might be interesting to read Romeo and Juliet again,
alongside William Ashley's attempt to play Romeo."

"Heavens, why?'
"Just a thought. Do you still take three sugars?"

"Yes, please." He turned the volume over and looked at the spine. "The Tragicall History of
Romeus and Juliet. Hm. It'sa poem, not aplay. | thought you said it was Shakespeare? Listen to this:

"Thisbarefoot friar girt with cord his grayish weed,

For he of Francis order was, afriar, as| rede.

Not as the most was he, a gross unlearned fool,

But doctor of divinity proceeded hein school.

The secrets eke he knew in Natures work that lurk;

By magic's art most men supposed that he could wonders work.

My God," said Emory, "they made their money easily inthose days, didn't they? | could do
better myself."

"What on earth? Let me see."

He ignored me. "It can't be a prologue or something, can it? No, | thought as much. It
isn't the play at all. . . . Waitaminute, it isn't even 'Romeo.’ It's'Romeus.’ Romeus and Juliet, and



not Shakespeare at all. It's by a chap called Brooke."
"Brooke?"
It came out in akind of yelp. Helooked up, surprised. "Y es. Why? Do you know it?"

But I had mysdlf in hand. "No. Sorry, | spilled some hot water on mysdif. It's nothing. Have a
biscuit. Y ou were saying?'

"Thisisn't the Shakespeare play. It's a poem called Romeus and Juliet, by Arthur Brooke,
and it ssemsto be—hey, it'sdated 1562!" He sounded excited. "I say, | wonder if this could possibly be
Shakespeare's source for his play, or something like that. | don't know the dates, but surely 1562—hell,
yes, that's long before he was writing, isn't it? When did Elizabeth come to the throne?"

That wasthe kind of thing we knew at Ashley. "1558," | said, reluctantly. "It might be, | suppose,
but | can't see. . . Look, Emory, leave the books, will you? | haven't had a chanceto look at them yet,
and | redlly think we should go through them pretty carefully, and get someone who's an expert. They
might be valuable. Wait till I've checked them; we don't want to risk marking them—"

"'Might be vauable,' indeed! Anything first printed in 1562 stands a damned good chance of being
valuable I'd say."

"Well, don't start counting chickenstill we know abit more abouit it. I'll tell you what, Emory, I'll
write, firgt thing in the morning. | think someone a Hatchards, or even perhaps the British Museum—"

"Why don't you just tel ephone someone now, this minute? Thisisyour line of country. Isn't there
someone local who might at least have arough idea? What about what's-his-name, Ledie Oker, over at
Ashbury? Hed have someidea, surely?'

"I dont redly think—" | began, unwillingly, but heignored me.
"At least hed have someway of looking it up. Do you know his number?"

He dready had the directory in his hand, so there was not much point in staling further. | gave him
the number. He pulled the tel ephone towards him and began to did. His movements were quick, incisive,
excited. At leadt, | thought, as| sat acrossfrom him sipping my tea, | would be able to read the thing
before| had to send it away. Emory could hardly insst on taking it from me. From the length of the
poem, and the apparent tedium of the verses, it wasn't atask | particularly looked forward to, but |
would do it, evenif | had to stay up al night. For that this, at last, was "William's Brooke," | was quite
sure.

Emory was talking rapidly into the telephone. "Y es, Arthur Brooke, "The Tragicall History of
Romeus and Juliet, written firgt in Italian by Bandello and nowe in Englishe by Arthur Brooke." It's
dated 1562. There's a piece at the bottom of the title page which says, 'In aedibus Richardi Tottelli
CumPrivilegio.! Yes. Yes, quitesmal . . . about four by eight . . . tan leather with a brown edge to the
paper. No, ho inscription, except the owner's bookplate, and that's reasonably historic, too. Put in by
William Ashley, hisown bookplate. He died in, let me see—?"

He raised a brow at me, and | supplied it. "1835."

"1835," said Emory into the telephone. "Y es, well, | don't know about such things, but I'd
say it wasin pretty good shape. No, no crest or anything on the cover. Oh, thetitle pageis a bit
yellow, with some of that brown spotting.”



"Foxed," | said, behind him.

"My cousin says you call it foxed. Not badly, no, but I've only just glanced at it. . . .
Yes?

Silence from Emory, while the telephone talked. It was a loud telephone, and, even with the
receiver held tightly to my cousin'sear, | could catch something of what Ledie was saying. But even
without that, | could have caught the gist of it from my cousin's face, where growing excitement
fought with worry and dight apprehension. Eventudly, after afew more brief queries, and expressons of
thanks, he rang off, and turned back to me.

"He knows the book." He spoke very quietly, with a cam belied by thegleamin hiseyes.
"That is, he knows of it; hes never seen acopy in hislife. And for avery good reason. There are only
three copies of this particular edition known. One of them isn't perfect; it'sat Cambridge. A second isat
Oxford, in Duke Humphrey, and I'm not sure about the third. If thisisafourth . . ." A short laugh, which
betrayed his excitement. "He says he has no idea how vauableit might be, but there's only one thing
certain, that it is very valuable indeed. Theré'sasnag, of course, thered have to be. It may have been
re-bound. He couldn't tell, from my description. If it has, of course, itsvauewill be diminished—but it
would ill fetchalot of money . . . enough, anyway, to see us through. What's the matter,
Bryony? You look asif you hardly cared.”

| could not tell him that | was conscious of only one overmagtering wish, to have him go and
leave meaonewith the book and let me read it. | picked it up and began to turn the pages.
"Why, of course I'm pleased! It's marvellous, Emory! And | see no reason at all why you
shouldn't sell it. Theonly thingwe mustn't doisrushit, and evenif wedo send it to Christie's to
sell, you know they might take ages. They wait for the right book sale, and that mightn't be for
months.”

"Yes, | understand that. But they could give us some idea, surdly, of what it might bring?
One can borrow on expectation, you know."

"Fair enough,” | said. "1 think the best thing to doisto send the book up to an expert, and let
him have alook at it. No, Emory, please—" Thisas hishand reached for it again. "Y ou'll haveto
leave thisto me. | promiseyou I'll see about it tomorrow, but | want to ask Mr. Bryanston about
it first."

"Mr. Bryanston? What does he know about it?"

"Quite ahit, you'd be surprised. And then I'm going to ring up Mr. Emerson, and see just
where we stand."

His brows drew down quickly. "He can't have any objection, surely?’
"1 didn't mean about this. | meant about the trust.”

It was blackmail of akind, and it worked. He hesitated, then smiled and nodded, and to my gresat
relief, at last got to hisfeet and took hisleave. He was going back to Bristol this evening, hetold me, and
yes, hewould keep his promise and stop badgering me about the trust.

"But for heaven's sake, you will see about thisbook straight away, won't you? And if you can
get into the Court and look at what else is there—?"

"Yes. Assoon as | can."



"And let me know?"
"Of course," | said. "Or James?"

"Of course." The echo held an inflection of surprise, asif it went without saying. As, |
reflected, it did. | had been right. And that left me—and my lover—where?

"EITHY?'
He was in the doorway. He turned. "Y es?"
"Where's Francis? Have you any idea?"

"Not the least. | dare say he'll turn up when he feels likeit. It's obvious he can't have
heard the newsyet. Why, do you need him for something?"

"It would benice" | said carefully, "if he were here, don't you think?"
"Well, of course," said his brother, then kissed me again and went away.

| watched him right out of sight past the orchard and beyond the maze and the Overflow, then |
went upstairs and began to hunt for a photograph which Walther could show to the policein Bad Tolz.

Ashley, 1835

Heturned his head on the pillow, searching with his cheek for the hollow where her head had
lain. Thelinen was cold now, but still smelled faintly of lavender.

"Eh—" hesaidit doud, in her phrase"—eh, but | love thee."

The moon had set, but faint shadows moved with the breeze, asthe cregpersfretted at thewalls.
The shutter masking the south window moved, cresking, asif some ghostly hand had pushed it. For a
haf-dreaming moment he thought he saw her again, kilting her skirtsto climb the low s, then standing
tiptoe, laughing, watching hersdf in the glass.

"What isit?"
Then the shutter went back with adam, jarring him full awvake. The room was empty.

Fourteen

... Comfort me, counsd me.
—Romeo and Juliet, 111, v

It was agood photograph, taken the last time the twins had been at Ashley Court together,
showing them both with Rob Granger on the banks of the Pool. They had been fishing for edls, and
the picture showed Rob just tipping the bucketful of wriggling creatures out on the grass, whilethe
twins stood over him. James was laughing, while Emory, looking away into the middle distance, was
sober. Both were good likenesses, even though the photograph was four years old. If either of the two
had been seen at Bad Tolz, therewould be very little difficulty in identifying him.

| wrapped the picture up and found an envelopeto fit it. A very commonplace action, but it felt like
burning awhole fleet of boats, and crossng addtaof Rubicons. Then | sat down and resolutely
addressed the envelope to Walther. | had only the haziest idea asto how much it should cost air mail to



Bad Tolz, but finished by putting enough stampson to carry it well east of Suez. That done, | locked
William's books away in adrawer, and, without giving myself timefor further thought, set straight out to
post the letter.

The pillar-box was nearly half amile away, where the sde road from One Ash, winding past the
church, met the main road. | took the shortcut across the farmyard.

Inthe old days of the farm's prosperity this had been the stackyard, with the row of stacks spaced
beyond the big Dutch barn crammed full to the roof with straw. The cool caverns of the old cart sheds
had housed the farm machinery, and whole families of cheerful hensthat perched, crooning, on
mudguards and shafts, and laid enormous clutches of eggsin various secret places which took, Mrs.
Granger used to say, an expert egg-diviner to discover. Now the afternoon sun beat down
through the gaps in the perished roof of the barn, striking a rusty harrow left there to rot,
and the raw green paint of Rob's cultivator, a stack of oil drums and a pile of chain. Anold
wagon with a broken shaft stood like an exhibit from some badly kept museum. Two of the sheds had
been fenced across with hurdles, and pigs dept there in the datted sunshine. In another stood Rob's
battered fifth-hand Ford Cortina, and the fourth opening was filled with a stack of firewood.
The hens remained, diminished in numbers but not in stately cheer; they clucked and strutted and raked
among the fallen straw, ignoring Rob's collie which lay curled adegp on the mat outside his cottage
door. As | crossed the yard the colliewoke and smiled with lolling tongue and tail begting the
ground, but he didn't move. | caught aglimpse of Mrs. Henderson at Rob's window, then the
door opened and she appeared in the doorway, wiping her hands on her apron.

"Miss Bryony! Won't you come along in and take a cup of tea? The kettle's just on the boil for
Rob, and I've made a batch of scones.”

My firgt impulse, with the package for Wather weighing heavily in my hand, wasto make some
excuse and go on my way, but something made me hesitate. The smell of the freshly baked scones came
meltingly out on the air, dong with the scent of woodsmoke and polish and the smell of ironing. | could
see the laundered clothes hanging on the kitchen pulley. Details hardly noticed, but adding together to
something deep out of the past that answered, like an echo to abdll, the distressin methat | had hardly
recognized asyet, and had barely yet begun to suffer: James and my dead father, and the evidence of
the dlver pen; my regjection of my secret friend, and now, in thisenvelopein my hand, something that
might be his betrayal. Before | even knew | had spoken, | said, "Thank you, 1'd love to," and
headed for the door.

"Come along in then, dearie,” said Mrs. Henderson, "and I'll make the tea. Rob's just
gotin."

She vanished into the doorway. | followed her.

Rob wasthere at the snk;, in his shirt deeves, washing his hands. | saw he had taken the
bandage off his left hand, and had been carefully cleaning the injured thumb. He greeted
me rather shortly, as he had done that morning, then his eyes fixed on my face and he
straightened, speaking in quite a changed voice.

"Is something wrong, then?"

| opened my mouth automatically to deny that anything could be wrong, but somehow no
words came. Instead of the brittle, conventional denial of "Nothing at all. What should be
wrong?' | found mysdf saying with dl the force of unhappiness, "Oh, Rob, it'sal so awful,” and | put a
hand to my eyes.



His hand, gill damp, took me very gently by the elbow and steered meto aplace at the table.
"What you need's a cup of tea. It's making now. So come your ways and sit down.”

| don't remember that | ate anything, but | drank the strong, scalding tea, and watched Rob and
Mrs. Henderson eating scones and bramble jelly, and listened to the two of themtaking over
the commonplaces of the day—the shirt she would take home to mend, the pie she had made
for him to heat at suppertime, the mousehole that she had found when she swept the back
bedroom. The two of them addressed remarksin my direction from timeto time, but never
anything | had to answer; the talk went around and over me with the ingtinctive tact of longstanding
affection. They were hedging me about with kindness, and | knew why the sunlight in the
stackyard, the cottage smells, the sound of Rob's warm country voice, had suddenly and
unaccountably broken me down. | had been here before. Asalittlegirl I had come often to the
Grangers house, sometimes for comfort and refuge from the boys games, sometimesjust for a"vist"
with Mrs. Granger on the days when Rob's father was safely distant at market or down at the
Bull. It had been the farm kitchen then, not the cottage, but it was the same: the faded rug, the old
dresser with the green and blue plates, the brown tegpot, the smells of baking and freshly ironed clothes,
and the warmth and wel come that all these things added up to. | had loved these visits, teawith "bought
cakes' (which asachild | had thought so much better than anything we had at home) and sardineson
toast and tinned fruit and condensed milk, while Mrs. Granger listened to Rob and me boasting about
what we had done and dared that day at school in the village. | had never understood her faded
edginess and her air of dways listening for an unwelcome footstep; nor did | guesswhy, if Mr. Granger
came back while | was still there, | was expected to get up and go straight home. Nor had Rob's
sullenness meant anything except "Robbie's sulks." What happened when Matt Granger came home at
night was awell-kept secret, and had never touched little Miss Bryony. Well, that was over now, and
the familiar warmth lapped me round, and from somewhere came comfort and calmness.

When teawas done | helped Mrs. Henderson clear and wash the dishes, while Rob pushed the
cloth back from hisend of the table, and spread his account book and papers out and got on with his
figuring. Hewas surprisingly quick and neet. The sumslooked complicated, but long before | had dried
and stacked the dishes he had shut the book and put the papers aside and picked up a sheaf of what
looked like highly coloured catalogues or holiday brochures. He read them intently, paying no attention
to the two women moving around him. He might have been donein the room. It was curioudy soothing.

Mrs. Henderson took her gpron off and hung it behind the door. "Well, that'sit for today. I'll let
you have the shirt by the weekend, Rob. Shall | feed the hensfor you?!

"Thanks, yes, I'd be obliged.”

Shetook her leave of methen, and | thanked her for the tea. She had obvioudy assumed my
distressto be caused by my father's degth, and by the londliness of my first night back at Ashley. She
had too much natural delicacy to say anything directly, but she came as near to it as she could. "Are you
dl right at the cottage, Miss Bryony? Is there anything else you want?'

"Nothing at all, thank you, Mrs. Henderson. Everything'sfine. You got it lovely." She went
then, leaving me with Rob.

Helaid the papers down and pushed them aside. "Now what's to do? Can't you tell me? Seems
likeit might be bad trouble, to upset you like that."

"It might." | sat down at the other side of the table from him. He watched me, saying
nothing.



It was very different from the recent tete-a-tete with Emory; no tensions, no careful reticences, no
attemptsto see past an apparent meaning to a real one. And different, too, from talking
with my cousin James; there, as well, had been the sprung overtones of emotion, of adifficult
affection, of apersond distress. And in both interviews | had felt the impact, doubled because united, of
adrong persondity and acadculated desire to drive me into action over the Court and the
trudt.

Here there was none of that. The dark eyesthat watched me steadily were not Ashley eyes, those
wary, clever eyeswith their cool self-sufficiency and their salf-absorption. Rob could have no axeto
grind, nothing to gain, nothing he wanted from me. He was not even, likethe Vicar, bound by a set of
ruleswhich could force meto an aien action like the betraya | was contemplating. He wasjust an old
friend, someone belonging to the Court, who had known it and me and Jon Ashley dl hislife; ared
person, kind, uncomplicated, who would listen without judgment unless| asked for it, and would
answer methen with plain and disinterested common-sense. | supposed he loved the
Court; I didn't know; but he knew it, and he knew me. Neither fear nor favour . . . He
had never feared anything, Rob Granger, except perhaps, when hewas a child, his brutal father.
And he had no reason to show favour, now that my father was gone, to any of us above the
others; only to Ashley itself. Or so | thought.

"Rob," | said, "it's something awful, and | oughtn't to tell you, but I've got to tell someone,
and therésno onedse”

Vaguely to my surprise he didn't say, "What about your family?' or even, "What about the Vicar?'
He merdly gave alittle nod, asif that was reasonable, and waited again.

| swallowed. "I think it was James who knocked Daddy down. | think he wasthere, in Bad Tolz.
They picked up aslver penwiththeinitias J. A. just where the accident happened. When they gave me
histhings | assumed the pen had been his, though I'd never seen it before. And yesterday—yesterday
James saw me using it, and said it was his own. He didn't know where he'd dropped it, he said, but it
washis..."

He had listened without moving. Now he gtirred, and asked, sharply for him: "Did you tell him
whereit came fron?'

"No. Oh, no. | told him I'd found it in the churchyard the night before last.”

"Did he accept that?"

"Y es. He didn't even seem surprised.”

"Meaning that it was him in the vestry—or at any rate in the churchyard—that night.”

"You could say s0," | said. "Oh, hedenied it when | asked him before, but | know James, and |
was sure then that he was lying, and he knew | thought so. He took it asajoke. Last night he didn't
even trouble to go on pretending. | know what he was doing there, too—though | don't redly
understand al about it. It doesn't matter anyway, not compared with this."

"What does matter," said Rob bluntly, "isthat he shouldn't know you've any cdl to suspect him of
being in Bad Tdz"

"I'm sure he doesn't. It was all quite casual. He just pocketed the pen and went out.”

"Wait aminute." Rob was frowning. "What was the date your dad was knocked down? The



thirtieth of April, wasn't it? Well, James was here then, or thenabouts.”
| sat up abruptly. "Areyou sure?!
"Sure enough. | saw him. He called hereto pick up the Underhill girl.”
"Rob, are you sure it wasn't Emory?"

"Wdll, no, | suppose it might have been. | didn't speak to him—I was busy working dong the drive
when he drove out with the girl. But the Underhills said afterwardsthat it was James. | remember that,
because of course | thought it was Emory with her; you'll know they're sweet on each other, of course?!

"Yes" | added, thoughtfully: "So he wasn't ringing for his twin that day? | wonder why?"

| had spoken softly, to myself, but Rob had not only heard, he had got there with almost
electronic speed. "So they've been doing that, have they? Can | take it that that wasn't
Emory here yesterday, then?"

"No, it was James. It was Emory today, though." | looked at him acrossthe table. "Rob,
don't you see? It probably was Emory here that day with Cathy. Which meansit was James in Bad
Tolz."

"Would it matter which of them it was in Bad Tolz," said Rob forcefully, "if he was
driving that car?’

| didn't answer. | was looking down at my hands, which were pressed flat on the table in front of
me, covering the letter asif to hideit. Then | looked up at him. | knew that dl the strain and
uncertainty, yes, and the longing, too, must be there, naked to view, in my face and eyes. |
didn't care. | saw himtakeit dl in in one swift, summing look, then he said, in avoice carefully empty of
sympathy: "Yes, | can seeit would. But it doesn't help to take on about it, not till you know abit more.”

It braced me, asit was meant to. | sat back in my chair, and let my handsfall into my lagp. "I'm
sorry. Throwingitdl at you like this. It's your own fault, you know, for being so easy to talk
to."

"Maybe because I'm just part of the fittings. | belong in the garden, sort of, dlong with the trees.”
There was no edge to the words. Hewas smiling. "It'sdl right, you know. Y ou can tel me
anything—it'slikely enough I'd know it anyway, with my ear to the ground most days."

"Like telling the bees?"

"I reckon,” he said, comfortably. He stretched, then got to hisfeet and leaned his shoulders back
againg the mantelpiece. Hislook was solemn again, alittle heavy. "Well, you've told me. Never mind
why, but you don't want it to be James. But you can't leave it at that, you know. You'll have to
find out. Whichever of them it was, even if you don't want to know the answer, you've got to go on and
find out. That'strue, isntit?'

"| suppose so. But—"

"And theré's something e se you'll haveto face." He hesitated, then finished aoruptly. "Asfar back
as| remember, Bryony, whatever one of them wasin, the other wasin just as deep.”

"Not James." It was meaningless and purely defensive, but he answered the implication
rather than the words.



"Maybe not. But he was dwaysthere after the fact, asthey say. Anyway, we haveto find out,
don't we? Areyou up to facing that?"

Somehow | wasn't up to facing him. | looked down a my hands. "I have to, haven't I? You
just said so."

"Yes." It was drupt and uncompromising. As unswerving ajudgment, | thought with vague
surprise, asthe Vicar's. | sill couldn't look at him, but | turned my head to the window, where the
curtains swelled and swayed in a sudden breeze. Therewasapot of pink geraniumson thesll,
thetwin of the one at my cottage. The breeze brushed a fading head of flowers, and a
scatter of petals floated down into the room. One of them, drifting to the floor beside me, stirred
amemory; the petasfloating from the clematislast night. Last night; before |1 had known what |
knew now. When all | had had to worry mewasthe "theft" of afew things from the Court. It
seemed a lifetime ago.

Bryony. Bryony, love.

I must have jumped in my chair. | felt my nerves tighten like anet pulled in by afisherman.
Somehow, in that unguarded moment of memory, he had managed to reach me. It came with the
breeze, sweet asthe summer air; it was round me like the falling petals, comfort, love, longing as strong
as anguish. So strong that for one awful, choking moment | thought he would be ableto see
through my mind into the contents of the envelope that lay beside me on the table.

Get out! Do you hear me? Leave me alone. You know why.
Yes, | know why. Bryony . . .

All right. Did you do it?

No reply. Just that longing and love, hopeless and receding.
Did you do it? Were you there when he died?

No answer. He was gone. Above me Rob's voice was saying, with that careful lack of warmth:
"You don't haveto look like that, Bryony. Whoever was driving that car, you surely can't
think it was anything but an accident, so—"

"Well, of courseit was an accident! But why keep it quiet? Why not stay and—and help
him? He wasn't dead.”

"Would it have saved his life if they had?"

"No. No, Herr Gothard said not. But it might have prolonged it. He might have lived till |
got there ..." | choked on that one, and then managed to add, more steadily: "That's not true, no.
Herr Gothard said it made no difference. But one can't help feeling—"

"No, you can't," said Rab, "but you can think aswdll, and that'll help. Come on, think about
it. Say it was one of your cousins knocked your dad down. O.K. What washe doing in Bad Tolz
in the first place?"

"l—I suppose he must have gone there to see Daddy."

"Right. Must have. Well then, what about?"



There was only one answer to that, too. "About the Court, breaking the trust. They need
money. James saysthey need it very badly."

