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PART ONE



As she stared at the black, frost-patterned panes of glass the voice
that had been whispering at her became loud in her head.

"Put it out," it demanded.

"Go on, put it out."  And her eyes flashed to the light above the
dressing-table to the left of her, then to the switch at the side of
the window, and she imagined that her whole body, arms, legs, head, and
even her bowels, rushed forward to the central point that was the
little brass knob when all she did was lift her arm slowly and, after
hesitating for a fraction of a second, switch out the light.  As it
snapped the clear outlines of the room from her gaze she closed her
eyes, waiting for the panic to rise in her, but it only fluttered, a
stationary flutter, for through her lids she could feel the soft-toned
radiance of the four wall lights.

The fluttering took wings.

"Now these," commanded the voice.

But that would mean walking the whole length of the room from the
window to the door where the wall switches were.  She couldn't do it it
would be all right going, but it would be the coming back .  in the
dark.

Before the thought had dissolved in her mind she was walking towards
the bedroom door, and as she put her finger on the first of the two
switches she fixed her eyes on the floor.  After the click her eyes did
a swift hopping movement around the room, and then she felt slightly



dizzy.  All was merged now in a soft green glow.  It was like looking
through water.  The white bedroom suite was no longer white but a
delicate shade of blue; the bed, with its quilted coverlet, floated
like a pale gold oblong box gently back and forth over a sea bottom,
for the mustard carpet had taken on the appearance of moving sand; the
rose curtains on the long window at the far side of the dressing-table
looked almost blue, even black where they touched the carpet.  But
those on the french window facing her seemed to retain their own hue
and were the only things in the room recognisable in this unfamiliar
light.  Her body began to play tricks with her again.  It was dry now
and hard, knobbly hard and aggressive.

Each particle of her was thrusting out, pushing, grabbing at the air to
pull her towards the window.  With a slight movement of her finger the
last two wall lights disappeared and for a brain-screeching moment she
stood in total darkness.

Although every artery in her body was clawing its way to deliverance
and the window, she herself moved slowly, and when she reached it she
put her two hands flat against the shivering glass, then, with only a
slight intake of breath, she opened the glass doors and moved one step
out on to the balcony.

She was out in the night, standing without light in the night.  How
long was it since she had looked at the night like this?  She couldn't
remember, she didn't want to remember.  Her breathing became deeper,
slower, steadier, it was as if she was emerging into the world, coming
out of the womb, being born again, and all that had gone before was the
experience of a past existence.  As the air went deeper into her lungs
she wanted to shout with the joy of relief, but she stifled it by
clamping her lips with her fist.  No more shouting of any kind, no more
yells corkscrewing through her head, it was all over and done with.



She had been born again.  The only difference was, she would not have
to wait for years before becoming aware of her surroundings, she
already knew where she was.  Of course she had always known where she
was.  No matter how bad she had been, she had always known where she
was.  At least in the daylight.

But this was night, blackness around her, below and above her, but
strangely no longer in her.  She was facing the night and defying it.

There were no stars.  It was a black night, she could not have picked a
blacker with which to test her quivering courage, and she was suspended
high up in the night and was no longer afraid .  well, only a little.

Sit down and look around, she said to herself, then answered.  It's too
cold.  But again she was obeying her courage and her hand was already
on the wrought-iron chair that took up a third of the balcony.

When she sat down she put her hands between her knees and pressed them
close.  It was a childish action and she couldn't remember having done
it for years, not since she was a girl and had first come to this
house, as a bride.  The darkness of the sky seemed to thin itself out
as she sat, and she saw against it a deeper darkness made by the
pattern of the trees, some of which bordered the drive to the main
road.  The drive was to the left of her.  Slightly to the right of her
there was a break in the pattern, which had been made only recently
when she had had the old beech cut down.  There had been trouble about
that.  They couldn't understand it.  Nor could she have expected them
to, only she knew why she had had the beech cut down.  Yet she mustn't
be too sure of that.

This thought brought a tinge of fear again.

In the day-time she could see, through the gap made by the beech, the
fells, each rise, mould, hill and crag all known to her so well that



even now she could see their shapes through the darkness.  Apart from
the cottage that stood out there, in the far distance, to the right,
there was nothing at all, nothing for miles but the fells.

But to the left of her, beyond the drive and down the hill, lay the
village.  Five minutes' walk from the gate lay the village .  lay the
world.  All the physical substance of the world was in the village. 
All the types in the world were in the village.  There was James
Buckmaster, butcher and greengrocer, small and thin, very thin for a
butcher, not hearty and brawny.  But why should butchers be hearty and
brawny?  They, like everyone else, lived double lives.  Perhaps he felt
hearty and brawny inside.  Then Mr.  Brooke, who dealt in groceries and
drapery and had part of his shop for chemist accessories and
photography.  Mr. Brooke had a head for business.  He delivered his
groceries as far as ten miles away, and he was a sides man of the
church, and his wife didn't speak to the women who went into the towns
to supplement their larder, yet what was a wife for but to support her
husband?  Ironic laughter began to rise in her on this thought and she
suppressed it hurriedly and turned her mind to the residents of the
village again.

Although there were no street lamps in the village it would not be
dark, for Mr.  Barker of the Stag always saw to it that there were two
lights at least burning outside the bar.  Mr.  Barker was a nice man, a
kind man.  They said he wouldn't last very long, for he was drowning
himself in his own beer.  He had a very large stomach, but also he had
a very large smile, so perhaps the smile