"Who doesn't?" said Rob drily. "I suppose the dif ferenceis, what do you do to get hold of
it? Yes, | know, but there's no need to look like that, love'—the country endearment came out as
"luv," as natural and meaningless as when the local shopkeepers or bus conductors used
It—"because weretaking it asan accident, aren't we? All right, go on thinking. Y our cousin—well
cal him Emory if it makes you fed better; and he could easly have had aloan of hisbrother's pen, and
never missed it when he dropped it—Emory goesto see your dad to talk him into something; it
doesn't matter what, but it was urgent, or he wouldn't have gone to that trouble. Now,
since your doctor pal never saw him, Emory must have been on hisway up to the hospital when he
overtook your dad on the road. Didn't recognize him in the dark, we'll say—"

"Of course hedidn't recognize him! Y ou couldn't ever think-"

"Hey, cam down, | said we weretaking it as accident. Well, he knocked him down in the dark.
And after that he panicked and drove off and never said aword. It happens. It's human. It's the reason
for dl the hit-and-run jobsthere are.”

"1'd like to accept that. But it doesn't fit, does it? He must have recognized him after the
accident. Don't forget that whichever of them ran Daddy down must have got out of the car to look at
him, and if Ja—Emory leaned over him long enough to let that pen drop from his pocket, he must have
recognized who it was. The car's lights would be on, too."

Rob nodded. "He ran away because he recognized who it was. Don't you see? Y our cousin went
thereto talk your dad into something. He went because he was desperate for money, and his own dad
hadn't managed to get yoursto part with anything, or agree to break thistrust. Then by accident he
knocks your dad down on the road and hurts him badly; he must have known how badly. Anyway,
he knew about his heart. . . . Well, put yourself in his place. How's it going to look if he,
of al people, isinvolved in an accident like that, and then your dad dies? The people who stand to gain
are him and hisfamily. They're the only people in the world who might want your dad dead. No—"
quickly, to forestal me, "I'm not saying they did. I'm saying that's what the police would have
said once they ferreted the story out.”

"Yes. Yes, | see. But evenif they didn't dare pick him up and get help for him, surely
they—Emory—could have telephoned from somewhere and told someone where he was, and to go
and help him?"

"What sort of German do they speak?"

"Oh, yes, that would have given them away. Of course. But, Rob, just to leave him lying like
that—"

"I know, it takes abit of swalowing. But I've known your cousins aslong as you have, remember,
and I'd say they were realists. Y ou told me yourself it wouldn't have helped your dad if they'd
stayed by him." Heleft the fireplace and sat down where he had been before, resting hisfolded arms on
thetable and leaning forward on them. "That's it, you see. | dare say youll find that they were
only planning to look after their own interests. But it went wrong, and now you've found out, and the
very thing's happened that they'd have given their eyeteeth to avoid; you've been set against
them."

| said nothing. It fitted, all too well. Whichever twin had been beside my father and
dropped the pen, the other would no doubt have been ready to create an dibi by confusion, either



in Brigtol or in Spain. Thiswaswhy neither man had come to the cremation, or showed up at
Bad Tolz to see mehome. | would have recognized him, and if there had been questions later, this
might have destroyed whatever aibi they had concocted between them. It could have been
either of them telephoning from England; Walther was not familiar with ther voices and it
was perhaps significant that the caller had not asked to speak to me. | began to wonder, but with the
dullness of emotiond exhaugtion, if Cousin Howard wasinvolved aswell. If neither twin had beenin
Spain at the time of the accident, would their father say so? Was he, even, well enough to know? B,
with England, Spain, and Bavariaonly hours apart by air, heaven knew it would have been
easy enough for the twins to create their own kind of alibi.

And Francis. . . The thought came suddenly, unbidden, and unwelcome. He could
not be mistaken for his brothers by anyone who knew them, but a afrontier, with a passport
belonging to one of thetwins.. . .

| dammed the door on that one. | would not even think it. | sat dumped in my chair, aring at the
envelope, whilemy thoughts trailed off into weary confusion.

"How long have you been sweet on him?"

My eyes came up to Rob'swith ajerk, but somehow, | wasn't startled. It seemed natural to
be asked. The strange thing wasthat now | found mysdf hestating. The old, direct country phrase
didn't fit what | wasfeding; the haf-guilt; the two-way pull of the affection | felt for my cousin,

contrasted with the total abandonment to the possession of my secret friend. "l—It'shard to
say. Of thethree of them, | suppose it was dways James. But in the last few years. . . And now, sincel
got back home.. . . Inlovewith him?1 just don't know."

No one could have claimed this for a coherent answer, but he nodded, his rather somber ook
lightening as he smiled. "Well, you've got yoursdf into arare muddie and no mistake, love; and | doubt it
hardly helpsto have the pair of them taking turnsto sit on your doorstep and pressure you to do things
you don't want to do." The smile deepened at my look. "1 told you | wasjust part of the landscape.

Y ou'd be surprised the things | know. It was obvious, anyway. It'll take monthsto prove your dad's Will
and get everything sorted out, but if you'd agree to break the trust now and let the land go, they could
borrow on that promise straight away." A pause of silence, broken by the uneven ticking of the clock.
"Bryony, how much do you redly care about this place? Would you want to stay on here?"

| said, rather wearily: "Everyone keeps asking me that, and | keep saying | don't know yet. How
do | know what | want to do with therest of my life? And how do | know—I mean, are you talking
about James?"

"No, | wasn't. We've gone through dl that. Whether you're sweet on him or not, you'll haveto find
out what redlly happened, or you'll never be able to get dong with either of them, will you? No, | was
talking about your cottage. What the Vicar calls Naboth's Vineyard."

"Cdlsit what?"

"Naboth's Vineyard. | asked him what he meant, and he said something about the Polish Corridor.
Tadksvery sdeways, sometimes, Mr. Bryanston."

"l know what he meant, | think," | said. "The cottage and the orchard are the only outlet from the
Court to Penny's Flats. The gardens wouldn't be much use to a building contractor without accessto the
main road."

"Aye, that'sit." It was gpparent that Rob, too, knew exactly what Mr. Bryanston had meant. "So



you see how much it matters to them to keep on the sweet side of you. And you see why it matters not
to let them make aguess at where you redlly found that silver pen.”

| must have been staring. | suppose | knew quite well what he was saying, but something in me
could not accept it.

"All right,” he said, with areturn to the old, uncompromising manner, "I'll spell it out. Y ou won't like
it, mind, but 1've got to say it. I've had it on my mind ever since you told me what your dad
said. You've got to give athought to its maybe not being an accident at all.”

"But it must have been! Y ou can't honestly think that James—or even Emory—"

"I'm thinking nothing. I'm telling you that you've got to be ready to believe anything of anybody.
Y our dad talked of danger, didn't he, and told you to be careful? There's no magic about an Ashley
that says they couldn't kill a man, is there?"

"No. My God, plenty of them have. . . . But nowadays, one of my cousins kill my
father for gain? No."

"Well, | agree with you. I'm only saying it could happen. We none of us know what achap's
capable of, or even what we might be capable of oursaves. I'd have thought the last few years would
have taught anyonethat." He reached a hand across the table and touched mine, gently. "All I'm asking
isthat you do what your dad said, and be careful. Keep it in mind that even your cousins might get
nasty, even with you. There's a lot here we don't understand, and till wedo . . ."

Helet it hang.

In the slencethat followed, without looking at him, | turned the envel ope over and showed
him the address.

"l see" Hisvoice held satisfaction, and something esel couldn't put a name to. "Y ou mean
I've been wasting my breath? Y ou've made your own decision all along?’

"In away. But you haven't wasted your breath, Rob. I'm not quite sure if | ever
would have mailed it, but | will now."

"What'sin it?"

"A photograph. Do you remember the one of the twins and you that day you caught al those edls?
When you tipped them out beside the lake?"

"Aye, and the half of them went traight back in." He laughed. "And Emory called me
a—Emory was pretty mad."

"There'sno need to be coy. | remember quite well what Emory called you. He had aright to
be mad. They'd spent hours catching them, and they needed the money."

They always needed the money. Neither of us said it doud, but amusement died abruptly.
He put out a hand.

"Will you let me take that to the post for you?!
"Thanks very much, but don't bother. | was going anyway."

"I'd rather you let metakeit."



"Don't you trust meto post it?

"Don't be daft,” said Rob. He got to hisfeet and stretched, then gave me that disarming smile of his
agan. "Well, maybe you'll let mewak you aong to the corner, and we can watch each other post it?
Comeon."

The colliegot up to follow him, and so did .
Adhley, 1835
Memories stung him, banishing deep. "Nick?' "My love?"

"Hewon't speak? Y ou're sure hewon't tell on us?' "Certain. He knows where hisduty lies, or,
better till, where hismesat and drink come from.” "But your father? Oh, Nick-" "My father be
damned." He had meant it, too. He shut his eyes.

Fifteen
Thisnight | hold an old accustom'd feest,
Whereto | have invited many agues,
Such as| love; and you among the store,
One more, most welcome, makes my number more.
—Romeo and Juliet, |, ii

When | got back to the cottage there was someone sitting on the seat in the shadow of thelilac
tree. My heart jerked painfully, once, then settled back to its even besat as Jeffrey Underhill got to his
feet and came out into the mellow sunshine of the lawn.

We greeted one another. The tycoon manner was as much in evidence as before, but somehow
scaled down by the setting of lake and sky and the huge trees beyond the orchard. Perhapsaman like
Jeffrey Underhill needed rooms and company, the setting of hisown kind of jungle. Then | saw that |
waswrong. Thiswas dill the same high-octane personality, but the mask of power wasbeing held, asit
were, ddliberately in front of avery ordinary, anxious father. His manner was as smooth, as pleasant, as
incisive as before, and with never ahint of worry showing, but the Ashley seventh sense, prompted by
what | knew, saw it as the manner of the Chairman of Directors preparing to present an adverse report
to hisBoard. Cathy, | thought, with my heart accelerating ever so dightly, he wants to talk to me
about Cathy. | found myself looking away from him, asif it was | who had been at fault rather than my
cousins and this man's daughter. As | led Mr. Underhill into the cottage | reflected, with
atwist of wry amusement, that this Chairman of Directors had avery good techniqueindeed. In this
caseit had even been unconscious; | thought | could acquit him of using it deliberately on me.

He settled himsdlf in one of the armchairs asif he had dl the time—and the quietest mind—in the
world, refused the offer of tea, waved asde my gpologiesfor not having any gin, and opened the
meeting without delay.

"l had to come and talk to you, Miss Ashley. Something my daughter Cathy hastold me has
disturbed me very much.”

I made some kind of assenting sound, and waited, with what was meant to look like mild inquiry,
but the clever dark eyes probed mine for amillisecond, then the brows twitched down, as Mr. Underhill



registered that | already knew what he was about to tell me.

Hetold me, dl the same. It was Cathy's version of the story | had heard from James. Emory—and
James passing for Emory—nhad persuaded the girl that the contents of the Court were legdly thers, and
that "Cousin Bryony," when she knew, would not mind afew small objects being abstracted and used
straight away, rather than wait for the long processes of law. Cathy had obviously had no idea that
the estate must by law beléeft intact for valuation; and the twins had told her that I, Bryony, was, if
not firmly engaged to James, at any rate hisfor the asking, and therefore an interested party. So she had
taken the T'ang horse and the other small objects from the library, and then—thistime on her own
initiative—the Rackham pictures from the schoolroom. The church, waysleft unlocked, had been
used as a cache and a pickup point.

Mr. Underhill told me the whole story, straight and without excuse, just as he would have
put a report across. Facts and only facts. Therest | could supply for myself. He still
obviously had no idea that the twins had been playing trickswithidentity; hereferred dl the
timeto "Emory,” with no apparent suspicion that sometimes the man had been James. | looked
away from him, kept my thoughtsto mysdf, and worked it out as he talked.

He had got to my own return from Bavaria. The night when | had inadvertently seen
"Emory" in the church, said Jeff Underhill, he had been picking up the pictures which
Cathy had taken. They had been hidden in the old ambry which was now blocked from casua
sght by the choir men'swardrobe. Next day had come my discovery of the theft, and my questions.

"My wife and | guessed right away that Cathy might have something to do withit, but
naturaly we had to talk to Cathy first, before we could say anything to you."

"Of course. | must have looked surprised. "But why should you have guessed that? Had she
said anything?"

He was leaning back in his chair, his eyes on the prospect of leaves and sky beyond the cottage
window. He might have been studying the wegther, to judge the fishing prospects for the morrow. But
then he turned his head, and the eyesthat met mine were those of a deeply troubled man.

"l haveto be honest with you, Miss Ashley. We guessed it might be our daughter because we have
had thiskind of problem before."

| felt my eyeswiden. Though something in me—perhapsthat Ashley seventh sense again—had
amost seen it coming, | couldn't think what to say. But he did not wait. If it had to be said, he would
say it and have done.

"It garted when shewasin high school. Welived in Californiathen, just outsde Los Angeles,
and—well, it's not perhaps the easiest city for ayoung boy or girl to grow up in, and Cathy soon got
problems. Sheis—" apause, S0 brief that one hardly registered the effort it hid "—avery loving and
warmhearted girl, and she follows her impul ses without dways seeing where they will take her, or what
they will cost. She takes,” added Jeffrey Underhill, quite unnecessarily, "more after her dear
mother than after me."

| said something that was meant to sound both soothing and noncommittal, and was rewarded by
the flash of sudden humour in hisface, as he said, with areturn to hisold manner: "1 am neither generous
nor impulsive, Miss Ashley. Nor am | easily guided. But my wife and daughter are dtogether better
folksthan | can ever be. So when my little Cat got into bad company, the next thing we knew she
was right there in the middle of afull-scale classic teen-age problem, and believe me, she could have
finished anywhere. Shewasinwith area wild bunch. They used to steal things—things that



didn't matter, but it was stealing for all that—and wreck things, and drive cars
away—having fun, they cdled it, getting kicks. There was this boy she was crazy about, and while that
lasted . . . Well, I'll spare you the rest. She got herself out of it in the end. It took along time, but, being
basicaly sweet and good like most of these silly kidsif they get the chance, she got hersdlf out of it,
with God's help and with ours."

He spoke with devastating simplicity. Once again, | could think of nothing to say. But he
didn't seem to expect an answer. He was going on.

"That was one of the reasons we decided to live away from home for afew years. You'll
undergtand, it doesn't much matter to me where I'm domiciled, aslong as|'m within commuting distance
of Houston, Texas, and of New York." The gleam of asmile again. "Wdll, | can't rightly say that Ashley
Court is commuter country for New Y ork and my other current ports of call, but as you know, the
girls—my wife and Cathy-took areal fancy to it, and things seemed to be working out just
fine. Then, asyou know, this happened. When you told us there were vauable things missng, we were
terribly afraid it was beginning again. When Cat and her set had stolen things before it was akind of wild
thing, not areal sickness; but now we were afraid shewasredly sick. Thiskleptomaniaisamenta
thing, you know that, not just a teen-age problem that can be gotten through. So Stephanie and | talked
it over mogt of last night, and again this morning, and then we asked Cathy about it. Shetold us
everything. Sheld had it on her mind ever snce you came here, and she—I think she was glad to
tell us."

My mind was twigting and turning like some trgpped thing trying to find the light. It was
worse, far worse than | had thought. Even thisminor affair of the "disposable assets' had in it the
possible springs of tragedy. Y et one more thing for Twinto answer for . . . | hardly noticed
that thistimel hadn't specified which twin.

"But, Mr. Underhill!, thisis awful!"

He misunderstood me. "Miss Ashley, | know that it's as bad asit can be, and it might look aresl
hanging matter from where you're Sitting right this minute, but | haveto tdl you that when Cathy went
into al thislegd routine about trusts and disposable assetsthat Emory redly owned, and dl that stuff,
wewere S0 relieved that our daughter must amost have gotten the impression that what she'd done was
quite O.K. Which," he added, with uncompromising dryness, "it was not." “Mr. Underhill-"

Helifted a hand about an inch from the arm of the chair, and | stopped. "No, let me say it first. I'm
not often stuck for words, but | find this very, very hard. We owe you an apology, that goes without
saying, and Miss Ashley, you haveit. | must say thisaswdll: if thereis anything we can do to put this
thing right for you, you have only to ask. That istheleast | can say. I'll get those items back, and into
their places, just asif this had never happened, if it takesdl I've got.”

Coming from someone like Jeffrey Underhill, it was quite an offer, but somehow it didnt seemin
the least absurd. And he meant every word of it. Asfor the apology, there was no point in my
disclaiming, snce for once my honest opinion was probably the exact one that it would comfort him to
hear. But before | could speak he said, with another of those probing looks that seemed to get right past
the eyesand into the mind: "Y ou don't seem very surprised by what | have been tdlling you. Y ou knew
how the thingsweretaken.” "Yes. My cousin told melast night.” "And it troublesyou awholelot, | can
seethat." "Not redly. Other things trouble me, but not that. Honestly. I'll tell you exactly how | fed
about it, Mr. Underhill. When my cousin told me, | was shocked. It was wrong, though perhapsit
wasn't quite as dishonest as it seemed. But what | wasredly angry about was the fact that they'd used
Cathy. | don't haveto go into the reasons for you—and | certainly didn't know what you've just told me
about her trouble, or 1'd have been angrier still—but it seemed to me aterrible thing to do, and | said as



much. My cousin would passthat on to his brother. Asfor the horse and the other things, please forget
them. No, | mean it. Officidly they will belong in the end to Emory'sfamily, and if we start looking for
them now to buy them back, al this might have to cometo light, and that wouldn't help anybody. It
might even put us on the wrong side of thelaw.” | remembered something. "Mr. Underhill, did Cathy say
anything about a church register?!

"A what?' He sounded blank.
"One of the parish registersthey keep in the church. It'sgone missng.”

"She certainly said nothing about that. I'll ask her. But why should anyone want to take athing like
that? Isit valuable?"

"Not intringcaly. It isvery old, and | supposeit'sinteresting, but only to loca people, one would
think."

"Maybe someone borrowed it for research, and forgot to bring it back."

"Probably. | only asked because when | saw—er, my cousin that night in the church, | thought he
was carrying something like a big book, but it was probably the Rackham pictures.”

"Y es, now, those pictures. They're adifferent matter from the other stuff, surey? Aren't they your
own?'

| nodded. "And they're unique, and recognizable, I'm afraid. If you could get those back for me,
Mr. Underhill, I'd be terribly grateful. There won't be any trouble, either, | promiseyou; I'll say | sent
them for sale mysdlf, but | thought better of it. That should put usal inthe clear.”

"Y ou're very generous.”

Herel did disclaim, but heinsisted on thanking me, and then, as| had half expected, went on to tell
me that he and hiswife had decided to cut short their tenancy of Ashley Court. They had, he assured
me, been considering going well before November, because of my father's death and the legal business
which would ensue. Now they had decided to move immediately to London, staying there for just as
long asit took Mr. Underhill’ sagentsto find him ahouse to rent in Paris. They were going, he said, with
aquick look at me, tomorrow. He had talked with Mr. Emerson, and all was settled. The rent of the
Court was paid ill thefull term . . . and so on and so forth. Everything but the real reason for the sudden

departure.

He finished. Then, because thiswas Jeffrey Underhill, and because | respected him, | came straight
out into the open with what, in delicacy, he had not said.

"Y ou're taking Cathy away from Emory."
Thistime apausethat could befelt. Then he said, flatly: "Yes, | am. | think it best. I'm sorry.”

"Youneednt be" | said it equaly flatly. "I respect your reasons, and what's more, | think you're
perfectly right. But what will Cathy say?'

"That | can't tell." He spoke atrifle heavily. " She's been in and out of love, the way these kids
understand it now, ever since she was fourteen years old, so well hope thisis no more serious. Right at
this moment the only thought she seemsto havein her head isthat we're going to livein Paris, France. |
told you that it makes no difference to me wherewe live, and it will certainly be more convenient to live
in Paristhan in the village of Ashley. I've given that asthe reason, and I'm just hoping that Nature will do



therest."

| laughed. "Y ou're aclever man, Mr. Underhill, and she'salucky girl. | doubt if even Emory can
compete for long with Paris, France."

He got to hisfeet, and | followed suit. He stood there on the hearthrug, seeming to dwarf thelittle
room. Helooked down at me. "I find it agresat pity that we should leave the Court just when you come
home, Miss Ashley. You are avery lovely girl, and I'm proud to have met you. | reckon you know how
hard this has been, and it's good of you to understand. May | hope that you will come and visit with us
in Paris? 1 know the girlswould appreciate that very much.”

| didn't point out that | wasn't quite in the bracket that makes weekend viditsto Paris. | just
thanked him, and saw him to the door, and down the flagged path towards the wicket gate.

"Shall | be able to say good-bye to Mrs. Underhill? | expect shelll be far too busy packing and so
on, but perhaps| could telephone her in the morning?*

"She's certainly hoping to see you soon. I'm not sure how she'sfixed tomorrow, but shed liketo
have you cdl her, I know. She had some plan that she wanted to put to you, and | was hoping that
Cathy—" He paused with ahand to the gate, and turned his head. His face changed subtly, and he
cleared histhroat. "Why, here's Cathy coming now. | kind of thought she would."

Cathy was coming down through the orchard. She had afrock onthistime, of some pale
summery stuff that gave afloating movement to her walk as she came dowly through the dusk of the
old grey trees. The effect was romantic and ethered, like those soft-focusfilmsthey usefor
televison advertisements, but when she saw us at the cottage gate and waved, the hdfhearted
qudity of the gesture gave her away. She wastaking her time, and being self-conscious about i,
because she was nervous. In other words, she was coming down to apologize.

As| waved back and called out a cheerful greeting, | realized that Jeffrey Underhill had left
me. He had melted from my sdeasquietly asared jungle cat, and was standing over by the ruined
wall, looking out at the sunset light on the water, and making quite a ceremony of lighting a
cigar. He wasjust nicely out of earshot. Y es, asmooth performer, Mr. Underhill. | liked him very
much.

..."Had to cometotdl you | was sorry." Cathy hurried it out in asmdll, bregthlessvoice, likea
childwhowantsto get it over, and is not sure of her reception.

She had stopped on the other side of the wicket gate, and was gripping the top with both
hands. | dropped mine over them. | wasamost four years older than Cathy, and just at that moment
felt about four hundred. "It'sal right,” | said quickly. "Y ou don't have to say any more. Y our father's
been talking to me about it, but | knew already. | know you only did it because you were fond
of Emory, and it's hisfault and not yours. | meanit, redly. I'm not just saying it to comfort you. . . . How
could you be expected to know what'sright or wrong in English law? And besides’—I smiled—"1 know
my cousins rather well. If | started to tell you now about the things they'd pressured me
into doing that | knew | never should have done, we'd be here till midnight. So forget it,
please"

"Oh gosh, | wish | could! You're just sweet, but honestly, you don't fully understand.” The
pretty Pekinese face was intently earnest. She hadn't put on the mink eyelashes, and her eyes|ooked
oddly unprotected. | thought there were tears there. "Honestly, Bryony," she repeated, "1 wouldn't have
done such athing to you, but | thought it was dll onthe level, and it wasjust a case of getting afew
things out for the boysto use, to save al the fuss with those people who fix the tours. And then | found



those pictures upgtairs, in the cupboard a ong with the books, and when | found they were valuable,
too, why, | just took them aswell. . . ." She swallowed. "And then you came and started asking about
thethings, and | began to think it wasn't O.K. after dl, and then | found the pictures were really yours,
your very own, dl dong. . . . And honest, Bryony, | just fed so awful | could die. Will you ever forgive
e

"l did, just as soon asthey told me about it. Hey, Cathy, don't cry.” | did my hands up to her wrists
and gave her alittle shake. "I told you | never thought it was your fault. It'sall over and done with, and
thereé's no harm done, and your father's going to get the pictures back for me, so let'sforget it, shal we?"

| talked on for sometime, reassuring her, being careful not to throw too much of the blame on
Emory, for fear of putting her on the defensive for him, though | thought that shewas alittlelessthan
starry-eyed about him hersdf; in fact, | got the distinct impression that she would rather not have talked
about him. So far, so good. The very fact that she had cometo talk to melike this, when it would have
been so0 easy for her to go tomorrow and never see me again, showed that Cathy Underhill must have a
grain of her father'stoughnessin her after dl. | didn't share her father's fear that she might revert to her
teen-age "problem,” but it was no thanks to Emory that she had not done so. | found myself feeling a
little better about mailing that photograph to Bad Tolz. About James, | refused to think at all.

Cathy, however, had him on her mind. "Y ou know, James didn't have anything to do with it. Truly
he didn't. And | know that when he saw those pictures he would have wanted to come straight and
make me put them back. Jamesisvery, very fond of you, and he wouldn't do athing that would hurt
you."

"I know."

One freak shaft of sunlight, molten red, shot through the horizon clouds and touched the
highest tip of the pear tree. The thrush was there, sitting preening his breast feathers, ready
for a song.

| looked back at Cathy, watching me with those vulnerable, anxious eyes. "And now," | said,
amiling, "what'sdl this about Paris?'

Jeffrey Underhill’ s cigar was about haf smoked through before Cathy, talking now about Peris,
and her mother's plans, came gradually back to her sparkling norm.

"And we're going tomorrow, and there's this fabul ous party, and we want you to come! Please say
youwill, Bryony! Mom particularly told me to ask you."

"Well," | was beginning doubtfully, when Mr. Underhill, catching the new tone of his
daughter's voice, turned away from his scrutiny of the Pool, and came back to us acrossthe grass.

"Cathy meansto London, Miss Ashley. | |eft her to invite you hersdf, but | don't think she's
explained. We're giving a party tomorrow night. It's been planned for quite awhile; it'sour anniversary,
so we're having afew friendsadong to celebrate, and we'd be honoured if you would join us.
As| told you, were settling down in London for afew days before we go on to Paris, so we thought
we'd make this a good-bye party at the same time. Stephani€'s been on the telephone al afternoon, and
she'swild for you to be there, too. Say you will come.

"Please say you will!" urged Cathy.

"It'sterribly kind of you, and thank you very much. I'd love to, of course, but—" | hesitated.



Cathy immediately looked anxious. "Bryony, we wouldn't want to pressure you into doing
anything you didnt want. Maybe it's too soon after losing your father?"

"No, it'snot that." | wasthinking that if the party had been arranged some time back, then no
doubt Emory and Jameswould both be there. Unless, of course, Jeffrey Underhill had let Emory
know that he would no longer be welcome? | thought him quite capable of it.

"Then please do come," urged Cathy. "It'll make meredly fed asif you forgive mefor the awful
thing | did. When | think about it—"

Jeffrey Underhill, & my shoulder, intervened. "Perhaps Miss Ashley hastoo much to do here, Cat.
Remember, shehas only just got home." Then to me: "It would be wonderful if you could
gpare usthe time, Miss Ashley, but you mustn't let Cathy pressure you. | know she and Stephanie
would fedl very honoured if you could come, but please don't trouble to decide now. If you like to
call usin the morning, when you've had time to think it over—?"

"Look," | said warmly, "I'd love to come, | really would. | can get the late afternoon
train."

At thisthey both joined in, with such enthusiasm that you would have thought the party was being
given soldy for me. They would drive me there themselves in the morning; they would put me
up—"hireasuitefor you" was Jeffrey Underhill’ sway of putting it—at the Dorchester; they would
bring me down again next day, or whenever it suited me. They would do anything, if only (they
seemed to be saying) | would grace their party by being there. | could hardly tdll them what wasin my
mind: that if my two cousinshad indeed beeninvited earlier, and if Emory, who could be as
impervious to snubs as he wished to be, took the trouble to come, and to lay onthecharm . . . It
wasfor Cathy's sake as much as anything ese that, in the end, | accepted, thinking grimly that, eveniif |
had to use blackmail again, | would seethat my eldest cousin kept his distance from her, and gave
her breathing space. Then, glancing a Jeff Underhill, | saw that he had read my thoughts. He gave a
half nod, threw his cigar away towardsthe water, and said: "Don't you worry; | can take care
of that."

"Take care of what?' demanded Cathy.
"I'm sure you can," | said.
Shelooked from oneto the other of us. "What are you two talking about?"

Her father let himself out through the wicket, put an arm round her, and scooped her up
towards hisside. "Nothing to do with you. Now say good night, and well leave Miss Ashley in peace.”

"Good night,” | ssid.

They went together through the dusking apple trees, arms round one another, his head bent to
ligen, hersraised in excited talk. A child who had been let off punishment, and aman who could take
care of anything. So that, | thought, was that. And now, back to my own problems.

The thrush, unnoticed, had been singing for some time. Soon the owlswould be out, and after them
the stars.

Rather drearily, | latched the wicket and went back into the cottage, fished William's Brooke out
fromits hiding place, and turned on the reading lamp.

Ashley, 1835



Hethrew back the coverlet and, still naked as he was, trod lightly across the carpet to the
window. Beyond the open shutter the daylight showed an oblong of grey. He pushed the glass wide
and leaned out. The hedges of the maze loomed dark, but with afaint shine on them of dew.

It was later than he had thought. Already athin plume of smoke wasrising from the kitchen
chimney stack. No matter, though. No lights showed yet, and no one would be thereto see him ashe
let himsdlf in through the Side door.

And she—she would be home by now, and they were safe.
Sixteen
My dreams presage some joyful newsat hand . . .
—Romeo and Juliet, V,i
| had had supper, and read for an hour, and | had still only reached line 357.

"What hap havel," quoth she, "to love my father's foe? What, am | weary of my wead? What, do |
wish my woe?'

So Arthur Brooke's duliet . . . Sighing, | lowered the book and sat back, pushing my hand through
my hair asif | would clear aquicker way through the shuffling press of words. It would have been dull
reading anyway, but | found it hardly possibleto takein any meaning, with my brain running ahead
looking for something, no matter what, that might be the tenuous clue to this other Ashley maze. But
look | must-even, if | had to, asfar asline 3020 ... | tried again.

But when she should have dept, as wont she was, in bed,
Not half awink of quiet deep could harbour in her head,
For lo, an hugy heap of diversthoughts arise,

That rest have banished from her heart, and dumber from her eyes. And now from side to side she
tosseth and she turns, And now for fear she shivereth, and now for love she burns.

| soldiered on for perhaps twenty minutes more, then shut the book with a snap. It could surely
wait. It wasimpossible to get right through it tonight, and if | was going to London tomorrow, |
would take the book with me and hand it over to someone a Christie'swho would know how to
vaueit. It would have been civil to let Ledie Oker look at it firgt, but he would surely understand.

| put it to one Sde and picked up William Ashley's New Romeo. Here again, from the center
of the maze on the bookplate, the wildcat snarled and clawed. "The map?' Certainly the map. But
why?1 turned apage and ran my finger down the list of contents.

The Catamountain. The Maze. Corydon's Farewell. The Minotaur's Lament. What Palace Then
Was This? The Lover Leaves HisMidtress. The Lover Returns.

And so on. Well, the poems could not be worse than Arthur Brooke's, and at least they
had the merit of being short. | turned to the first one, "The Catamountain.”

What hunter isthere who could think to meet In these low lands the leopard from the sun? Long
hath he lain here, silent 'neeth the feet Indifferent, which al unknowing tread Across the spotted
catamountain's head. See! By his side the wine-god Bacchus runs, His basket brimming o'er with lusty



grapes And in histrain thelesser godlingsgo . . .

The Romans again, it seemed. Probably, | thought, only theusud classica conceit. But
no, herewasthe cat | waslooking for . . .

And now in thislate age he comes anew From Scotids heights, the catamountain wild, Brought
here by thee, my gentle lady mild. AsVenusled him locked in flowery chain, So thou, my Julia, bring'st
thy wildcat tame.

A shadow fell over the page. | looked up with astart, but it was only Rob, pausing outside the
casement. Thethrush hadn't even faltered in its song.

"1 thought you were going to be careful. Sitting here with the window open, and so deepin
abook that you never even heard me coming."

"Wdl, but it'searly ill. | never thought . . . that is, | thought you meant tonight."
"l did, mainly. | just came down to see you were all right, and properly locked up."”

| shut the book and put it with the others, making rather a play of it, to hide a touch
of embarrassed shame for my cousins' sake. "Y ou're taking this very seriously, aren't
you?"

"Aren't you?'

There was no answer to that one. | got up. "All right, I'll shut the window now. Are
you coming in?"

"For a minute, then."

| shut the casement and drew the curtains. | heard his voice speaking to the callie, then avigorous
scrubbing of shoes on the doormat, and he came in rather gingerly.

"Sorry about the shoes, but | think they're dry now. | came across the orchard after 1'd shut up the
greenhouses.”

"Would you like a cup of Nescafe?"

"I wouldn't mind." As| went into thelittle kitchen he picked up Romeus and Juliet. "What's
this?’

"I forgot to tell you. That's what Daddy must have meant by "William's brook." Seeit?
William Ashley's copy of something by a chap called Brooke. It's awfully rare, apparently.
Daddy must have found out how valuable it was."

"Hm." Heturned the smal volume over, weighing it in hishand asif that would somehow give aclue
toitsworth. "Maybe so, but | wouldn't have thought he'd be troubling himsdf about that; not
then. What else was it he said? Something about a paper or letter in it?"

"There's nothing. | looked. | was reading it to see if therewas something in the text that
would givemeaclue, but it's next to unreadable.”

"Looks it." He put it down, and picked up the New Romeo. "Is this valuable, too?"

"Oh, no. That's just William Ashley's own poems. They're not much better than poor



Brooke, but | like the pictures.”

""What palace then was this?" read Rob, and puzzled hisway through afew morelines.
Somehow, | thought, the artificidly stilted verses sounded even worse in Rob's voice with the soft
country vowels. Worse than hothouse, somehow; distorted, wrong.

He put the book down and followed me into the kitchen. Heleaned against the jamb and
settled down companionably to help me watch the kettle boail. "Isthat stuff supposed to be good? It
sounded terrible to me, but then I'm no judge.”

"I'm not, either. | don't think it's anything great."
"What was all that about, anyway?"

"Heaven knows," | said. "I haven't read that one yet. | got bogged down over Ariadne's clue
in 'The Maze.™

"Harry Who's clue?"

| laughed. It wasthefirst red laugh since | had come home. "Oh, Rob! A girl called Ariadne. She
gave Theseusthe clue to follow into the maze. Greek myths, you know. William'swriting about
the maze, and getting abit precious with his Greeks and Romans."”

"How should | know? We can't all do Greek and Roman at school, can we?" said
Rob, unworried.

The kettle boiled and | made the Nescafe. "Don't come the ignorant peasant over me, Rob
Granger. You did Greek myths at Ashley School dong with me. | remember it perfectly well. Here."

He took his mug from me and followed me back into thedtting room. "Don't be deft. |
never did Greek in my life”

"Well, heavens, neither did I. | meant we did the storiesin English. Don't you remember
that book with the pictures? | carus with those gorgeous big wings, and the Gorgons with snakes in
their hair, and the Minotaur? That was the monster who lived in the middle of a maze,
and Ariadne got thisball of wool or whatever, and gaveit to Theseus, and he went in and fought him."

"Yes, | remember that." He sat down in the armchair, stretched hislong legsin front of him, and
dtirred his coffee. It was the chair Jeffrey Underhill had sat in, and | could not help aflash of
comparison. Rob did not, as the American had done, dominate the room, but somehow his quality of
relaxation, of looking a home wherever he happened to be, madeitself quite as strongly felt asthe other
man's powerful composure. "He had abull's head. A black Dexter, by the look of him. Tricky-tempered
bessts.”

"Don't you remember, we used to play it herein the maze? | had the bal of wool, and you were the
Minotaur, and | had to show Theseustheway in."

"And got logt," he said, grinning. "I remember Stting therein the middle and hearing you hollering
for help, and wondering if I'd ever get out mysdf. Then James camein and killed me."

"| told you you knew the story."

"Aye, | remember it now. | never was much of ahand at stories, was|, but | was good at sums. |
had the better of you there, every time. Y ou used to copy from my book."



"I did not!"

"You did. And who wasit told the teacher that a polygon was adead parrot?’
"lsn't it? Oh, Rob, you've made me fed better! Another cup?'

"No, thanks."

He sat his empty mug down on the hearth beside him. "Did | see Mr. Underhill going up through
the orchard with Cathy? Had they been here? | suppose they cameto tell you they'd be leaving
tomorrow?'  "Youknew?'

"Wdll, yes. I'm the caretaker, remember? She told me when | went up to the house. Must have
been while he was here with you."

"That wasn't dl he camefor,” | said. | gave him the gist of what had passed, and he thought it over
for afew moments, then looked up.

"Areyou redly going to this party?"

"| think s0. Cathy was very upset, and | think sheld fed that everythingwasdl right if | did go.
Besdes, I'd like achanceto put things straight with Mrs. Underhill."

"Will your cousins be there?"

"l didn't like to ask, but the party was arranged some time ago, so | imagine they will be, unlessMr.
Underhill tellsthem they're not welcome any more. | wouldn't put it past him.”

"Then I'll takeyou tothetrain."

"Well, thank you, but | can use the Lambretta, and leave it in the station yard."
"And carry your party frock?'

"I'vedoneit before" | smiled a him. "But it was nice of you to think about it."

"l wasnt,” said Rob uncompromisingly. "1 wasthinking that | didn't want James or Emory to drive

you.

| was silent for amoment. "Rob, you can't, you redly can't think that this'danger’ thing could
involve Emory or James ddliberately harming me.”

"l don't know." He made arestlesslittle movement, rather unlike him. "Weve had dl this. Which of
us knows what held do when pushed? And they are being pushed. Let's not leave it to chance.”

"That's pure melodrama.”

"Maybe." The stubborn line was very pronounced round his mouth. "But to see that they don'tis
pure common sense”" A glimmer. "We peasants have alot of that."

"But they don't know about the silver pen and the photograph.”

"No, but they know you're no fool, and they want something badly enough to make them do what
they've dready done."

"Yes, | see. Once we admit that the thing's been done at dl, it doesn't matter about the motives. I'll



be careful. Well, dl right, thanks. And the Underhills asked meto stay the night, so you don't haveto
meet themilk train . . . Rob?"

Helooked aninquiry.
| asked: "Have you heard anything yet about Francis?'

"Not athing, but then you know Francis. He never did write letters, or listen to the radio, or
behave like anyone dse. | remember him saying once that he had his own means of communication,
and that was good enough for him."

| looked up. "Did he? What do you suppose he meant?’

He moved an indifferent shoulder. "His poetry, | suppose. Isit any better than that stuff
there?"

"What? Oh, yes—that is, | don't know. | don't understand a word of it." | picked up my
own empty mug, and crossed to pick up Rob's from the hearth. "1 wish he'd show up,
that's all. | just get a queer feeling that it might solve athing or two."

He got to his feet. "Well, 1'd better be going. Thanks for the coffee.”

"Y ou're welcome. At least you won't worry about metonight if the twins are both away in
Bristol."

"No. But I'll still takealook, if | may, to seeif the door has a decent bolt. That's something |
never checked. Would you like me to leave Bran with you?"

"Oh, no. Héd whinedl night. | promisel'll lock the doors and windows, and I've got a
telephone.”

And time was, | thought, as Rob went to look at the back door, that I'd have had a
private line if | needed it. But not any more. Not one | can use.. . .

Hefinished hisinspection and camein. "Seems O.K. Y ou should be safe. Well, I'll go now. Good
night, Bryony."

"Good night. And Rob—" Yes?
"Thanksfor everything."
He smiled. "For nothing. 'Night."

When he had gone, with Bran like a shadow as usua at his hedls, I locked and bolted the door
behind him, feding afool as| did so. For dl that had happened, for al he had said, thiswas still my old
familiar place, and the men we had been talking about were my own cousins. One of them, in spite of
dl seeming, might still be my own dear friend.

But | bolted the back door and checked the window catchesfor myself, and when | went
up the narrow stair, | took the Brooke with me, and went to degp with it under my pillow.

| woke with thefedling that | had just come out of alovely and familiar dream. There had beena
beach, along, long shore of golden sand which stretched as far asthe eye could reach. Farther. Ninety
miles. .. Why did | think it was ninety mileslong? There were dunes behind it, pae sand with long
reeds blowing in the wind. The ocean poured and poured eternally in from the west. Tall grasseswith



feathered tops nodded and blew. The sky was huge and clean and the sand felt hot and the wind full of
the seds sdlt. Londly, beautiful, quiet and safe.

Safe, safe, safe . . . Theword went on echoing in Rob's voice round the dim walls of my
bedroom. | remembered it al, then, the book under my pillow, the locked doors and windows, my
cousins away in Brigtal, the telephone by my bed if | should need reassurance.

The moon was bright. | dipped out of bed and went to the window. The striped print curtains
hardly kept the moonlight out. The lattice was open. Fedling half slly for doing so, | kept carefully
behind one of the curtains and looked ouit.

The window faced on the orchard. The moon was full on the blossoming trees. At the near corner,
tallest of them dll, the old pear treelifted its graceful boughs, etched as black and symmetrica asthe
leads across awhite window where moonlight poured. The bloom was like acloud, piled shapes of
light, and shadow that wasn't shadow, but just adimmer moonwhite. It was atree in a dream.

A shadow moved under it, intercepting the moon. Someone was standing there.

No, | waswrong. The pear tre€'s clouded shade was till again, and empty. It had been atrick of
the moonlight, nothing more, something conjured up by moon and blossom, and asilence that should
surely have been filled with nightingales. Lovers time; Juliet at her window; Romeo under the orchard
treesin the moonlight:

Lady, by yonder blessed moon | swear,
That tipswith slver all thesefruit-treetops. . .

But it was not. It was an ordinary, empty night, where | dared not even summon what |
had been used to of comfort. No lover to lure back like abird on asilken thread. If | wereto play Juliet
at dl, it would be Brooke's duliet, with her hugy hesp of very prosaic fears and her hithering-thithering
torments of indecisve love.

| went back to bed. But not to sleep. The hugy heap was as oppressive as aheavy quilt. |
lay and watched the ceiling and thought about James, and dl the uneasy tangled skein of what had
happened.

| could not believe, even with the evidence, that he was guilty. But Rob had said—and it was

true—that we none of us know what we are capableof. . . . Andif hewas guilty, what then?Was| to
deny this powerful tie between us? Was| to believe it was only an accident of blood, of family, rather
than a natura—God-given?—indication that we were sides of the same complete human being, that we
had to be mates? Wasit both arrogant and foolish to pretend that | was any better than, or
indeed any different from, him? We are dl capable, Rob had said. Not of killing my father, no, that |
would never believe. But if it had been an accident, and the rest the result of naturd panic afterwards

. I had said that | would forgive. And if | could extend that charity to strangers, how much more to
my cousin?

| sat up, hugging my knees. | put my forehead down on them, pressing it hard against them asif that
would clear my thoughts. Was|, like so many of my generation, so afraid to condemn, so fearful of
"priggishness” that | wasin danger of |etting the good things dide, and accepting the far-from-begt, till it
became the norm, and excellence was forgotten? Society kept him and protected him. Was it
priggish in me to want him to obey its laws?

I lifted my head again. No, it was Smpler than that. Panic after an accident wasforgivable; to useit



for profit was not.

But therewas nothing | could do until the answer came back from Herr Gothard. | was till on my
own. And | must stay that way until the mystery, such asit was, was solved.

It sounded easier than it was. | lay down againin my quiet airy bedroom, and watched the
moonflung shadow of the pear tree move imperceptibly acrossthe ceiling, and so strong was his
indgstence at that darkened door that | could have sworn that | saw his very shadow move with it, more
subgtantia than the image of the blossoming boughs.

For one weak second | took my hand from the bars, and felt him close beside me, so closethat . .

Close beside me. | sat up like apulled puppet. It had been so near, so insistent, so powerful and
ingtinct with protection, that | knew he was herein the flesh aswell. And | knew where. In the same
moment's flash my opened mind had received another pattern: the pear tree's blossoming boughs,
between my eyes and the moon.

Hewasin the orchard, under the pear tree. And whatever he had done, whoever he was, he meant
meno harm.

| flung back the bedclothes and reached a coat down from behind the door. It was a soft light fur
fabric, with ahigh collar and atie belt. | fastened it round me, then, barefooted as| was, ran lightly
down the stairs and out into the orchard.

The collie met me before | had gone two steps past the gate. | stopped dead.
Rob came out from under the pear tree into the moonlight.

I managed to speak, but it came out like a croaking whisper. "What are you doing here? It must be
two o'clock."

I thought he hesitated, but his voice sounded quite normal. "I said I'd keep an eye on you,
remember? Areyou dl right?*

"Y es, thank you. But—do you mean to stay here dl night? I'm sure theré's no need.”
"It'sanice night. | wasthinking."

"What-what about?"

"As a matter of fact | was thinking about New Zedand."

"New Zealand?' It was so improbable that | found my voice. "Oh, | remember—those
brochuresin the cottage kitchen."

"Aye." He hadn't moved. He seemed to be waiting. The collie wasjumping up a me. | fended it off
absently, and went slowly towards him over the wet grass.

"What about New Zealand, Rob?"

"l was thinking that'swhere I'd like to go when | leave here. Up to the North. | was thinking about
the Ninety Mile Beach."

| said shakily: "So was |."



| took another step towards him. He moved as fast as the collie had, and took hold of me,
pulling metightly againgt him. As he began to kiss me, the hugy heap of trouble meted like snow, and
above usin the pear tree anightingae began to sing.

If the laden arches of pear blossom had suddenly sprungto lifelikeafountain, tossng a
plume of bright water asfar asthe moon, it would hardly have seemed surprising, so greet wasthe
release, theflood of joy that swept through me. Through him, too. | fdt light and happiness pouring
through his mind into mine, and back again, like atide race meeting the outflow of ariver,
cashing and doubling and throwing up drowning waves of pleasure. We were both perhaps a
little mad. We clung and kissed and clung again, wordless. | doubt if either of us could have spoken.
Everything had aready been said, everything shared. Thiswasthe end of the courtship, and not the
beginning. Even my body seemed dready to know his. Thiswas how | had thought it would be, this
complete knowing, this spontaneous melting and meeting. This was why, when James had
made loveto me, and | had found myself shrinking from him, | had been puzzled and afraid, no longer
trusting the bond between myself and my secret friend.

Now it was | who held fast, and murmured: "It's been so long, so long. No, don't let
me go."

"I'll never do that. Not ever, not now." Hisvoice was muffled and husky, the country accent
sounding stronger than usud. | was shaken yet again by awave of love so powerful that it seemed to
tear me apart to take him in.

"Rob, oh, Rob." | ran my fingersinto his hair, tilting his head back so that the moonlight, intercepted
faintly by the blossoming boughs, lit hisface. "How on earth | didn't guessitwasyou. . . All thetime, dl
thetime I'd been thinking it had to be James or Francis, and yet it never seemed right. And dl thetime
it'sbeenyou: it wasyou | ranto when | wanted help or comfort; it was your house that was
home. And then this last few days, it was always you. . . ."

"Bryony." It came out on along breath, fiercewith relief and the pent frustration of years.
"Bryony . .."

It wasn't returning sanity, but the chill of the soaking grass on my bare feet, that made me
draw away eventually and say: "Rob, let's go in now."

"Goin?' Herepeated it asif he had hardly heard me, then shook his head like someone surfacing
from deep water, and said it again, understanding. "Go in?"

"Yes. The grassis wet, and my feet are like ice."

"The morefool you for not putting your shoeson.” His hold on me was relaxed now, affectionate.
Hisvoice was his own again, and he was smiling. "All right, you'd better go in. High timeyou did, if you
ask me. Come aong." He picked me up aseadly asif | were asack of meal, and began to carry me
back across the grass to the cottage.

"Actually,” | said, "I meant both of us. Won't you say?'

There was a pause of seconds, then he shook his head. "No. I've waited al my lifefor you, and |
reckon | canwait abit longer. We'll leave all that for its right place.”

"Whichis?'

"After weremarried." Then, as| took a breath: "Tomorrow night.”



"Oh, Rab, be your age. Y ou need alicense, and a specid costs twenty-five pounds, and where do
you think we can raise that? And if you start on at me about breaking the damned trust for
a bit of ready money—"

Rob said something rather rustic about the trust, and stopped to kiss me again.
| pulled my mouth away. "It can't be tomorrow night. It can't be for ages.”
"Why not?'

"Well, even if you could get alicense tomorrow, the Vicar probably wouldn't consent to marry us
on the spur of the moment.”

"Spur of the moment nothing. | told you I'vewaited al my life, and so have you. Anyway, I've
talked to the Vicar. Hethinksit'sagood thing."

"Does he? But hedidn't know that |—"

"Oh, yes, he did. He'sknown for along time how | felt about you, and then after you'd talked to
him yesterday | reckon he saw the whole thing. He never told me anything you'd said to him, but he did
let on to methat your dad had said he'd sooner see you wedded to me than to anyone else he knew.”

"Daddy did?'

"So the Vicar told me. Better ask him yourself. But | don't think hell worry much if we ask himto
marry us straight away."

"N-no. Perhaps not. | did tell him about—well, about what we had together. And if Daddy redlly
sad that, and if the Vicar knew dl thetimethat it was you—"

"Seems 0," said Rob. "W, I'll see him firgt thing, shal 1? All he can doisrefuse, but | think helll
consent.”

"But thelicensa"

"I've had alicense burning aholein my pocket for two weeks now. It cost Six pounds,” said my
lover. "Farsighted and thrifty, us peasants. Do you think 1'd spend twenty-five quid on getting awoman
when | can get onefor Sx?

"Y ou could have onefor nothing right now."
"Marriage or naught,” said Rob austerely, and set me down laughing on the cottage step.
Ashley, 1835

It was cold. Shivering, he dragged his clothes on, and flung the fur-lined cloak round himself. His
hands were shaking again. Defiance ebbed. Hetried to recal his earlier mood of courage, but the cold
hour before daylight was not thetime for bravery. Thiswas the hour when men were executed; the hour
when they were least resistant, cared less. He supposed there was some mercy init; but for the
condemned, asfor lovers, dawn aways came too soon.

Saventeen

Bdieveme, love, it wasthe nightingae.



—Romeo and Juliet, 11, v

Next morning | was up early, so early that the dew was till thick on the fruit blossom, and the
orchard grass shone and glittered asif newly hosed down.

| sang as| got my breakfast ready. When | opened the back door | found amilk bottle standing on
the step, and propped againgt it a package wrapped in brown paper. | knew the neet, dightly
over-careful writing. And | guessed what | would find in the package; the books about New Zedland. |
carried them into the kitchen and propped them against the milk jug and read them with my breskfast.

It dready seemed asif theideaof New Zedland had been in my mind for avery long time; |
wondered if, dl unknowing, | had been sharing Rob's thoughts about it. Certainly, as| turned the pages,
| found here and there pictures which seemed familiar, and names which came like echoes of something
already spoken. Already | had accepted the idea of going there; of leaving Ashley, perhaps not exactly
without a backward ook, but without any of the heart-tearing that until yesterday | would have thought
inevitable. | supposethat | was so much a part and product of thisold, old place that | had never redly
envisaged life outsde it, but now it seemed asif this had dways been aforegone concluson. My feding
was one of release rather than of loss. If this escape from old ties was what my lover had in mind,
then by definition so did I. . . . A shared mind—and how well | knew this—was a shared desire,

| could see clearly, now that | knew him, the reasonsfor his doubts and hesitations, and for his
long-drawn-out refusal to reveal himself. Perhaps he would not, even now, have nerved himsdf
to comeinto the open, had it not been for my father's death. That had left me homeless and aone; it had
aso left me, perhaps no worse off than | had been before, but without Ashley itsdf at my back. It had,
S0 to speak, brought me into Rob's orhit.

So much became clear, and with it the whole pattern of my lover's actions. The night | had
come home to Ashley church, it had been Rob, waiting and watching for me, whose thoughts had
come to meet me; and the mixture of exhilaration and nervousness, which | had misconstrued as
guilt, was now explained. Later, the curtnesswhich | had ascribed to his hurt hand could well have been
because he had been held a helpless witness to my scene with James. Rob could never have doubted
"what we had together," but | could see that he might well have doubted the outcome.
And what he had feared most of al—I could see it now—had been my first reaction to the discovery
that my beloved secret friend was only Rob, the boy from the home farm.

But now it was done, and here we were, and this bright morning with its dew and day-song
could not dispel one stranded cobweb of last night's spell. "Tomorrow," he had said, and
now tomorrow was "today," and it did not feel aday too soon.

Rob, where are you?

The sgndswere perceptibly fainter, like batteriesbeginning to fade. | stepped the query up
and got the answer. He was in the greenhouses.

As | approached | saw him through the glass. He was up on atall stepladder,
mending the hinge of one of the ventilators. He saw me coming, gave measmile and asdeways
lift of the head, and went unhurriedly on with the job. Helooked just the same asever, his
movements as hefitted the screwdriver to the thread and began to turn it, quite deliberate and relaxed. If
| had not been receiving from him a current of excitement something akin to aburst of athousand volts
or s, | would have thought him unmoved. Nor did | have to ask him what the Vicar had said; | had
known, roughly since breskfast time, that thiswas redly and truly my wedding day.

| sat down on the stool beside the water tank and watched him in silence. In slence? The air was



fizzing like champagne. The sun-motes sfting down through the tangle of white jasmine stung like sparks
along the skin. Rob hadn't even looked at me again. He laid the screwdriver down and reached ina
pocket for afresh screw. Then, still with those steedy, unhurried movements, he tackled the other hinge.
Hemight have been done.

| thought it wastime to calm things down into words. "Thank you for the picture books."
"Don't mention it. Like them?'

“Lovethem."

"So when do we start?'

"Any timeyou like. For our honeymoon, perhaps?'

He gave the screw alast twist. "I reckon our honeymoon will take care of itself.”

"I reckon it will. Rob, how long have you had thisNew Zedland dream?"

"Y ears now. There was something on the telly along time ago—colour it was; | saw it down at the
Bull. It got a me, | don't know why. It seemed right for me, somehow. Ever since then I've read about
it, off and on. Happen you never knew, but somefolks of mine went out there, years back, and they've
donewell farming up in the North Idand. Jerseys, mainly. Mum used to keep up with them, writing at
Christmas, you know how it is. Then after she died | wrote to New Zealand House in London, and
asked about emigrating. It seemsthere's no problem for afarm worker. | wouldn't need a sponsor,
either; the Makepeaces—my folks out there—laid awelcome on the mat for me."

"But you didn't go."

"How could 1?1 waswaiting for you." He said it quite smply, moving the cresking hinge
experimentally as hetalked. "It'strue, you know that. After Mum died there wasn't anything much to
keep me here. | liked your dad, but if it hadn't been for you 1'd have gone, all that time back."

"I wondered why you stayed here. There didn't seem much future for you. Rob—"
"Mm?'
"Would you have asked me, if my father had sill been dive?!

The mended hinge seemed to satisfy him. He picked an oilcan up off the top step of the ladder and
beganto trickleafew drops through into the rusty joint. "I don't know. I've asked mysdf that.
Maybe I'd have talked to him first. | don't know."

"If you had, he might havetold you whet hetold the Vicar."
"Hemight,” said Rob. "I till don't redlly understand that.”

"Don't you?' | smiled to mysdf. Hedidn't look down, but he caught it, and alittle current of
affection ran between us, as settled and placid as if we had been married for years. The champagne
sparkle had subsided dowly from the air; the place was adeep, still well of contentment. | laced my
fingersround an upraised knee and tilted my head to him. "So you see you needn't have worried,
after all."

"Maybe not. But | wasn't to know that. Theway | saw it, it'd have been a queer enough thing
anyway, amanlikeme and a girl like you, let alone having this link between us as well. . . .



That would have taken some explaining, wouldn't it?"
"He'd have understood.”

He gaveadow nod. "I think so, too. | used to tell mysdlf that. It didn't help much. Therewas
always the moment when | was going to haveto say, 'Mr. Ashley, ar, | want to marry Miss
Bryony."

"I meant | think he'd have understood because he had something of the same gift." He looked, not
surprised, but inquiring. 1 nodded. "He never said so, but | think he did."

"How d'you make that out?"

"Oh, one or two things that happened. There was a time once when | was hurt at
school, and he knew without being told. That kind of thing. And | think that when he was dying he
tried to get to me, and couldn't, but he had enough of alink with Ashley to get here. And you were here,
and you got the signal and sent it on to me."

"A sort of Telstar?"
"Sort of, | suppose. Yes. It worked, anyway. The news came from you, not from him."

"It was a bad night, that." He propped the ventilator open, pocketed his tools, then
leaned his elbows on the top step of the ladder, chin on fist, looking away from meto the
creepers that festooned the rafters. "1'd been asleep, and | came awake, dl very sudden, asif
someone had kicked mein the head. It ached like that, too, | remember. First of all |
thought I must be sickening for something, then after a bit | got there. And | didn't likewhat |
got. Then somehow, like | dwaysdid, | began to think of you, and | knew what | was telling you. |
suppose if boiling water or something flows through a pipe, the pipe gets scaded. That's what it
fdtlike"

"Poor Rob. But you helped. Oh, my God, you did. If he hadn't been ableto gettoyou.. .. And
that's another thing. This—this gift we share. I'm sure now that neither Emory nor James hasit. James
did tell me once that they could 'read each other's thoughts,” but I'm certain that—if it was true—he was
just talking about the sort of link alot of twins have with each other, akind of sixth sense—intuition,
redly. Not what we have."

"And ours is the seventh, maybe?"

"Well, isn't it?" | tilted my head to smile at him. "That'show I think of it, anyway. Specid
and magic . . . I'm certain the twins don't have anything of the same sort. If they had, thislast few days
would have been even more difficult than they have. It was so awful having to shut you out."

He reached out a hand and began absently to guide the jasmine tendrilsto their curled grip on the
wires. "l once saw apicture,” he said reminiscently, "caled 'Love Locked Out.’ It struck me at thetime
he shouldn't have been drooping there propped against the doorpost. He should have been hammering
the bloody door down."

"You didn't. Not quite, anyway."
"Not for lack of wanting to."

"l supposeit wasjust as hard for you asit wasfor me. Harder, redly.” A spray of jasmine, too
shaply jerked, loosed atiny flight of fading flowers. They drifted past me, some of them to float on the



water of thetank. | reached an idle finger to rescue the nearest. "Rob, there's something | still can't
understand. It'swhat's been setting me wrong al thistime about you, even though | know | must
really have wanted it to be you. | thought it had to be an Ashley. So | never looked beyond my
cousins, though heaven knows, sincel grew up, I've never redlly felt anything about them at dl. Not this
way. It'sreally had me coming and going. But in that case, where do you fit in?"

He amiled. "Didn't you know? Straight down the wrong side of the blanket ever since donkey's
years back. Makepeace, she was called, Ellen Makepeace. That ought to tell you that my stock's just
as bad as yours, Miss Bryony Ashley."

"Ellen Makepeace? That wasthe girl Nick Ashley was shot for, surely. Her brothers shot
him."

"That's the one. And they got on the next ship to Australia, and ended up in New Zedand." He
started down the ladder. "And as for Ellen, a nice decent village lad called Granger married
her, and they had ababy nearly nine monthslater. She said it was a Granger baby, and so did he, and
everyonetook it that way, it being easier. Our family certainly took it so. But now you and | know
better, don't we? It must have been Nick's baby, and the Ashley thing—this mind-talking— came down
withiit, right to me." He stood over me, smiling. "What isit? Why are you staring? Can't stomach
the idea of me being part Ashley, too?"

"I waswondering why | hadn't seen that, either. Y ou've even got the looks. Oh, not what they call
the Ashley looks, but you've got Bess Ashley's hair and eyes."

"Thegipsy look. Aye." Helaughed. "I could seeit myself, once | knew where to look."

"Well, but if you know, then all the Grangers must have known. . . . Your father and
mother—"

"No, why should they? It's only this mind-talking that made me even begin to guess at it. Oh,
everyone knew the story about Nick Ashley, of coursethey did, but | never heard it told any other
way except that the Granger boy made an honest woman of Ellen, and it was hisown baby. It'sa
long time ago; why should anyone bother? But then this started, thisbetween you and me.
When | wasakid | thought nothing about it, but since I've got older, and thought a bit more, that'sthe
only explanation | can see. I'm the only onewho guessed it, because no one else knew the way
you and | can talk."

"Did you find it harder this morning?"

"Yes. And | reckon thismight bewhy. . . ." Hisarmswent round me, and we closed again, mouth
to mouth, body to body. Two creatures becoming one, lost and oblivious, glassed in from the world in
our own quiet well of content. "Asgood as last night?" he asked at length.

"Better, except there's no nightingale.”

"What do you mean?’

"The nightingale last night, singing in the pear tree. Didn't you hear it?"
"There was nothing in the pear tree.”

"Therewasabird singing. It must have been anightingale. Heavens, Rob—"

"You wereimagining it. If that'swhat kissng me doesfor you—"



"l was not imagining it, and if kissng me stops up dl your faculties—"

"Not all. Some it starts going."

" About the wedding, Rob—"

"y e

"The license was all right? It really is today?"

"Eleven this morning. It's all arranged.”

"It is?" | got my breath. "Look, isn't that perhaps rushing it just a bit—?"
"Who was rushing it last night?"

"I didn't mean that way. | meant it's after half past ninenow, and—"

"Great jumping beans, so it is, and | haven't fed the hensyet!" said the man who hadn't
heard the nightingade. He kissed me hurriedly again, for good measure, then let me go and picked up
the stepladder. On the way to the greenhouse door he hesitated, and turned. | got it again, the
love and the longing and the uncertainty which, now, | understood. "Bryony, honey, am| rushing
it?1 thought when you said last night—I thought you wanted—"

"Y ou thought right." | went to him, and put the pam of my hand gently againgt his still rough cheek.
"Oddly enough, my darling Rob, you read my very thoughts. . . . And now go and feed your hens, while |
find something to wear for my wedding. See you in church.”

Mr. and Mrs. Henderson were the witnesses, and Mr. Bryanston, gently beaming, took the service.
Rob even produced aring, which fitted. The church wasfull of the smell of lilac, and the flowers massed
by the chancd steps il had the dew on them. He must have picked them t first light. The church door
stood open, and the churchyard scents cameiin, elder-flowers and dewy grasses and the violets
that grew by the porch, along with a faint smoky spice from the avenue wheretheyew
burned itslamps of peace. For me no longer. | would lie forlorn no more.

The Vicar flattened a hand on the pages of the register, and Rob signed it. Not "farmer"” or
"gardener,” but "man of all work." | liked that. It sounded proud, somehow, coming from
him. When he put the pen in my hand | signed against my own name, "“unemployed.” | saw him
watching over my shoulder, and the corners of his mouth deepened in a smile that did
something severdly clinicd to the base of my spine.

"By the way," said the Vicar, "I ailmost forgot to tell you. Themissing register isback, and |
think quite unharmed.”

"Which goeswithout saying"—this, unexpectedly, from Mrs. Henderson—"seeing as where |
found it."

"You brought it back?" asked the Vicar in surprise.

"l did. I'm sorry you've been worrying yoursdlf, Vicar, because therewas no call. It'sbeenin my
house since Sunday, safe and sound, and to tell you the truth | clean forgot about it

"Wel, | must say, I'm very glad to haveit back." There was some restraint pparent in the Vicar's
voice. "Though, my dear Mrs. Henderson, | wish you had told me. If you wanted to consult



it—"
"Me conault it? Why, Vicar, what would | want with those old books?*
"Well, then—" began the Vicar, but | had seen Mrs. Henderson's sidelong look at me.
"Where did you find it, Mrs. H.?" | asked her.

"Inyour cottage, Miss Bryony. | found it when | tidied up ready for you to come home, and | took it
home with me, meaning to takeit straight to the Vicar, but then Martha Gray came up, wanting a bite of
tea, and we got talking, and | clean forgot. | won't pretend I'm not at fault, because | am.
When your dad left he asked me most particular to take it back for him, him having been too ill to seeto
everything, and there, if | didn't forget it again till this very morning!"

"Taking about our wedding shewas, and it put her in mind." Mr. Henderson made hisfirst and last
contribution to the conversation. It was hard to tell whether the dry sound of his voice wasthe result of
long disuse, or of somedisilluson provoked by the memory of that earlier wedding.

As ever, he wasignored. The Vicar, indeed, began to say something, but Mrs.
Henderson was still looking at me, and | raised my browsat her. "I'd no idea it wasthere. Just
whereabouts did you find it?"

"Inyour dad'sroom, it was. | wouldn't be likely to have mentioned it to you, Miss Bryony, not
wanting to remind you of things, and | thought nothing of it, seeing as| expected Mr. Ashley would
have told the Vicar he had the book. If," said Mrs. Henderson, showing signs of taking umbrage,
"the Vicar had seen fit to mention to Henderson or me that it was missng—"

"l should have, | should have. The fault was mine. Indeed, now | cometo think of it, | believe Mr.
Adhley didmention hisinterest. . . . Now, why did | not think of that? Of course no one
blames you, Mrs. Henderson; indeed, we are most grateful to you for bringing the book back.
And now perhaps, this morning, on this very happy occasion . . ."

Asthe Vicar, soothing with long practice, trotted competently into the breach, Rob moved
quietly past me to the table, and began to leaf through the pages of One Ash: 1780-1837
which lay there.

| looked over his shoulder. The pageswere al numbered, in beautiful copperplate, and they were all
there. But Rob turned each one, looking, | knew, for some other paper which might have been hidden
between the leaves. The paper. Theletter. My father must have been studying thisregister, dong with the
family books, just before he had succumbed to the last attack that had banished him to Bad Tolz.

"Nothing there," | said in an undertone.

"Seemsnot,” said Rob. "It looks asif some of them signed it after the wedding breskfast instead of
before, doesn't it? But then maybe their hands were shaking as much as mine was. Weddings," said my
husband, hisleft arm diding round my shoulders, "are strictly for the birds." He added, softly: "So far."

"You took alot of carethat thisbird should have a pretty wedding, dl the same. Theflowersare
lovdy."

"Well," said the Vicar cheerfully, appearing at Rob's other sde, "we must be very thankful thet all
has ended so well. | confess | wasworried about our little mystery. But now al isclear, and no blame
attachesto anyone. | am quite certain now that the fault was mine, and mine aone. | am sure that Jon
must have told me he wanted to look at the old registers, and | have smply forgotten. Dear me. | shall



lock it away now, with the others. Were you looking for something in particular, Rob?"
"Not redly, Vicar. But look, here's something. A funny sort of coincidence, wouldn't you say?!

Hisfinger pointed to an entry, the third from the top on page 17. It was dated May 12, 1835. The
signatories were Robert Granger, Labourer, of Ashley Parish, and Ellen Makepeace, Spinger, of One
Ash. "Signatories' isnot quite the correct word, for whereas Ellen had signed her namein awriting that
was tremulous but correct, againgt the name of Robert Granger, Labourer, of Ashley Parish, was his
mark, alarge X.

"See?" said Rob to me. "It's happened before. I'd better put the kissin, too." He did so, while the
Vicar, beaming, and tut-tutting over the coincidence, carried the register over to thesafeto
lock it away. Mrs. Henderson bustled forward to follow up Rob's kiss and take one for herself, and Mr.
Henderson, seizing my hand, pumped it up and down silently, asif conceding that thiswedding, at leest,
was amatter for congratul ation.

"And now," said Mr. Bryanston, "you'll all come over to the Vicarage for aglass of sherry, | hope?
Rob didn't give us very much notice, so I'm not at al sure what we can manage in the way of awedding
breakfast, but | imagine—?" Thiswith ajustifiably nervous glance at Mrs, Henderson, but that lady
remained miraculously unperturbed, while Rob shook his head.

"No, thanks very much, Vicar. Wed liketo come over for the sherry, but don't trouble
yourself further than that. Weve got an errand to do in Worcester, and then well find some lunch for
ourselves™

"Ah, yes, excdlent." The Vicar sraightened from shutting the safe. "Well, that's that. Now |
still have one duty to do, andit'sonel never forget: to kissthe bride. Bryony, my dear . . ."

And then, the formalities compl eted, the wedding party trooped across the churchyard between the
somber beautiful yews, to sherry at the Vicarage.

Since there was now no question of my going to London for Cathy's party, we had decided
to take the copy of Romeus and Juliet straight to Ledie Oker for afirst opinion. Ledie himsdlf was
not there when we called, so we left the package with his assistant, and then made our courtesy visit to
the offices of Meyer, Meyer, and Hardy to tell Mr. Emerson what had happened. The interview
with a surprised and— though he hid it well—dightly shocked Emerson was brief and to the point.
Rob left thefirst part of it to me. Once the lawyer had got over his surprise he seemed to assessthe
marriage and find it good. At any rate it was a solution to my future, which had worried him. He said so,
diplomatically, and added his wishesfor our happiness. He knew Rob well, of course, and obviously
liked him; but there were adjustments to make in congdering him now as my husband. Mr.
Emerson did it well, and with greet tact. | saw thetiny smile at the corners of Rob's mouth again, and
thought suddenly, "My God, I've married him. Rob Granger, the garden-boy." The mixture of
strangeness, tenderness, and sheer sexua excitement took away the power of coherent thought and
struck me silent. | saw from theflicker of hislashesthat Rob had taken it in, then he, as smoothly as
any practiced palitician, took over the interview. He told Mr. Emerson about his plansfor emigration,
discussed some of the details, touched on the trust and the future of the Court, arranged another
gppointment in afew days time, and got himsdf and me out of the office and back into the sunny street
with a minimum of fuss.

He slid a hand under my arm. "And now we eat?"

"We certainly do. I'm starving."



"It takes me that way, too. Would you have liked to go to the Star, or the Olde Talbot, or
some place like that?*

"Not unless you've thought better of that picnic basket | saw on the back seat of the car.” |
laughed. "' So that's why Mrs. Henderson didn't fuss when the Vicar asked about lunch. Did she get it
ready for us?"

"She did. Do you mind?"

"l do not. Lovely. | don't want other people yet, just you and me. Where are you
taking me?’

"Mystery tour,” said Rob, opening the car door. Then hegot in beside me, and the car
threaded it'sway out into the traffic, through the crowded sunny streets, then turned over the
river bridge and headed for the open country.

Hetook meto aplace| had never visited before. A narrow lane crept downhill between high
hedges, and there at the foot, where a humped bridge crossed the river, was a patch of grass verge just
wide enough to park acar. "And not a square foot for anyone ese" said Rob with satisfaction, as he set
the brake and killed the engine, and the sound of running water took over the peaceful afternoon.

Beyond the bridge was a steep wooded bank, through which the lane curled up again and out of
sight. On the nearer Side, cut in awide green hollow, was aflat pasture as smooth as a lake, through
which the river wound, deep and slow, between clay banksaive with nesting martins. Behind us
the pasture rose in a steep green bank seamed with flowering hawthorn, and honeycombed by rabbit
warrens. A few sheep moved dowly dong the hillsde. Rooks cawed by their nestsin the trees along
the river, and a woodpecker worked somewhere out of sight. In the distance the sound of a
tractor enphasized, rather than disturbed, the peace.

Rob spread arug in the sun on theriver's bank. The big trees shifted and rustled overhead, casting
towardsusalight-leaved net of shadows. The breezes shifted and ran, cuckooflower and marsh
orchisand cowdip faintly moving, with the grasses shining and darkening between them. The
sheep watched usincurioudy, and their lambs watched us not at dl, being more than busy over some
intricate game halfway up the rabbit-pitted hillsde. No other cresture wasin sight except the birds that
went past on the May breezes.

"The Garden of Eden,” | said, surveying it with pleasure.

Rob dumped the basket beside the rug. "And not an appletreein sight. Now, which comes
firg, love or food?'

"Rob, you've got to bejoking! If anyone came down the lane-"

"l wasjoking. If you knew how hungry | was . . . | wasup al night, remember?1 think | got some
breakfast, but it doesn't seem to have had much effect. What's she given us? Cold duck, isit? That'll do
for sarters, anyway. Comeon, love, let's get this lot unpacked before | fall apart.”

| started on the basket, while he unearthed the beer and put it in the edge of the river
to cool, then we both got going enthusiastically on the food Mrs. Henderson had provided.

| suppose it was a very strange wedding breakfast. | can't remember now al that we talked
about. It may even bethat we didn't talk to begin with, but that our thoughts moved out and mingled as
they had done before. We knew each other so well aready that dl the important things had been said. If



wetaked at al it was about the food, the day, the reactions of people to what Rob persisted in cdlling,
with amusement, our "mixed marriage.”

"It's plain old-fashioned you are, Rob Granger,” | told him.

"Maybe. But it's only your sort that keep saying that classdoesn't exist or doesn't matter.
L et them go down on the wrong side of the blanket like me, and see how much it doesn't matter.”

"Y ou mean Ellen Makepeace's dipup with Nick Ashley? That's a long time ago.”
"No, | didn't. | meant the cottage and castle thing."

"Oh, isthat al?Well, my cottageisagood bit smaler than yours now." So it is.
"And we're sharing the same blanket."

"Soweare." He handed me his plate, then stretched hislength contentedly aong the rug, leaning up
on one elbow. He reached for astalk of grass and began absently to chew it. A lock of dark hair had
fdlenforward, haf hiding hisface; the sun, splashing light through the moving leaves, sent sparks of
colour through the black. His shirt was open, and | could see the glint of agold chain againgt the hairs of
his chest, and the pulse besting strongly in the hollow of histhroat. There was afaint moist shineon his
skin, from the heat, or from the beer. | shut my mind to him before he read me, and stolidly began to
pack the debris back into the basket. Once again, irresigtibly, | was remembering the patterns of hislove
that had cometo me in the past, the love mixed with doubt, and with something that at times
had been hopeless longing. That lover was gonefor ever. | could forget the sarlight, where love had
been easy because it wasin the mind, like poetry. Thiswasthered, the daylight man. Thiswastheman |
would liewith tonight, and live with for the rest of my life.

"If you chew grass you get liver flukes," | said.

"Then I'll be crawling with 'em by thistime," he said equably, but he threw the chewed stalk away.
He pushed the hair back from hisface. "Anyway, what you were saying about class, that wasn't the
point."

"I know. And | don't say it doesn't exis, but | think it's nothing to do with money or family, or
the old-fashioned thingsthat went to makeit up. | think it's habits of mind and ways of thinking."

"Well, yes, but that takes you right back to family, doesn'tit?You're dwaysmore
comfortable with people who were brought up the same way as yourself."

"Till something se overridesit.”
Hesmiled. "Like now? Aye, but if waysof thinking count, then you and | aren't far apart.”

"That'swhat | keep trying to tell you. Anyway, aslong as neither of us minds, it doesn't
matter."

"Why should | mind? I'm getting the best end of the bargain. And you're useful around the garden,
which will be something when weretrying to scrape aliving for ourselves out of the bush.”

"And you're pretty good about the house, which ditto.”

"S0," he said, picking another grass stalk and beginning to chew that, "if we both make out in
bed—"



"Well, for heaven's sake, don't you know how you make out in bed? | thought country boys
spent all their time smooching in haystacks."

"Haystacks are overrated,” said Rob. Hisvoice had an odd expression, and looking up | saw
the faintest of tinges under the brown in his cheeks. | thought &t first, not really believing it, that he
was embarrassed; then, with a stab of surprisethat was curioudy poignant and even nervous.
Great heavens, | do believe he doesn't know any more than | do. . ..

His eyes came up to mine, and | knew he had read me. | went scarlet in my turn, and then suddenly
we were both laughing, and in each other's arms.

"Oh, Rob, | just thought you were conventional.”

"What's conventiona mean except right?1 didn't want it last night because if it was worth waiting for,
it was worth waiting till now; and | don't want it now because | don't want it out here in afield with
thistles. | want it at home, in bed, and for keeps, on adark night with no one interrupting. And now
you know -why."

"Oh, Rob. Darling Rab . . . | suppose well manage somehow. People have."

"Well, there's evidence. At least between you and me there'll be no questions to ask."”
"At any rate you can't pretend you've never kissed a girl before

"l didn't tell you that, did I?"

"No. No ... Infact, I'd say at aguessthat you've had rather a lot of practice.”

"Practice was what it was, then. Come to think of it, why should| gointo
haystacks—old-fashioned you are, aren't you, it's the back seet of a car these days—with girls, when
I've had my own girl lined up since | was knee high to a grasshopper? | don't deny I've let abit of steam
off now and again, but | reckoned the real thing'd keep for you."

"Rob, love, you're out of the Ark."

"And a proper old sex-ship that was, cometo think of it. Wéll, dl right, you tell me: would you have
gonewith anyone el se?'

"NO."
"Because you were waiting for me."

It was a statement, not a question, but | answered it. "Of course. Rob, if you had been
with another girl, do you suppose 1'd have known?"

"Probably not, if 1'd taken care to keep you out. But you'd have found out afterwards, |
guess." Hegave mealook that was only half amused. "I knew when you were kissing James
the other night. | was about ready to strangle the pair of you, except that | knew the muddle you
werein."

"So you were. And therewas | thinking I'd found him— you—at last, and wondering why |
didn't even likeit."

"l didn't get it dl that clearly." Helay back on the rug, thinking. "Somehow, thisone thing, sex; |
mean—it'stheonly thing you and | don't seem to know about each other, right downto thelast



thought.” He rolled over on his back, put his hands behind his head, and narrowed his eyes againgt the
sky. "Maybe becauseit's something we've got to share physicaly. The one seems to switch the
other off, somehow. | don't know. ... Anyway, somehow, | don't think it'll bedl that difficult.” He
wasslent for alittle, relaxing in the sun. "What would you like to do now?"

"Do?'

"What | mean is, how are we going to put the rest of the day in till it's decent time to
go to bed?"

"Oh. Wdll, therésdwaystelevison.”

"Aye." The syllable sounded deepy, and it occurred to me suddenly that the"man of al work™ who
had watched outside my cottage most of the night had probably been up again at five o'clock, going
about his jobs.

| touched hishair. "Why don't wejust stay heretill wefed like going home, and get acup of tea
somewhere on theway?"

"Fine, if that'swhat you'd like. | think thisday'll hold up till then. But we'll get storm before
night.”

"Oh, no! Are you sure?"

"Pretty sure. Thereésbeen rainin the hills, and I think it's coming thisway. But not yet, don't worry. .
.." Thedark lashes shut. Time passed. He lay so quietly that | thought he dept, but then he said, without
dirring: "Day'sbeginningto drag a bit, wouldn't you say?"

"'Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds.”

"What'sthat?"

"Something Juliet said when she was waiting for Romeo."
"Themagan."

"Yes" | did not say what | wasthinking, that it had occurred to me, thinking about the play
yesterday, that in some ways our secret love was much like theirs, astarlit descant to the family feuding
and matchmaking of daylight. Aslong asthelovers could hold their private world inviolate, al waswell,
but when the warring factions crowded in . . .

"Forget it," said my lover. His eyeswere open, and he was watching my face. "Whatever it is, well
work it out together. And right this moment, today's our own, and after we've got your cousins affair
sorted out, so'sthe rest of our lives. Forget it. Thisisus."

He dtretched an arm acrossand | did onto it, with my head in the curve of his shoulder. The sun was
hot. Overheed, the lacing of boughs did alight and moving shadow over us, tempering the sun. A heron
flapped ponderoudy upriver. The lambs slept on the warm hillside. Even the rooks were quiet.
| think we talked awhile longer. Our thoughts moved and mingled, but without the same clarity
and force as before. No need now, | thought sleepily, with our bodies touching; with his hand
cupped warm and gentle under my breast, and my hair under his cheek. No need. Here is
my rest. We slept.

Ashley, 1835



At the door he paused, and |ooked back at the room. The faint light showed it clearly enough to his
sharpened senses, but he could have shut his eyes and traced, accurately, every flower on the carpet,
every line of the plaster maze on the wadll, every fern on the frame that held the ceiling glass.

Fletcher would come later and straighten the bed, and put all to rights.

Never again, he thought. It would never be the same again. They had had their time outside the
world, at the still center, in the Wondrous Ides. Now they must submit to the drag of the polar world
outsde. That they might change one happiness for another did not occur to him. Happiness was not the
air he breathed.

He shut the door gently behind him, and trod down the dippery stepsinto the maze.

Eighteen
How cam'st thou hither, tell me, and wherefore?
—Romeo and Juliet, 11, ii

We had arranged to go back to my cottage rather than to Rob's, because the latter, so near to the
Hendersons, gave less privacy. When we got there we found that Mrs. Henderson, though respecting
our desireto be aone, had nevertheless contrived that we should be wel comed. On the sitting-room
table was a note which wished uswell in the most substantial way possible. " Supper in oven,” it said, and
we found an excellent casserole gently bubbling there, with jacket potatoes hot and soft beside it on the
shelf. Thetablewaslaid, and held, besides, an apple pie, abowl of cream, and a generous wedge of
cheese. We had brought a bottle of champagne in with us, and we drank this with supper, then washed
the dishestogether, while the dusk drew dowly over the shining lake outside, and the thrush sang its heart
out in the pear tree.

"Make themost of it, mate," said Rob. "It's going to be arough night." He caught my look, and
grinned. "I wastaking to the thrush. | warned you wed get astorm, didn't I?"

"Youdid. Isit redly going to rain? It's been such alovely day."
He cocked his head to one side as he picked up the last dish and started to dry it. "Listen.”

| listened. | heard it then, behind the thrush's song. VVolleys of wind sifting the orchard trees; blowing
and ebbing, then blowing again in gusts suddenly strong enough to keen in the telephone wires. The lake
water darkened and gleamed under the racing cat's-paws.

"Thisll fetch down aded of the apple-blow," said Rob. "Here, | don't know whereit goes." He
handed methedish, and | saw him glance at the clock, but | was wrong about the reason. He was
reaching for hisjacket, which he had hung over the back of achair. "Bryony ..." Hisapologetic look,
whichin someonel didn't love I'd have called hangdog, spoke for itsdlf.

"l know," | said, "don't say it. Y ou've got to go and feed the hens.”

| found | had been watching for just that smile. Eleven short hours, and aready a haf-glance from
him, amused and tender, could do thisto me. We forge our own chains.

"They'll bein bed long since. Mrs. H. did them for me. But I'm afraid | will haveto go up to the
Court and take alook around. | dways do a night-watchman round on the public side, and tonight, with
the family gone up to London—"



| clapped ahand to my mouth. "Oh, Rob, | quite forgot! | never rang Cathy up to say | couldn't go
to the party! | did try thismorning, but no one answered, and | meant to try again from Worcester, but |
forgot al about it. How awful!"

"Couldn't you ring up now? It's barely ten. Happen they'll forgive you when you tell them what made
you forget. Will you tdl them?*

"Will I not! They'll be ddighted, | know. They think the world of you. But | can't telephone them
now, | don't even know where the party wasto be held. | wasto go to their flat and have dinner with
them, and then go with them to the party. They'll have gone by now. . . . Oh, how awful of me."

"I shouldn't worry. They'll think you missed the train or something. They may ring up hereto find out
what happened.”

"l hope so. | could try theflat again, | suppose.”

He il hesitated. "Do you mind my leaving you? I'll be about an hour, | expect. If you like, I'll wait
till you've phoned, and you can come with me?"

| shook my head. "No, go ahead. And don't hurry yoursdlf; after I've done the phoning I'm going to
have abath, and I've got alot of tidying up to do. Heavens, what on earth will | say to them ... ?1tl
sound a bit funny as an explanation, coming out of the blue. Would you call yourself an accident, or an
act of God, or what, Rob?"

He grinned. "I'll leave that to you. Maybe you'll be clearer about it, come the
morning." He had been checking doors and windows as we talked. He came back to me. "Now, as
your husband, Bryony Granger, do | rate alatchkey?"

| went to the bureau where my father's things still lay inalittle pile, and took hiskey. | held
it out on the pam of my hand.

Yours now, Ashley. The familiar name-pattern slid through.
Mine now.

Our eyes met, and the signals faded abruptly. Hetook the key delicately, as if he dared not
touch me, hesitated briefly, then smiled and went. The door latched shut behind him, and seconds
later the garden wicket swung and clashed. | heard a pause in the thrush's song, then it began

again.

Asl| didled the Underhills flat, and then sat listening to the vain threshing of the bell, | reflected that |
could very well do with the hour on my own. It was alittle disconcerting to have to stage-manage one's
own honeymoon at such short notice.

No reply. | put the receiver back, then ran upstairsto find that Mrs. Henderson, bless her, had been
there, too. She had put fresh sheets on the double bed and turned it down ready. There were
clean towd s in the bathroom; she had even brought Rob's things across for him, and laid out the
razor, with pajamas and dressing gown and a clean shirt for the morning. The room had been
newly cleaned, and smelled of polish and the sweet scent of cowdips jam-packed tight in abow! on the
windowsill.

After dl, there was plenty of time. | had abath, hunted out a pretty nightdress| had bought in
Funchd, then sat down to brush my hair. It was barely half an hour since Rob had gone, but
dready it wasfull dark, and without, tonight, even the light of moon and stars. Clouds had come piling



up, seemingly from nowhere, into ablack sky, and the fitful wind drove aloose bough of the Fribourg
rose knocking against the glass. Even as| paused to listen, hairbrush in hand, the force of the spasmodic
gustsincreased. | could hear the growing fret and rush of wind in the orchard branches, and the
slapping of water on the shingle at the Pool's edge. Rob had been weather-wise; it would be a
rough night.

On the thought, | heard him come in, the soft click of the spring lock dmost drowned by a sudden
rattle of rain flung againgt the casement. A current of fresh damp air came with him.

| haf turned towards the door, but he did not approach the stairs. He trod lightly into the Sitting
room, and paused.

No further sound. He seemed to be standing ill, listening. | could picture him, head aslant,
wondering, perhaps, what his cue would be to come upstairs.

My bedroom door opened straight on the smal landing, from which an open stairway descended
into the sitting room. | pulled on my housecoat, went to the head of the stairs, and leaned over the
banister. The room below wasin the shadows. | could see him standing near the door, with ahand up to
the light switch.

"Rob? You've been quick. D'you know, Mrs. H. even got the bedroom ready and laid your
things out—?" | stopped dead. He had turned quickly at the sound of my voice, and looked up. It
was not Rob. It was my cousin James.

We stood staring at one another for afew stretched seconds of silence. Juliet with adifference, |
thought, with awry flicker that had nothing to do with amusement. Then, forcibly, damn and damn and
damn. Wewere to have had tonight, at least, before the world broke in.

Perhaps after dl | could saveit. It would be twenty minutes or so before he got back from the
Court; if I could get this over, explain what had happened, and get rid of James before Rob had to
come back and face him . . .

"James—" | began, and started down the stairway.

Stopped again. The cottage door opened a second time, and Emory came in. He took out the
bunch of keys which James had l€eft in thelock, dropped it into his pocket, and shut the door
carefully behind him. As he turned, he saw me. | couldn't see hisface, but he stopped 4till asif he
had been struck.

"Bryony! | thought you werein London!"

"Wadl, asyou can see, I'm not.” | said it dowly, looking from oneto the other. "I forgot the party.
Sily of me, wasn't it? But here | am. What do you want?'

"Y ou forgot the party?' Jamess voice sounded strange, quite unlike his usual assured manner.
"What do you mean?'

"What | say. Y ou seem to haveforgotten it, too."

"Well, not exactly." Emory's ease of manner was alittle too good to be true. "Our invitations were
cancelled. | suppose we have you to thank for that."

"It's possible. So what brings you here?"



Dark asit was, | saw the glance that went between them, vivid as an ectric spark. "1 saw your light
goon," said James, asif that explained everything.

"S0?' | sad coldly. "That <till doesn't explain why you let yoursdlf into my house like this, and how
you happen to have akey. Or why you came here, thinking—hoping?—I'd be away. Well?'

"Thefact is—" began James, but Emory cut across him.
"We thought you'd be in town, so we borrowed Mrs. Henderson'skey."

The word "borrowed" held no touch of irony, but | knew that, had they spoken with Mrs.
Henderson, shewould be bound to have told them about Rob's and my marriage, and that we
would be hometonight. | could trandate well enough. She kept the cottage keys hanging on anail insde
her back door, which, like most doorsin the country, was rarely locked. My cousins must have watched
their chance to abgtract the keys from their nail, then come down here.

Emory flashed me asmile, which, however, did not colour hisvoice; thiswas the voice of aman
thinking quickly; of amaninahurry. "It'sadiabolica liberty, | know, but time pressed. Since you're
here, that makesit easier.”

"Makeswhat easer?’
"There was something we wanted rather urgently.”

"l see” And | thought | did. I pulled the housecoat closer round me, belted it, and began dowly to
descend the dtairs. | was remembering, with aquick dam of the blood in my heart, the mysteries that had
yet to be solved. And | remembered, asclearly asif it were my lover telling me again, that these two
could be dangerousif they weredriventoit. Perhaps, | thought suddenly, they had put two and
two together about the silver pen, and that was why they had come here. . . . But no, they had thought |
wasin London; thisvist had nothing to do with that mystery.

Resolutely | put the thought aside. | concentrated on the present, and on kegping my mind
shut to Rob: if he had received the sudden jagged pattern of fear which had zigzagged across
my brain amoment ago, he would come straight here at the run, and an awkward—surely no more than
awkward?—scene could easily become nasty. There was il time enough, | thought, to grasp the nettle
and tdl them what had happened, and then get rid of them.

| reached the foot of the stairs. The light from the bedroom door, spilling out on the landing
above, showed me Jamessface. It looked tense, and rather pale, and his eyes burned on mine with
what looked like anger. | said, aseadly as | could:

"It's late, and as you can see, I'm on my way to bed. What did you cometo get? | suppose
it was the books? Well, I'm sorry, but they'll have to wait till morning.” I crossed to the
window and began to draw the curtains. "Put the light on, Emory. That's better. The Brooke isn't
here, anyway. | told you | wastaking it to be vaued. And I'd like to keep the other one for acouple
of dayslonger, please. After that, you'll be welcome. And if you've anything more to discuss,
that will haveto wait, too. So, since there aren't any other objects of virtu to interest you, then |
suggest—"

"Not even you, seemingly,” said James.

"What?" | had been straightening the curtains. | swung round and looked at him. | saw Emory turn,
too. A tiny chill stroked the skin adlong my bare arms, like acat's fur brushing up.



"Y ou were expecting Rob Granger,” said James. Then, across me to his brother: " She thought
| was Granger. She called down to tell him the bedroom was ready, and then came out. Like that."

"Rob Granger?' said Emory, then, drawling alittle: "Well, well, well." Silence for two blood-bedts,
while the eyes of both cousinstook mein from head to foot. Hair loose to my shoulders, the hairbrush
il in my hand; dippers, the scent of the bath; my housecoat wrapping meto the ankles, but parting to
show the nightdress undernegth.

| crossed to the fireplace, sat down in one of the armchairs, and regarded them both calmly.

"Yes, Rob Granger. So now, if you don't mind, 1'd rather you went. Hell be coming soon, and it
would be embarrassing for everyoneif you were il here.”

James came dowly forward. He was looking sick. It came to me with surprise that perhaps he had
redlly cared; the scene in the garden the other night had not just been part of the twins play for the
breaking of thetrust.

"I'm sorry, James." | said it gently. "What can | say? Only that it took me as much by surprise as
anyone. And it'sfor redl. | know now that nothing elsewas. . . . Y ou know how | felt about you when
wewerein our teens; well, it just didn't work out. | don't know why. It'sthe way things go. It turnsout it
was Rab, dl aong, but | hardly redized it till today. Y ou might say it was just one of those things; you
don't see them coming, but then they come out of nowhere like the Severn Bore, and everything gets
swept away intheflood.”

A sound from Emory, amuffled exclamation that sounded dmost like alaugh. Then he said,
impatiently: "Look, Bryony, what the hell'sit matter if you're degping with Rob Granger? Leaveit, Twin.
Can't you seeit makesit awholelot eeser?!

"Makeswhat easer?' | demanded. "And I'm not deeping with Rob Granger, not in the sense you
mean. | married him this morning. Now do you seewhy | forgot Cathy's party, and why | want to get rid
of you both?!

It was abombshell, of course, and | hadn't meant to drop it quite like this. But even so, it didn't
explode in quite the way | had expected. Emory moved forward, and the two of them stood, oneto
ather sdeof my chair, saring down a me.

Though | was used to the resemblance, had played with them both since childhood, it was somehow
uncanny, the two faces, o very dike, looking at me with the same ill, rigid expressions.

But there were differences. James was as white as paper now, with that curioudy sick look, asif
something in hismind was cringing from redlity. Emory wore alook | was unfamiliar with: apale, hard
expression, the grey eyes narrowed, with the lower lidslifted and the eyes themsalves quite
expressonless.

| said, steadily: "Yes, were married. It redly did happen just out of the blue. I'll tell you about it
some other time, but we just found out quite suddenly how much we meant to one another. So thereit is.
. And hereweare." | turned apam upwardsin my lap. It was asort of gesture of relegation; an
"over to you."

The pause seemed to last for ever, then they both spoke at once. As Emory began, quickly: "So
helll be over here soon? How soon?' James found his voice. He seemed to speak with difficulty. "So
you're going to stay at Ashley? Here?"



"Thisisamuch nicer cottage," said Emory, "than the one he has in the farmyard.”

| suppose | must have gaped up at the pair of them. The conversation seemed to be taking
aturn towards sheer irrelevance. Or so one might have thought, if it had not been for those cool Ashley
eyes meeting on melike searchlights concentrated on a target, and the impression | got of
those quick Ashley brainsreappraising some situation | hadn't yet grasped.

"No," | said, rather sharply, "not here. I've some other news for you. I'd have told you
tomorrow, in any case. We plan to emigrate. Rob's been thinking of it for ages, and we spoke to
Mr. Emerson today about it. | want to go, too. It's the best thing, you must seethat.” | looked at James,
andtried asmile. "'l told you beforethat dl 1 wanted wastimeto let the future show itself, and now it has.
So surely that's your problem solved, too?!

James didn't answer. Above my head the concentration had shifted. | looked up at Emory.
They were consulting one another in slence acrossme, asif | wasn't there. It isawaysirritating to be
ignored; thiswas more, it was curioudy disturbing. So was Emory's next remark.

"Y ou can stop worrying, then, Twin."

| raised my brows. "Doesn't it concern both of you? | meant that | am now prepared to break the
trust. | told Mr. Emerson so today."

No answer. My over-sengitive mental antennae picked up some powerful and urgent message that
couldn't be spoken. James's eyes were il fast on his brother. Emory nodded to him, then smiled down
ame.

"Y ou mugt forgive usfor seeming so eager to lose you, but you know the situation. Of course that's
wonderful news about thetrust. So, Sinceit'sworking out so well for everyone, it sesemswe can offer
you our congratulations. And the bridegroom, too, of course.”

Plain, ordinary words, kindly, even; but there was no kindnessin hisvoice, only briskness, with a
burnish of flippancy, that left nothing to respond to.

James saved me the need. He was pursuing something of hisown, still with that disturbing urgency.
"Then youll sdll the cottage strip?”

"Well, yes" | said dowly. "I hadn't thought about it yet, but why not? Thisisone bet | don't fed like
hedging. We shan't come back."

James's face went dack with relief, and | saw colour come creeping back. | had some regppraisal
to do there, mysdlf, it seemed. Not only did he urgently want the property; he was eager to see me go.
Emory pegged it home, saying, swiftly, and with an easinessthat seemed worked for: "What splendid
news. It redly isreprieve, Twin."

"Reprieve?’ | queried.

Emory moved away from me, to perch on the edge of the table. He seemed relaxed now, and totally
at ease. "'l think you should betold, cousin dear, that it really was becoming more than ever urgent that
we should be able to sdll the Court, and sdll it quickly. We've got abig speculator interested now, but he
won't look at the property without access to Penny's Flats. And we are being hurried. Our dear
stepmother's father finds himself suddenly in need of funds, so he proposesto transfer back to Spain
some of the capital he put into the Bristol business. Something to do with marriage trusts for the two
other daughters; dowries, they call it ill. Quaint, don't you think?"



"l see. And it'stied up, isthat it?"

"Y ou could put it that way if you like." Emory sounded amused. "It so hgppensthat it'sin use
elsawhere. We've been repaying the interest so far in ingtalments, but now they want the principal
back. ... And I'm afraid it isn't there.”

The regppraisal was easy after dl. "Youmeanyou stoleit,” | said.
"You have such away of putting things,"” said Emory.

Another silence. Then | got to my feet. "Well, there doesn't seem to be much moreto say, does
there? My husband and 1"—the phrase was like a shield—"will see Mr. Emerson again as soon aswe
can, and let him get on with breaking the trust and transferring the cottage strip to you.” | took a bregth,
trying to control my voice, but it came out edged. "I hope hell be able to get itsworth out of you, and in
cash, because Rob and | are going to need it. But for the present the cottage is ill ours, and |
should like the keys back, please, and then I'd like you both to go.”

Without aword Emory drew the keys from his pocket and dropped them on the table. They
fell with alittle jingle. Hedid lazily from the table's edge and straightened up, till smiling. James
cleared histhroat again, but said nothing. | suppose we must have stood there for only afew seconds,
but it seemed to stretch out like ayear; three strangers, parting, in acold room.

| felt curioudy numb, | suppose with shock, though | should have been prepared, after the Bad Tolz
affair, for the redization that Rob had been only too right about my Ashley cousins, they were more than
just sdlf-willed and ruthless men; they were criminals. There was no need, now, to hear from Walther
about the photograph. | knew for certain, asif my father himsdlf had told me, that it had been Emory
there on the Wackersberg road, and Emory who had gone (in the person of James) straight to Jerez,
while James had doubled for him here at home. Asbefore, | crushed the thought aside, in case Rob
should catch itsecho and react to it. All | wanted now wasto be rid of the twinsand their degling, and
for ever. | was conscious of adull kind of hope that, once the arrangements were made with Mr.
Emerson, | need never see my cousins again.

But even s0, when the keysfell from Emory's hand to the cottage table, the sound they made wasa
tiny knell to the past. Y et another knell. Ashley was gone from me, and with it, how much more.

| shook it off, and, turning abruptly, went to the door and opened it. The wind was higher than ever,
tempestuous. The beech trees beyond the orchard roared and swayed against afast-moving sky where
the clouds, massing and countermassing, piling and bresking and streaming off in spindrift, l&ft blinksand
glimpses of the moonlit immensity beyond. The orchard, with its pale tents of blossom, redled in and out
of light and shadow, itstorn flowers snowing down the gusts of wind. The rain had stopped.

Tomy relief the flying moonlight showed me the path still empty, and away beyond the roaring
boughs alight till in the Court. But it showed me something else. The lawn in front of the cottage was
under water asfar asthelilac tree. The level of the Pool must have risen haf ameter. And whilel
watched, agust of the driving wind sent the water dapping across the flags dmost to the doorstep.

"It'sdl right,” said Emory, just behind me. "That's what we meant by ‘reprieve.’ WEIl go across now
and shut the High Sluice. So, dear cousin, lie easy in your marriage bed.”

"Shut the High Suice?' | whirled on him. | felt mysdf go aswhite asashest. "What do you mean?"

Hetook me by the shoulders. Behind me the door, caught in agust of wind, dammed shut again. He
shook me, quite gently. "I told you it's areprieve. We haven't been quite honest with you, my dear. We



didn't comedl thisway just to get the books. Y ou were going to give those to us anyway, weren't you?
We came to—well, to hasten your decision to sall the cottage strip.”

No misundergtanding thistime. | got the whole picture straight away. "Y ou wanted to flood
the place again? Y ou mean you opened the High Suice deliberately, and on anight like this?'

"We could hardly choose our night. We had to take the chance, with you and the Underhills away.
The weather was just abonus. It quickened things up abit for James—hewas the one at the Sluice. |
was otherwise engaged.”

"And you needn't tell me how. Y ou madethedibis. It was your turn, wasn't it?"
The grey eyes narrowed. "What do you mean?"

| caught at my flying thoughts. | had been thinking about the Bad Tolz dibis, but | knew
better now than to push my luck, not under those Ashley eyes. | said hoarsely: "I was thinking about
Cathy."

"Oh, that. Y es, that was work wasted, but I've always been one to write off my losses. | don't bear
you any grudge over that, Bryony, my dear; not the way things seem to be turning out now." A brief
laugh as Cathy was dismissed. "Wdll, now you know the lot. We reckoned another bad flood
would put paid to the cottage, and force your hand. Brutal of us, wasn' it, but needs mugt, they say, and
the devil's certainly been driving for the last Sx monthsor more. . . . Believeme," said Emory,
sounding sincere and very charming with it, "wed have been sorry about the cottage, if you really
liked it, but you should have more sense than to get sentimental about a gold mine.”

The words set up an echo of some kind: James speaking with regret and genuine bitterness about
the Court and the derdliction everywhere. And somewhere in the distance the sound of hammering.

"Luck all the way," said Emory. "Luck for you, too. Y our being here tonight might
have bitched the whole thing up, quite gpart from the fact that Rob Granger usualy goeshome as
soon as he's done his rounds at seven, or el se away down to the Bull. Asitis, | suppose hélll be coming
dongthisway at any minute, and he'll be bound to notice the water levd. Tdl himtherésno
need to trouble; well go straight to the High Sluice now." "But—" | began, then shut my teeth oniit. |
wasn't going to tell them that Rob was doing his rounds now, and would certainly, darkness or no
darkness, have seen the level of the water. Hisreaction, | knew, would be to check straight away on the
duices. He must not run into my cousinstonight on the same errand. If | could get rid of them now, |
could cal himin my own way, and warn him off.

"You'd better hurry, then," | said quickly. "The way the Pool'srisenit looks asif the Overflow can't
carry it dl away. It must be coming over the bank aready. For pity's sake, Emory—"

"Cadm down, cam down. We can get the Low Suice open.”

"You certainly can't! It's been wedged shut again. Y ou should never have touched it, it's been unsafe
for years! Just get the High Sluice closed before there's some red damage done. . . . You'd better get

going.”
But as| turned to open the door for them again, the telephone rang.
Aghley, 1835

A cock crowed from the direction of the farmyard. Night's snger was slent, and day'sfirst chorus
had died to desultory pipings. A rustle from somewhere near the edge of the maze made him pause and



listen, head adant. A badger on itsway home, perhaps. Or aroe. If deer had been in the garden again he
must tell the keeper to take the gun out after them today.

Today . .. Today was not just another day. Today he would have to face them. His father was
dead, and he was Ashley. From somewhere he must find the courage to face them with what he had
done. Then, afterwards, she would be with him.

Something showed pae on the grass near the mouth of the maze. Stooping to peer, he recognized
the kerchief he had given her: it was of silk, and, for fear it should be seen, sheworeit dwaysin her
bosom. Wondering how she had cometo drop it there, he picked it up, and, smiling, held it to hisface.
The gentle fragrance of lavender brought her near again, and with her the sweet days of summer.

Still smiling, hewalked out of the maze.

Nineteen
The letter was not nice, but full of charge Of dear import, and the neglecting it May do much danger.
—Romeo and Juliet, V, ii

Thethree of us stood asif struck till, while the harsh threshing of the bell drowned out even the wild
sounds of the night. Then | made amove. Emory's hand shot out and gripped my wrist.

"We're not here, remember? And neither areyou. Leaveit."
"It might be Cathy."
"And if it is? She doesn't know you're back here. Leaveit."

| was angry now. "It'smy phone, Emory. | shan't tel anyone you're here, if you're afraid. But what is
there to be afraid of now?Y our crime's been called off, hasn't it?"

"Therésalight in the Court." James spoke quickly, from the window. "Rob must have gone over. If
he's seen the water level he may be telephoning here before he goes over to the High Suice. Sheld better
answer, or he might think something's up.”

"Could be" said Emory. Then, to me, swiftly: "Ishelikdy to cdl helpinif hesseen theleve ?!
"I doubt it. HE's quite capable of dedling with it himsdlf. He's kept the Court going for long enough.”

| did not trouble to keep the bite out of my voice, but Emory didn't ssemto notice. "Well ..." he
said, and stood beck.

Only as| picked up the telephone did the other possibility present itsdf. Aslate asthis, the call must
be urgent. 1t would certainly not be Rob, but it might well be Herr Gothard. He would not have received
the photographs yet, but he might speak of my promise to send them; or he might even be ringing to tell
me of some other progress made towards identification of the guilty driver. | had the receiver half back to
itsrest, but avoice was dready talking quickly, and very audibly, through it. Not Herr Gothard; it was
Ledie Oker, not even waiting for meto respond, but in full and joyous spate with his news.

"Bryony? My dear, | smply had to ring you. | know it'sadreadful hour of night, and I'm sorry if you
were adleep, but I've been trying to get you off and on al day, and when you hear what | havetotell you
I'm sureyou'l think it was worth it. My dear, the book . . ."



It was aloud telephone, Ledi€'s obvious excitement carrying through dmost asif hewerein the
room. Beside me, Emory made a sharp movement of interest. | started to speak, but Ledie wasn't
listening. He swept on.

"| just had to tell you—I'm as certain as can be that the book’s genuine. It's been re-bound, and that
will take something off itsvaue, but it's still very vauableindeed. | wouldn't like to guess at afigure, until
I've found out alittle moreabout it. . . . Inany case, when you cometo thered rarities, you can't put a
figure on them until they go into the sale room. But it could be very valuable, very vauableindeed . . .
museum stuff . . . provenance. . ."

He talked on about the book, half technica jargon that | hardly took in. | put ahand tightly over the
mouthpiece, looked up at Emory, and spoke under my breath. "Well, there's your answer. Ready cash,
or a any rate something to borrow on—collateral, do they cal it? Now | hope you'll leave my hometo
mefor aslong as| need it?'

| doubt if Emory even heard the bitter little gibe. His eyes were gleaming, and he mouthed
something; | thought it was "How much?' | shook my head as the tel ephone quacked what was obviously a
question, and took my hand off the mouthpiece again.

"Sorry, Ledlie, | didn't catch that. What did you say?"

"l sad, when | lifted it, | found something that might be in its own way even moreinteresting. It'sa
bit long, but do you want to hear it now?"

"Hear what? Lifted what?" | asked unguardedly.

"Thebookplate. That curious rectangular design with the crest in the middle and that weird motto of
yours, Touch Not the Cat."

Something jarred meright back to the dert. "Oh yes, that,” | said quickly. "Well, look, Ledie, |
should have told you sooner, the book isn't officially mine any longer. Since Daddy's desth dl the family
things belong to my cousin Emory. I'll tell him to get in touch with you, and—"

Hedidn't hear the rest, and for avery good reason. Emory's hand had come between my mouth and
the telephone, covering the mouthpiece again. His other hand closed on the receiver, over mine, and lifted
it away from me. Held in midair in front of me, the metallic voice quacked on, al too clear.

"... Sorry to hear that, dear, because redly, such afind ... Of course, moving it won't militate
againgt the vaue of the book at all, snce the bookplate was put on so much later. After the rebinding,
too, did I makethat clear? In fact, it looked to me asif it had been lifted before, and pasted down again;
recently, I'd say ... o | fdlt quitejudtified in lifting it again, and indeed, | was right, because the origina
flyleaf wasthere. It puts the whole thing beyond the bounds of doubt. But this paper | wastelling you
about, that | found under the bookplate, well, that's of rea family interest, | would think, because there's
anote from one of your family, and the whole thing, love, looks like a mystery to me, too Gothic, redly,
but whet fun. Ligten.”

Welistened, all three of us. Whatever Ledie had found, | did not see now how | could stop Emory
from finding out about it. All he had to do wasring Ledie back himsdlf. It was hisbook, after al.

Leslie was explaining. "It looks like a page from a church regigter. It's numbered seventeen,
and thereareonly three entries. They may all be interesting, | don't know, but thethird onewill
just fascinate you. It's dated April fifteenth, 1835, and it records the marriage of Nicholas Ashley,
Esquire, of Ashley Court, to an Ellen Makepeace, of One Ash."”



Not for worldswould | have put the receiver back now. My mind meshed into gear like aracing
engine. The consequences could wait; | had to know. "The paper, it's in William's Brooke.
In the library ... The map. The letter. In the Brooke."

"Yes," | said, "go on."

"Further down the page someone has written a note. It's signed 'Charles Ashley.' Do
you know who he was?"

"Hewas Nick Ashley'suncle, William Ashley's brother. He succeeded to the Court after Nick
Ashley was shot."

"Oh. Well, anotefrom him. It says—it'srather long, so I'll paraphrase the first bit—he says he
bribed the clerk to recopy the page omitting the Ashley entry, and something about the
incumbent—isthat the Vicar, dear>—being adependent. Does that make sense?"

"| think s0. One Ash was one of the Ashley benefices. If there was ayounger son or apoor relation
they were given the benefice. | suppose Charles Ashley could put pressure on him to keep quiet about
the wedding. Is that what he says?"

"Could be. He says—shall | read the rest to you?"
"Yes pleas=”

"It issaid that the girl goeswith child, and should she bear it before the nine months term isup since
my nephew's degth, there will be those who, for their own base ends, will rumour it abroad that the
child was already begotten on her by my nephew, before she married her husband. Buit it is neither
right nor fitting that the fruit—if it be so—of so hasty and base a connexion should take the property from
the handsof my own fair family who are sprung from alliance with the highest in the County, and
who are of afair age and digposition to administer the Estate. Moreover, and it is this which has
driven meto act as| have done, the brothers of the said Ellen Makepeace did kill and murder my nephew
Nicholas, so to my mind it were better that the child were born dead, than usurp this place with blood
upon hishead. So, God be my witness, it is not upon my conscience to do what | have done. The girl
bears hersdf lowly, and has avowed publicly that the child isthat of her own husband." A pause, during
which | could even hear the rustle of the paper in Ledie's hands. He gave hislittle laugh. " She would, of
course, poor creature. The dear Squire would probably have had the baby quietly put down otherwise.
Widl, well, poor things. Past history isaways agood ded better in the pagt, isn't it, Bryony dear? Does dl
this mean anything to you?'

Emory lowered the receiver to me again. | didn't look a him. | cleared my throat, but even so my
voice came out rather unfamiliar, borrowing, fasdly, alittle of Ledi€'s own over-exuberance:

"l think s0. Yes, | think s0. Ledie, I'm terribly grateful to you. It'sall so exciting, isn'tit, and I'm
awfully glad you rang. May | come over tomorrow, perhaps, and hear al about the book, and look at this
paper? Well havetimeto talk about it then.”

"Well, of course. Thisawful hour . . . But | knew you'd like to know straight away. Look, thereésa
chap in London who'd know more about the Romeus than | do. I'll give him abuzz in the morning, shall |,
before you come?

"Please do. Thank you, Ledie. But Ledie—"
IIYS?I



"Thisfriend of yours—ask him about the book's value by al means, but would you please not tell him
anything about the letter; not till weve had alook at it, and worked out what it means?"

"Wadll, of course not. It's safe with me, dear.” No emphasis, but | knew it was. "Good night."
"Good night. Thank you for ringing.”

The telephone went dead. Emory's hands relaxed, and he stood back from me. | put the receiver
down haf blindly, so that it fell with a clatter. James picked it up and replaced it, and | sat down rather
heavily in the chair besdethetable.

"That was sengble” said Emory. "Well, how many more surprises do you suppose this night will
hold? ThisEllen Makepeace . . . if she actually had that baby—"

| hadn't looked at either of them, but James, prompted perhaps by something in my expression, or by
some stray ingtinct of the Ashley gift, or, what was more likely than either, by some residuum of
jealousy, got there with frightening speed.

"She did. You can bet your bloody life she did. Makepeaces. .. OneAshisfull of them, and
the Grangers are connected.” Then, savagely, to me: "That'sit, isn't it? Rob Granger—that'swho it isl You
can bet your life he goes straight back to this stupid, so-called marriage. That'swhy you did it, isn't it?
Why you married him? Because you knew hewasan Ashley, and legit., at that. Why else would
you marry alout like that?"

"Shut up, Twin." This, sharply, from Emory. "That sort of thing gets us nowhere. Bryony, did
you know about this?"

They would only haveto look in the parish regigter, or even, country memories being what they
were, ask any adult in One Ash, to find that Ellen wasindeed Rob's ancestress " straight back." |
nodded. "I knew he was an Ashley, but | didn't know about the marriage. Neither does he.
He told me he was descended from Nick Ashley, but on the wrong side of the blanket. That was
al."

"Oh, he knows that much? Then | supposeal hisfamily know, too."

"Only the same story we've been hearing al our lives, that the brothers shot Nick for debauching
Ellen, and that she married the Granger lad and had a baby son, but swore on the Bible it was her
husband's, so people accepted it."

"And all the time,” said Emory, with a twist to his voice, "shewastelling the exact truth. Poor
Charles. He must havefairly sweated it out until he saw she was going to be sensible.”

| said nothing. | wasthinking about Ellen Ashley. | felt consumed with pity for that girl, bereft and
hel pless, swearing on the Scripturesto protect her lover's child, and hugging to herself the comfort that
all the time it was the truth. Poor Ellen. | wondered how Robert Granger had been with her, and
how much he had known or guessed of the things she kept in her heart.

"Areyou trying to pretend," demanded James, "that Rob never guessed?’

"That he was | egitimate? Of course not, why should he? If there had ever been ahint, even that he
was an Ashley by-blow, our family would have known, but | told you, it was accepted that the baby was
Robert Granger's. His family may have talked about it among themselves, but nothing more than that.
Have you ever even heard a rumour? | haven't."



"But you said he'd told you that himself."

"Y es. He knew because'—I looked from one to the other —"because he hasthe Ashley gift. You
know about that. Well, so havel. That'swhy our marriage happened asit did, so suddenly. I'd meant to
tell you about that, anyway; | felt | owed you that."

It seemed very strange that | should ever have felt I owed James anything. Now, if | owed
an explanation to anyone, | owed it to Rob. So | told my cousins quickly, the merest sketch, and they
listened, not arguing or even very surprised; they were Ashleys after all. They knew the history of
the "gift," and had themsdves daimed somekind of intuitive link.

"You'll tell him all about it now, | suppose?' asked James, when | had finished.
"Can you think of any reason why not?"

"Wdl, my God—" began my cousin, but Emory stopped him.

"Let her talk. Go on, Bryony."

"Well, why not? Do you think | can stay married to himal my lifeand not tell him something
that might matter to him like this? He ought to know he's a true Ashley, and that his
great-great-grandfather wasn't just a brat fathered on alight-minded girl. He ought to know that Nick
Adhley loved Ellen enough to marry her."

"Or that he was scared silly of her brothers.” That was James.

"That's stupid!" | spoke hotly, asif | were defending Rob himsdf. | knew, aswell asif they
had told me, why Nick and Ellen, just for those fatal few days, had kept their marriage secret.
They were trying, like Rob and me, to keep something to themselves for awhile before the world broke
in. And with even less success.

| straightened wearily in my chair. "Look," | said, "why don't we call it anight and talk about it
tomorrow? With Rob, if you like. As| seeit, what we've found out will make no difference, one way or
another, to what happens here at Ashley. But if you two don't get on your way now, and do something
about the High Suice—"

"To hdl with the High Suice." 1t was odd how James seemed to have taken over the scene. "Areyou
serioudy trying to tell usthat if you tell Granger dl this—this old-time Gothic trash, do you serioudy tell us
that he won't be tempted to make it public? Claim the Court and everything that goes with it? Stay here
with you and play lord of the manor? Someone like that couldn't resist it."

"Rob knows even better than you do what it would mean to have this place unloaded on him," | said
hotly. "1 know he doesn't want to stay here, and neither do |. Do | have to keep telling you? Thiswon't
make any differencetousat d"

"Except that you'd have some money to emigrate with," said James. "Rather more than the cottage
gripwill net for you"

"If wedamed it, and if the claim was upheld.”
"Areyou trying to say that he wouldn't even try to clam it?"

"How many moretimesdo | haveto say it?' | regarded him with weary didike. "Even if we wanted
the Court—or wanted the money the sale would bring—can you seeaclaim likethisstanding upina



court of law? It wouldn't even be worth trying."

"Y our father must have thought it would,” said James obstinately. "Thisiswhy he refused to bresk
the trust the second time we asked him. He must just have found out about Rob Granger.”

"Yes" | spokewith sudden, completeillumination. ("1 did tell Bryanston that she and Rob should
marry. Perhaps the boy knows already that he's an Ashley. Tell the boy who heis.

Thistrugt; it's his concern now. You can depend on himto do what's right. You have—both of
you—imy blessing.") | sat up straight, spesking earnestly. "And he was going to do the right thing, as|
am, and tell Rob dl the truth, and leave it to him. He hasto know. That's dl, James. Further than that it's
up to him, and I've told you what | think helll do: cut hislosses, as I'm doing, and go."

Emory stirred. "Leslie Oker saw the paper, and you can't tell me he'd keep quiet about
ajuicy item like that."

"Hewill if | ask himto. Inany case," | said impatiently, "what doesit matter who knows about it, if
we don't press anything? Mr. Emerson will do as Rob asks him—and, for pity's sake, can you imagine a
clam like that being made today, in the nineteen-seventies? Gothic trash isnt in it. Can you imaginea
courtful of lawyersarguing over an 1837 parish register, and whether or not Bess Ashley really did
hand telepathy down the family?"

"All right,” said Emory, "so imagineit. Whether you want it or not, let Oker once art talking, and
ther€lll be questions asked about our claim to the place and our right to sdll it. And there Smply isnot time
to let the lawyers make amed of it, and spend ten happy years arguing the pros and cons of the Ashley
gift, whilein the meantime Pereirasues us for twenty thousand pounds in no time at all.”

"We could destroy the paper, and square Ledie Oker.” Thisfrom James. They were at it again,
talking acrossme. | believe | said something more, but they ignored me.

"Evenif he can be squared,” said Emory, "he's probably talked already."”
"Well, but without proof—"

"Any inquiry would mean the kind of ddlay we can't afford.”

"That's true," said James.

"Too bad, isn't it?" said Emory.

"Well, what are you going to do?"

"It shouldn't be too difficult,” said Emory, "to fix things"

| saw it then, through the weariness and worry, and | knew, against all belief, that Rob had
been right. Cousins or no, these men were dangerous, even to me and mine. Quick thinking, violent
men, who knew how to profit from accidents. . .

| don't think I moved, but James, still on that odd telepathic wavelength, took a swift step and got
between me and the telephone. | had made no moveto touchit. | shut my eyes and reached for Rob.

But acrossthefirst groping signd | heard James say, urgently: "It's true, you know, Twin, she
can talk to him. Look at her." Then, in sudden, unbelieving revulson: "Emory! No!"

Something hit me hard behind the ear, and | went out like a smashed lamp.



Ashley, 1835

Hislimbswere iff, and heavy asif bound with iron. The painin his chest exploded through hiswhole
body, then died to adow, unmerciful aching. He moaned, but could hear no sound.

Hewaslying on cold, soaking grass. He must, he thought dimly, have fainted. He
remembered—surely he remembered?—going out of the maze; the drenched grasses, and the yew trees
glimmering, heavy with shining, under the faint morning stars. There had been shadows moving at the
mouth of the maze, arough whisper, ahand grabbing at him, then the skin-prickling sound of a cocked
fowling piece. ..

The memory faded, and with it, dowing into adrowsy warmth, the pain died. His head felt light and
empty, and he had the strangest fancy that he was floating above his own body, dravn upward from its
chilling weight asif the air sucked him away, leaf-light. Theniit, too, faded.

Twenty
And the place death, considering who thou art, If any of my kinsmen find thee here.
—Romeo and Juliet, 11, ii

| had aheadache, and it was dark. At first | thought the noises were in my head, but, as| dowly
swam up into the headache and the chilly air, | redlized that the creakings and the splashes, and the
keening gusts of wind, were redlities, as was the dam of wood on wood that had finaly wakened me.

It took me alittle time to come fully to mysdlf, and discover where | was. At first, groping for my
bearings through painfully returning consciousness, | thought | must be somewhere out in the open; | was
lying on what seemed to be hard ground strewn with twigs and dead |eaves and broken shards, with the
amells of wet earth and growing things and rotting wood blown round me strongly on the gusty drafts. But
then, dowly, walsand akind of roof built themselves out of the near-darkness round me, and | saw that |
was in an enclosed space perhaps the size of the cottage sitting room, but with aceiling so lowv—ameter
or so above me—that | could hardly sit up without striking my heed. | could only see this much because
thewalls, though surely solid enough, showed here and there a crack or aknothole through which filtered
agrey andfitful light.

| dragged mysdf shakily to hands and knees, and crawled to one of these to peer through.

| saw athick, ragged hedge, blocking a square of windy sky; grasses whipping in thewind; nearer at
hand the dim tangles of somethick cregper swinging and begting like waves against the bal ustrade of
arustic stairway which cut diagonally across my vision. Everywhere was the sound of trees
and water, and theregling grey light of amoon behind wind-driven cloud.

| had it then. Thiswasthe pavilion, at the center of the maze. The damming noise was the broken
shutter which had worked loose and was swinging to and fro in the wind, and the stairs beside me were
those leading up to the verandah and the pavilion's door.

They led upwards, past me. | was under the pavilion, in the space below the floor, with the access
door beneath the verandah dammed shut and—as | groped dazedly to discover-securely jammed
from outside.

A gust of wind, carrying a scatter of small debris, struck the pavilion, and a draft whipped through
the crack where | crouched, blowing my hair singing into my eyes. | came fully awake then, with dl that
had happened vividly back in mind, dotted neatly into place like items on a computerized account; and



withit, dl that was due to happen, which | suppose | had seen in that one brief flash of illumination, so
brutdly cut off by Emory's blow.

Some dim memory | il retained, of quick incisve ingructions from Emory to James, and of protests
overruled. | must have surfaced into consciousness from time to time, enough to catch snatches
of the argument that ensued. | knew now why James had |ooked so strained and sick; he had after dl
cared enough—or been frightened enough—not to want to see me harmed.

"l tell you, Twin, shelll be perfectly safe." That was Emory, impatience held hard on the curb. "I'll put
her in the pavilion and lock her in. Shelll be above water level there, and shelll be out of action long
enough. . . . No oneto hear if she shouts, and by that time we can be on the other side of the county.”

"But she's seen us here, and for God's sake, Emory, if anything happensto Rob Granger,
you can't expect her to St mute. Our alibis are blown before we start."

"Very wel, then." Quick and smooth. " She goes. Y ou agree?"
"No! Areyou crazy? Look, we've got to think of something else—"
"Such as? You can't have it both ways."

A pause, then from James, dowly: "I think we can. I'm willing to bet sheld say nothing, whatever she
might think she knows about an accident to Rob. . . . Yes, dl right, so she'smarried him; all that crap she
gave usabout it, if you can believeit . . . never last out the honeymoon, even, alout likethat . . . Look,
Twin, | meanit. She's never said aword about her father's death, has she? About its being one of us. . .
And she knows. She cottoned on to that pen of mine that you dropped, I'm certain she did; but
she'snever said aword, and it's my bet she never will, just as she held her tongue about that
stuff Cathy stole."

"Weél, but Cousin Jon's death was an accident. Shell know this won't be."
"All thesame ..."

So much came back to me, more or less clearly. The outcome, however arrived at, was clearer ill.
Whether James had, in the end, agreed with Emory's plan to dispose of me, or whether he had smply
turned a blind eye to whatever histwin might do, | did not know. But | would have taken any bet that it
was Emory who had carried me into the maze, and Emory whose hand had shut the trap on me.

Even so, | wasfar from acquitting James. So far he was clean of anything other than minor villainy,
but the very fact that | was here proved that, as aways, he would go along with whatever Emory
suggested. It was easy to guess what that was. They would use the a most aborted plan for
flooding the cottage strip, and improvise with it an "accident” that would take care of Rob. Asfor me, |
could not escape, nor, however hard | shouted, could | be heard, even without the torrent of noise outsde
inthe sormy night. The twinswould leave the High Sluice open, | etting the swollen river pour into the
moat, and soon, when the moat brimmed its banks and findly burst them, and the Pool flooded clear
down through orchard and maze, |1 would certainly drown. No doubt the access door of my trgp
was cleverly wedged to look asif somefloating spars or boughs had been jammed there by the flood's
force after my body had been washed under the pavilion. And Rob? They wouldlieinwait for
him and kill him, and in the morning his body, battered by the flood, would be found where gpparently he
had run to rescue me. The two of us, star-crossed lovers, drowned on our wedding night as the flood
swept through the cottage; and all the while the twins, securely alibied, miles away . . .

Therewas no flood yet. Straining my ears| could hear the ripple and rush of the Overflow asit



skirted the maze; full, but not yet too full. I might till bein time. Emory must have meant to hit me harder,
and keep me out for aslong aswas needed. Perhaps James had interfered as his brother struck
me; or perhaps Emory had not reckoned on the streams of chill, reviving air that poured through
the trap where he had lodged me. By the time he had carried me here and wedged the door,
then struggled back again through the dark maze, the gapin my consciousness might not have
been too long.

Rob. Rob.

| put the call out with dl the strength | could mugter. It was more difficult than it had ever
been. | could sense how faint the patterns were, reaching out through the blowing dark.
Without quiteredlizing | had doneit, | switched the signd, using the old pattern that | had been used
to—and which now, ironically enough, wasredl.

Ashley, Ashley, Ashley . . .

Yes? It wasfaint, the faintest of responses, but the wave of relief, that melted me back againgt the
wall like wet paper collapsing, showed me the strength of the fear | had had for Rob. Hewas Hill dive,
and, from the serenity of hisresponse, unsuspecting and unmol ested.

Bryony? Serene no longer. He had got the fear pattern. What is it? What's happened?

| lay back against the wooden wall, staring inwards, away from the garden, at the
descending weight of darkness that was the pavilion's floor, so close above my head.

Danger for you. It wasdl | could do to send the warning patterns, without giving him someinkling of
my own imminent peril. Some of my fear must have got through in spite of me, because hisresponse was
violent, ablast of static that rocked and splintered the thought-waves, and sent me back to smple
messages of reassurance that took every ounce of control | had: No. No. I'mall right. I'm safe. Wait . . .

| found | was shaking and swesting, in spite of the cold. | made my mind blank, and rested for as
many secondsas | dared. At least he waswarned. | shut my mind momentarily, straining to shut out the
image of the dark cage that trapped me, and to conjure up instead a picture of the pavilion above, with the
moonlight whedling and backing through the swinging shutter, sending light and shadow shimmering across
the mirror overhead. Whatever happened he must have no whisper of the danger inwhich I lay, or he
might do just as my cousins wished, and come running back towards me, past wherever they lay in wait
for him. Forewarned might be forearmed, but there were two of them, and they had surprise and darkness
onther sde.

I opened to him again, and began painfully to send those patterns out. My cousins opening the High
Sluice; theriver racing through to fill the moat; the Overflow il taking it, but not quite, and somewhere
the banks of the moat crumbling to let the great weight of water down into the brimming Pool. Thedow
flood lipping the cottage garden, reaching through the apple orchard for the low-lying floor of the maze. .

Theimage of the lower duice did acrossthe pictures, like aquick shiver of darm. He knew, even
better than I, what would happen if too great aweight of water piled against those rotten gates; or worse,
what would happen if anyone tried to move them. He came back at me then, light-edged with relief: The
pavilion: that's where you are?

| had got it to him, then: he thought | had taken refuge there, and was safe, perched above the
encroaching water. Yes. | sent it urgently. Yes, I'm safe. But you, Ashley, danger for you. Take care,
love, take care.



I knew he must have got from me theimage of thetwo dark figures lurking in wait somewhere,
watching for him. Therewasabrief flash of areply, which came dightly distorted, zigzag, asif with
interference, or aswordswould comeif one was breathless: 1've got it. I'm on my way. Stay where you
are . ..

It wasfading. If he had got my fear at al he must have thought it was only for him. As| believeit was.
If he was to save himsdlf, and perhaps me, too, he must not be weighed down by fear for me.

My little Bryony be careful. It sprang out of the night and faded, blown down the wind. A pattern
coming strangdly, not with the smooth familiarity of Rob's patterns, but asif straight out of the night,
and as if spoken.

Then asound, sharp and distinct, like a shot. From somewhere near the Overflow, at the entranceto
the maze.

| hurled mysdlf back at thewall of my prison, my hands straining flat against the wood as if
nailed there, my face to that windy crack. Rob? Rob?

They could not have shot him, they could not. It wasto have been an accident. Surely | could
not have guessed wrongly about that?

A sound came, breaking through the very thought, shattering it. A cracking, creaking noise, likeabig
door strained to breaking point. The noise was drowned by alashing gust of wind, then in the lull
behind the wind it came again.

Ashley? He had gone, as completely asif aline had fused. | think | wasdill calinghim, ona
slent, jagged pattern of terror, when, drowning out dl the other ssorm sounds of the night, the lower duice
smashed under the weight of wind and water, and the flood came.

It camein atida wave, that smashed through the ancient walls of the maze and broke, filthy and
swirling with the weight of the whole moat behind it, againgt the pavilion. The old structure seemed to
shake and groan as if it would tear fromitsmooringsin the grass, and buck away down the flood
like aship dragging her anchor. Then the water found itsway in. There was achoking, fighting eternity, in
which every second seemed like an hour, when the water pounded the gaping walls, spurting through
with terrifying power. Thejets shot in from every sde, splashing and swirling together tojoinina
whirlpool which started, asrapidly asasink filling under the taps, to rise from ankle to crouching thigh, to
wag, to breadts. . . . And with it rose the debris of years, whirling and battering its way round the trap,
S0 that even the imminence of drowning seemed lessfearful than the blows from floating sparsand
fragments of planking with rusty nails till in them, and the weedlike nets of twigsloaded with the dime of
mud and clods and trailing grass. | thrust myself upwards againgt the celling as hard as | could, holding
both arms bent in front of my face to protect mouth and nogtrils from the swirling filth. If the pavilion floor
wereonly as solid asit had seemed, it might trap even aninch of air for meto breathe, until the flood
poured past, asit surely would in minutes, then spread through maze and orchard and cottage garden,
and went down . . .

The pavilion floor was not solid. As| pressed up hard againd it, it lifted dightly, like magic, into
clear ar. Therewas acrash asa section of planking upended itsalf, and fell aside. | straightened up,
breast-high in the pouring floodwater, then pulled mysdlf clear, and up on to the pavilion floor.

Almost before | was clear, the flood was at the brim of the trap. | dammed the square of planking
back again, grabbed the end of the daybed, and yanked it acrossthe floor till aleg stood squardly on the
trap, then jJumped on the bed and craned to look out through the broken window shutter.



Wheat | saw was aworldful of moonlight, with neither bound nor horizon, just aglimmering,
shadow-tossing expanse of water and sky merged into one, with clouds, and the shadows of clouds,
driving and melting across the moon and the image of the moon. Trees billowed black against the sky, or
flung down nets of branchesto trap their own wild reflections. There was no maze, no orchard, no
avenue of beeches between me and the Court; only this shining otherworld of moonlight, of treeslike
shadows, and shadows like clouds.

Something went past on the flood; an arm, a<tiff hand clutching at air, ablack shape dowly turning.
Even astheterror took breath in me to cry out, | saw it for what it was, a dead branch borne
along to lodge againg the pavilion steps.

| shut my eyes, squeezing them tightly together, but ingdethe lids, against the fizzing darkness, there
were gill thoseimages of deeth. | opened them again, sraining through the chaos of emptiness and
dying wind, to find my love.

There, as before, was the waste of moonlit water, broken with black shapes of trees and bushes,
and, visble, from moment to moment as ripples and wind swayed the inter vening boughs aside,
the smashed remains of the lower duice where the loosened water of the moat plunged down to swell
the flooded garden. No light glimmered now, where | knew the black bulk of the Court to
be.

| stretched higher, straining to see. And | saw Rob.

Hewas bent haf double, ssemingly oblivious of danger, wrestling with the whed of the duice. For a
numbed and speechless moment | looked to see my cousins jump out of the darkness at him, but nothing
happened, and then | saw that where he stood the ground was dry, and willows grew there, and the
mongstrous shapes of gunneras, and | recognized, with no flicker of disbdlief, or even surprise, the High
Sluice, afull third of amile away from me, and on thefar side of the Couirt.

Whether | redlly did see anything, or whether—as happens with childhood memories—I have
added his gory to the shadowy and nightmare impressionsthat |, on the edge of the tragedy, received, |
do not know. But it seemsto me now asif, across the nearer scene, the other, now clear, now
didimning and fading like an image stamped on gauze, or an old film twice exposed, came and
went, asreal and vivid to me asthe window frame under my hands. It was something that had
never happened before, nor hasit again. | can only explain it by suggesting that in that time of near-death
we were o close that there was more than communication between us, there wasidentity. |
saw with hiseyes, but at the sametime | saw with my own.

Thetwins, intending to go back to the High Sluice, had |eft the whed 4till in place. Rob wrenched at
it, and it turned, smoothly initsoil, and the heavy gates surged dowly shut till, with a final suck and
swish of water, their flanges met and gripped, held by the weight of the incoming river. He made
sure of them, then tugged the whed! off its hub, picked up the flashlight which he had propped on the
gateto light the job, and ran back the way he had come.

The path was till sodden aong the moatside, but the level was dropping fast, asthe bulk of the
water poured through the broken duice gate and the gapsit had torn in the bank of the moat. He doshed
and dithered past the end of the East Bridge, then paused to pitch the duice whed down among the
roots of the nearest lime tree. Then he switched off the flashlight, and, more cautioudy, began to make his
way down the path that led to the Overflow.

The water was till coming over here, pouring through the lip of the moat where it had torn itsway.
In placesit rushed down with frightening power, carrying adangerous freight of branches and stones and



pieces of timber. The moon spun out from abank of driving cloud to show the swans, wings st like sails
and the six cygnets safely aboard, paddling past on the flood with ruffled dignity. Therookswereupin
the high night, complaining. The farm dog barked, but no light showed there, nor any through the
Vicaragetrees.

He floundered down towards the maze. Under the beeches it was black dark and he went
cautioudy, straining his eyesfor any movement that might be aman. Beyond the beech trunks, and the
idanded bushes of the shrubbery, the maze showed only as amoving flood laced with driftwood and the
tracery of hedge tops. But the pavilion stood foursguare, with water no higher than the doorsll.

He paused, getting his breath, backing in against abeech bolein degp shadow. He held the heavy
flashlight clubbed ready in his hand.

Safe, love? he asked me.
Safe.

At that moment, clearly audible above the noise of wind and flood, came another crack like an echo
of thefirst, and with the crack acry. It came from the lower duice.

Rob ran forward. The water was amost to hiswaist. He struggled through the bushes, dipping and
stumbling on mud, till he could see the duice gate. Here, through the smashed gate, the water still poured
inawhite torrent, but the banksimmediately to either Sde of the duice were heavily reinforced with
stone, and had held undamaged. Over them, where the double water stair had fed the Overflow, loud
dopesof smooth water slid to swell the flood below.

Then he saw James. The latter was kneeling by the duice, hdf inthe rushing weter, onearm
hooked for support across what remained of the smashed gate. In his other hand was an axe.

Ashley!

Thewarning burst in my head, and | saw Rob check momentarily. They were both clear to me now:
James, thewet |eather of his jacket gleaming like an otter's, the axe poised and ready; Rob
armed only with the flashlight, fighting for afoothold on the dimy stones as he scrambled up through the
diding dab of the cascade. But my cousin made no move to attack him; he seemed, indeed, not to have
noticed Rob's approach. He was stooping low over the smashed rubble of timber wedged below the
duice. Stll holding with hisleft hand, he bent forward and began to hack with what force he
could at aspar which, wedged clear across the channel, held down amass of wreckage.

Then Rob shouted something, thrust the flashlight into his pocket, ran forward to the edge of
the channel, and dropped to his knees.

He had seen what lay below the spar, and so had I.

Emory was dive. His head and armswere clear of the rushing water, his hands gripping painfully at
the rough stones of the wall, but his shoulders were pinned down by the wedged spar, and his
body held submerged by the tangled mat of weeds and branches, invisible in the pouring flood.

Rob threw himsdlf flat, and reached downward to grip one of Emory's wrists.

James, with his back to him, had apparently neither seen him, nor heard him shout. As Rob
leaned down, reaching for Emory, my other cousin looked sharply round. He abandoned the spar he was
attacking, turned quickly and got to his feet, axe in hand.



Neither Rob nor | was ever quite clear about what James had meant to do. He wasydlling
something, and the axe sivung high. Then hisfoot shot from under him on the dimy wood. Helost his
footing, and fell hard across the spar. The axe flew from his grip. He scrabbled there for amoment, his
body down across his brother's, then the water swept him away and down, out of sight past the trunks of
the flooded trees. At the same moment the spar, loosened no doubt by Jamessfall, cracked again,
swung in the current, then spun loose and away. The clutching hands were torn from the stones, bresking
Rob's grip, and suddenly Rob was aone at the duice, with the water roaring past hisfeet, and the moon
sailing out high and white to light the waste of moving water where there had once been afair garden.

Ashley, 1835

He moved ahand. It met the familiar, soft folds of acoverlet. He was lying, warm and naked, in his
bed in the pavilion. Hislimbsfdt heavy ill, but with the aftermath of loving. The linen under his cheek
was wet with aforgotten grief.

Linen? It was silk, and smelled of lavender. He opened his eyes. Her hair, soft and silky and dive,
was spread under his cheek on the pillow. As he raised himsdf, suddenly light and wide awake, she
gmiled up a him.

"What isit, love? What aillsthee?'

Heran alock of her hair through hisfingers. "I had such adream, Néell. | dreamed | was dead, lying
out therein the grass, and my ghost came drifting back to look for you, asthey say ghosts drift back to
whatever anchors them to earth. But you had gone, and dl | could do waswait here, londy, whilethe
years passed, and were empty; only the other ghosts came and went. And while | waited here, watching
for you, the trees grew, and the ways tangled, asif the place till shut its doors against you, and | thought
you could never find your way to me again.”

"But | came.”

His head went down to hers. Histears dried against her cheek. "Y ou came. And they can never part
usnow, Nell, never again. Thisisours, for ever, love. It was death that was the dream.”

Twenty-One
Qliet: Itisnot yet near day:
It wasthe nightingale, and not thelark . . .
Romeo: It was the lark, the herald of the morn,
No nightingale. . .
—Romeo and Juliet, 111, v

So much | believe | saw, then there was nothing but the sheen of water and the moon out over it,
and arack of cloud blown away down adying wind. The trees still roared. The water still poured past
the pavilion. It had flooded the steps, and crept in under the door, and was meandering acrossthe
wooden floor. Pooal joined pool and runndl, runnd. But before the shining skin had joined and flooded the
boards, the water's impetus seemed spent. Movement ceased. The shalow poal lay, reaching from the
threshold to the center of the floor, but going no farther, the last ripple of the flood that had drowned the
garden, idanding the pavilion like aship floating.



What brought me back to mysdlf was the sound, distant yet unmistakable, of Emory's car starting. |
dtiffened, turning my head to listen, guessing the direction. Yes, it was his, and parked by the sound of it
on the curved sweep outside the church gate, near theroad. | heard the driver—James, surely?— gun
the engine hard, twice, and then the wheels gained the surface of the road, and the sound faded rapidly
westwards. My cousins—both presumably, for neither would have left the place lone—had gone. Let
them go, let them go. Whatever the reckoning had to be, that was for tomorrow.

Thereisagap after that, while| tried to reach Rob again, but shock, or exhaustion, or cold must
have so numbed methat | sSmply sat there on the bed waiting for him to come. It didn't even occur to me
that he had never known hisway into the maze, and that | was penned here at the center, asinaccessible

asany Seeping Beauty.

| suppose | could have guided him through, if 1 had been able to hold my mind clear. Left and next
right...gtraight . .. right and next left . . . straight . . . U-turn sharp left and repest thelot inreverse. . .
thefirst gate should now be beside you on your left-hand side.. . .

But | didn't, and he never asked. | felt something move out of the dark like acaress, and knew he
was sendng my exhaugtion. | got it faintly, very faintly: Hold up, love, I'm almost with you.

| didn't know how. He was coming. | thought about nothing else. | waited.

Either he had found Jamess axe, or he had been up to the farm for another. | could hear the steady,
hacking sounds, and the splashes, coming gradualy nearer as he gpproached me through the maze.
Sowly, but straight. He was cutting his way through. The hedges, overgrown and dready sparse through
neglect, had been further damaged by the weight of the flood and the debrisit carried. | could hear the
ancient stems parting, and the swish and splashing as he forced hisway through. The yewsthat some
long-dead Ashley had planted, and that had taken two hundred years or so to grow and thicken into
those lovely head-high walls, and now Rob was dicing hisway straight through, to me,

Rob Ashley. No one had a better right.

The crashing stopped. | heard the surging splash as he thrust through the last hedge, then he waded
across the moonlit water of the clearing, and ran up the stepsto the door.

Love?
Here. The south window, Rob.

The shutter went back with adam, and his shadow blacked out the moonlight in the window. It
wasn't James's axe he was holding, it was a heavy woodsman's axe from the farmyard; he had even
thought to bring adry blanket, which he wore wrapped like a burnous round his head and shoulders. He
clambered through, and landed with athud and a squelch on the flooded boards. Then he was beside me
on the bed, holding metightly and kissng me, and | was kissing him, and somehow, a some point, our
soaked clothes came off and we were together under the warm rug, while the accumulated terrors and
tensons of the night swelled and broke in afierce explosion of love, and, with no more thought or
reservation than two wild creatures mating in the woods, we took each other and then lay together,
clasped and quiet, and outside, | swear it, the nightingale began to sing.

If anyone told me now that | could have dept like that, in al the damp and discomfort of the flooded
pavilion, | would not have believed them. But, between love and exhaustion and deep happiness, deep |
did, and so did Rob, wrapped tightly together under the rug, and neither of us stirred until the early sun,
reaching the window, threw such adazzle of light from the water outside onto the ceiling mirror that it
beat againgt our eydids and woke us.



"It'sill snging,” | sad deepily.
"What is?'

"Thenightingde. | told you—"
"That'salak."

"Oh?Soitis" | came awake then, to the blaze of sunlight and the morning birds and the warmth of
Rob's body aong mine. Hewas lying haf on his back, eyeswide and wakeful, but with every muscle and
line of hisbody relaxed, warm and till, into the morning's contentment. *Have you been awake long?"

"It doesn't seem likeit. | suppose | woke a my usua time. Alwaysdo, even on holiday. First timel
ever woke likethis, though." Hisarm tightened, and | moved my cheek deeper into the hollow of his
shoulder. "Bryony—"

IIMrT.f?I
"What did they put the mirror on the ceiling for?!

| gave alittle snort of laughter, deep into his shoulder. "I forgot al about that. It was supposed to be
put up there by some loose-screw—your ancestor Wicked Nick gets the blame-so he could watch
himsdlf in bed with hislady friends. Good thing it was dark last night. Just think how off-putting if one
suddenly saw onesd f—"

"That's the point. One couldn't.”
"But onecan,” | protested. "And very cozy welook, al bundled up like this."

"Aye. But then the bed isn't where it ought to be. Y ou can see where that was by the moulding on
thewall over there. Theway that mirror's angled, if you were lying on the bed adl you'd see was apiece
of thefloor hereabouts.” Hetilted his head back, examining it. "Isit meant to be like that, do you think?
Or have the supports gone from one side? If so, maybe we should get out from under.”

"It'sdwaysbeen likethat. Well," | said, "poor Nick's been libelled about the mirror as he has about
afew other things. Ellen Makepeace, for ingtance.”

He misunderstood me. "Oh, it was true enough about her. Funny, isntit, to think it al started here,
him and her and the garden in the moonlight, and maybe even your nightingale . . . If he cared for her,
thatis”

"Oh, hedid. He cared very much."
| heard the smilein hisvoice. ™Y ou might just be prgudiced.”
"Maybe | am. But hedid. | know hedid."

| said no more. Therewould betime later to tell him what | had found out about Nick and Ellen
Ashley, and what had happened in the cottage last night. Timeto tell him about my narrow escape from
the trgp under thisvery floor. Timeto find out what had happened to my cousins, and where they had
gone. Timefor dl the thingsthat the immediate future must hold; and after thet, time for the red future,
ours, Rob Ashley's and mine. But for the moment, let it go, let it go. Let us keep, while we could, our
own idand world of joy. It is not yet near day. It was the nightingale, and not the lark.

"What's thetime, Rob?"



"Don't know. | forgot to wind my watch, | can't think why. . . . Not much more'n haf past five, I'd
guess"

| gavealittle sgh, and relaxed again. "L ots of time, then, before anyone comesthisway and sees
the water and startslooking for us . . . What isit, love?' Thisas Rob sat up and began to unwind
himsdf from me and the blanket. It felt cold without him. "Where are you going?*

"Nowhere. But I'm going to move this bed back to its proper place."
"| told you, the mirror's quite safe.”

"l dare say," he said, laying hold of the bed, and running it back with a powerful screech of wood
againg thewall. "But I'd sooner be out of range.”

"Thisiswhy," he said, getting back on the bed, and pulling the blanket once more over the pair of
us

When | woke again Rob was not beside me, but as| turned over | saw him, fully dressed and
knedling on the floor near the foot of the bed.

The sun had moved gppreciably higher, and now the mirror'slight fell, like aspotlight or aburning
glass, straight to the boards between the window and the foot of the bed, where the trapdoor lay. Where
the water had washed over it last night was an irregular patch of damp, aready beginning to seam dry in
the warmth. The flood had scoured the dust of years from this section of the floor, and now, quite distinct
in the clean floorboards, could be seen the sawn edges of the trap, with, midway aong one edge, what
looked like a knothole in the wood. In this Rob had inserted afinger. As| sat up to watch, hegave a
heave, and the trapdoor came up from its bed. He carried it to the wall and propped it there. Then he
dropped to his knees at the trap's edge, peering downwards.

I opened my mouth to tell him about my experience of last night, when something about his
expression stopped me. The light, reflected upwards from whatever water ill lay below the pavilion, lit
him sharply, and showed his eyes, narrowed against the dazzle, intent on something below. Without
looking up he made a beckoning gesture, and nodded downwards. "Bryony. Look here."

His voice held discovery, and a kind of awe. | swallowed what | had been going to say, and
instead twisted round on the bed till 1 could lie prone, peering down over the foot of it, into my
prison.

Theforce of last night's flood had swept through and then subsided, leaving the debris piled
up against the walls and supports where the whirlpool had flung it, and scouring the center
clean. Water gtill lay there, asheet of clear glassafew inches deep, lighted fiercely from above, where
theangled mirror threw the sunlight down.

It lit a picture, or rather, part of alarger picture; the head of aleopard, snarling, with one
paw upraised, the claws out and ready. The eyes were huge and brilliant, done in some lustrous
shell-like stone which caught and threw back the light; the teeth gleamed white and sharp, and
the yellow fur with the black spots, washed clean by the rush of the flood, shone as brightly as on the day
the mosaic waslaid and hammered down to make the floor of some Roman's home.

Welooked at it for sometimein silence. A stray draft of air moved the water, and the upraised paw
dtirred. The eyes glared, and the ydlow fur ruffled; ayoung leopard, rousing, as vivid and aive as when,



al those wild centuries ago, some Roman took and built over this quiet corner between river and hill,
and brought his artisans from Italy to make this marvdlousthing.

"That's mosaic work, isn't it?" asked Rob. "L ooks like part of afloor or something; abig one, too. It
must be pretty old to have been buried clear under the maze."

"1 wouldn't really know, but I'd have said it was Romaen."
"Roman? As old as that?"
"| think so. There were Romans here, along time ago, and there was a tile kiln not far off."

"Yeah, | know. At Tiler's Hatch, where the flooded pits are. Do you suppose there's more of
it?"

"1 wouldn't be surprised. Perhgps when William Ashley cleared the ground for his pavilion hefound
this, and so—"

"'The cat, it's the cat on the pavement,"™ quoted Rob, very softly.

| sat back abruptly. | could feel my eyes dilated with thefierce, reflected light, asthe last
piece of the puzzlefdl into place. "Of course! Of course!” | looked up at the wall abovethe
bedhead, where the wildcat ramped in the center of the plaster maze. "That'sit, isn't it? The old crest was
the leopard, but through time people forgot why. Then poor doting William borrowed Julia's wildcat
and her motto, and then, when he found this, he drew the maze round them for a coat of
arms. But how do you suppose my father found out about the mosaic?"

"Wadl, you said he'd been studying the books. It was dl in the poetry, wasn't it? | reckon,” said Rob
comfortably, "that if you'd taken enough time over them, you'd havefound it out for yourself. '"What
pal ace then was this? Remember?"

"Of course" | said again. | drew along breath. He wasright, it had al been there, carefully riddled
downinthelittle versesfor anyone who knew; the spotted catamountain, the leopard from the sun, even
the glass mirroring another flood: "But where the gentle waters, straying, move, See! Dionysus creature
hereenskied. ..." | lay down again, peering a the exposed mosaic. "No sign of Bacchus and the lesser
godlings. They must have covered them up again, and just kept the Cat. No wonder the Survey
never traced the Roman site. What dyou bet, Rob, that if we cleared the maze away, we'd find
therest of the villa?'

"Youmight say | madeadtart at it last night. | wasn't thinking about much, except getting
through to you. But | doubt if the maze could ever have been put right again even if you wanted
to." He added, slowly: "I suppose that you couldn't put a value on a thing like this?"

"Not really." | knew what he was thinking; that here was something which could save
Ashley—the part of it that | loved—from the bulldozers of the contractors, and make it worth
someoneswhileto clear the gardens and expose this magnificent find for people to see. There were
societies and trusts and generous individual s who would join the local Archaeologica Society to work on
the site and preserve what was found there. Whatever the future might bring, it was certain that no
builders would be alowed to touch this part of Ashley.

| bent again over thetrap. The leopard flexed his claws, and hiseyes glimmered. | had certainly
been too closeto him, last night, down therein his secret lair. 1t was easy to imagine that the scraiches on
my body were not just from the flotsam of the storm, but from those cruel claws. "Touch Me



Who Dares." Yes, the Cat had been here before the Ashleys ever came, and he would outstay
them.

Rob got to hisfeet, and pulled meinto hisarms, blanket and all. "Time we got out of here, I'm
afraid. And time you put your thingson. Y ou're getting cold. Here they are, they're dry now.” Asl
obeyed him, he carried the trapdoor over and began lowering it carefully into place. "Well, and so what
do we do about it? Keep quiet, like William?"

| laughed, belting my housecoat round me. Neither it, nor the pretty nightdress from Funchal,
would ever be the same again. "Old Scrooge that he was, he seems never to have told a soul. He
doesn't even seem to have told Nick, just huggeditdl to himsdf, and put it down in thoselittle
poems. No wonder he died of a heart seizure when he heard that Nick was using the place as alove
nest."

"And then Nick got the blame for the mirror, too. Eh, well . . ." Thetrapdoor wasfirmly in place. He
straightened. "Well, that's it. And now, the day's got to start. It won't be agood one, that's for sure, but
at least we can face it together, and the mystery's almost over."

“Almogt?’

"I meant we've just about found out al your dad was trying to tell you. All but the last bit."
"I know that, too," | said.

"Well, then?" asked Rob.

| shook my head. "Not now. I'll tell youthewholething later . . . after breakfast.”

"Breskfast!" He giretched luxurioudy, giving methat wide, warm smile of his. ™Y ou're dead right; that
comesfirgt! Y our kitchen'll be flooded, but we might find some bacon and eggs in mine. Coming?"

We went out onto the pavilion steps. Now we could see how far the water had gone down; below us
in the clearing it was not much more than seven or eight inches deep. In thewindlessmorning air it lay till
asglass, and under it, like agarden set in crystal, the grass and flowers stood straight, held by the lucid
water as perfectly asif it werethe air. Indde that gentle mirror the turf stood green and springy, with
above it the buttercups floating, wide open to the sun, each petal supporting and supported by the weight
of clear water. A shod of heartsease stared up with violet faces, like underwater creatures watching the
light. Even the pale speedwell washdd initsfrail perfection, not apetal torn. Thelilies of the valley stood
motionless, wax and ivory, flowersin a Clichy paperweight. A smal rudd, lost from the moat, flicked by
through the daisies with red finswinking.

We held hands and waked down the wooden stepsinto the lovely shalow glass of the maze. | led
Rob through, and up past the wreck of the lower duice, where the fishing cat, tumbled in the mud at the
foot of the water Stair, bore witness to the rashness of the men who had meddled there.

There was debris everywhere, but the moat was back in its borders, and the swans guddled happily
in the Pool, with their grey flotillaaongsde. The old house dreamed above its reflection, with nothing but
atidemark to show how high the water had risen last night. On the mud of the drive, under the lime trees,
stood a rusty-looking V olkswagen. And on the main bridge, gazing around him, was my cousin Francis.

The other Ashley. Fair hair and grey eyes and elegant bones, and the same sweet line to his mouth
that my father had had. My gentle cousin, the poet. He was surveying the wrecked garden, the mud lying
on the bridge, the waterlogged avenue, with a contemplative expression that held no morethan a



suggestion of dismay.

Helooked up and saw us approaching him. If he noticed anything strange about Rob's crumpled
clothes, or my nightdress and bedraggled housecoat and bare feet, his expression gave no hint of it.

"Bryony!" he said, hisface lighting. "Rab, nice to see you! What on earth's been going on here? It
must have been some storm last night, to leave amesslike this. | would have thought the High Sluice
would stand even a cloudburst.”

"It would, if it hadn't been meddled with," said Rob, flatly. Then, asmy cousin's eyeswidened: "Aye,
it'smore of amessthan you think, Francis. Welve alot to tell you, and it's not good hearing, but I'm
afraid it won't wait."

My cousin glanced from one to the other of us, and for thefirgt time seemed to notice something odd
about our gppearance. "All right, then. Tell me."

Rob looked at me, and nodded. "It's your story, love. Go ahead."

So | told it, right from the beginning on that steep Bavarian road, leaving out nothing but the
parts of it that were Rob's and my own. | said nothing, either, of the secret of William's Brooke;
that was something | would haveto tell Rob when we were done. When | got to last night's scenein my
cottage with Emory and James | hesitated, wondering how to gloss over Ledie Oker'stelephone cdl, and
thereason for Emory's sudden, murderous decision. But | need not have worried. Rob's
growing anger at the scene | was describing was blinding him to everything but hisown fury. To
thisday | am not sure whether his explosion of rage over Emory's attack on me wasin words, or whether
it burst straight from his mind into mine with the force of an armour-piercing shell. By thetime he had got
hold of himsdlf, the tricky part was past, and the tale was told.

After | had finished there was silence. Rob sat down on the parapet of the bridge beside me, did an
arm round me, and drew meto him. | could still fed the ebbing shock wave of anger and protective love.
Outside and beyond it, like something bardly relevant, | was conscious of the tremor running through his
arm. He kept silent.

The sun was redly warm now, and the light skimmed glancing off the water below us. | haf shut my
eyes and leaned back against Rob's arm. Francis stood with his back to us. At some point in the story he
had turned away to take a couple of paces across the bridge, and he stood there by the other parapet,
looking down at the water.

We had been lucky, | thought, that the first herald, so to speak, of the daylight world had
been the one man who could shareits burdenswith us. | knew that Rob, running parale with my drifting
thoughts, was, like me, thinking ahead, trying to come to termswith that world and what the night'swork
would mean, not only to Ashley and my family, but to our own future.

Some of it could be guessed at. Even if Emory eventually recovered (which, from Rob's account of
his apparent injuries, seemed unlikely), the twinswould never come back to Ashley, either to make a
clam or to fight one. With Rob's claim hanging over it, the land was unsdegble, and therefore profitlessto
them. And any threat to Rob or to mysalf had been voided by last night's action; once Mr. Emerson and
the police knew the whole story, Emory and James might count themselves lucky if they could keep clear
of us. | would make sure of it, | thought. | would write down the story of the last few days, fact for fact,
and lodge it, with photostats of the relevant papers, as surety for the future. Further than that, out of mercy
for thetwins dck father, and for Francis himsdlf, we surely need not go? Under English law, unlessRob
and | choseto press charges, there were none that could be made. The hit-and-run accident in Bavaria
was another matter; however relieved | wasto know that it had indeed been an accident, | could not



forgive Emory's subsequent act of brutal self-interest; but | was still not prepared to add to hisfather's
troubles by giving information to the Bavarian police. | would telephone Herr Gothard as soon as | could,
and ask him to send the photograph back for my files. Asfor the debts the twins had incurred, William's
Brooke, aswell as endowing the Court, would take care of those, and set their father's mind at rest. Then,
presumably, the twins—or James, the survivor—would settle in whatever haven was left to them. South
America? Mexico? Wherever it was, they would have to start again from nothing, and James; if left to his
own devices, would fare no better than he deserved. . . . | could not find it in meto care, oneway or the
other, solong as | never saw them again. All | would ever grieve over would be, not the evil man and the
weak man who had been here last night, but the two charming and wilful boyswho had lived herewith us,
solong ago.

Francis turned and came back to us. He was grave, and rather pale, but otherwise gave no sign of
emotion. It was like him that, when he began to spesk, it was about my bereavement (which had been
newsto him), and my unexpected marriage, and not about last night's near-tragedy.

He was interrupted. Somewhere down the avenue, beyond the trees, acar door dammed. There
was the sound of voices. Three men, two of them in police uniform, gppeared round the bend of the
avenue, and after them, hurrying to join them, the Vicar. They paused when they saw us on the bridge,
and Mr. Bryangton raised ahand in agesture conveying both relief and greeting. Even at that
distance it had something about it, too, of a blessing.

". .. If wecould just tell them the bare outline now, and let Emerson handle the rest?"
It was Francis speaking again, rapidly, an eye on the approaching men. "Hell haveto know it al, of
course, then he can advise us. What I'm most immediately concerned with is what 1'm to tell my
father."

"It ssemsto me'—Rab, his anger gone, sounded hisold cam, practica self—"that therell be no
need to add to your dad's troubles by telling him what your brothers were after last night. Well think up
some gtory for him, just as soon as we know where we stand with the law. The truth can wait till he's well
enough to hear it . . . if he hasto hear it at all.”

He paused, glancing at me. | don't know what he read there, but he nodded as if answered, and
spoke again, quickly, to Francis. "Something else I'd better say. | don't think, saving your presence, that
your brotherswill bein any hurry to come back, so it looks asif thislot's going to land on you. Now,
we'd had plans, Bryony and me, to emigrate. That will have to wait abit. We couldn't walk out and leave
you inamesslikethis, soif you want usto, well stay around, and help you get things straight. | don't
know much about the sort of discovery we madethis morning, but Bryony thinksthet, given apush
in the right direction, the place might even start to pay itsway. So well help you push it, mate, and then
itsdl yours" Hedanted another look down at me. "Eh, love?"

"Yes, Rob." | looked around me &t the shining water, a the grassy banks sloping straight into
their own intense and clear reflections, at the tops of the orchard trees beyond, where the thrush's
song, no doubt, still echoed in the blossoming bell tower of the pear tree. Then | looked again at the heir
to dl this, with dl that it owed to the past, and the load of questionsthat wasits future.

If he chose to stay here, to push the Court back onto the map in whatever guise—Nationa Trust
monument, market garden, farmstead, building ste—I would help him doiit. If he chose to damit for
himsdf, and stay here for the rest of our lives, | would do that, too. But if he chosein the end to leave the
care of the placeto Francis, who loved it ...

Y es, that would beit. When | had told him everything, | knew that he would still say, with that
tranquil expression, and the dark eyesfixed on hisown, our own, far horizon:



"FrancisAshley, mate, it'sdl yours.



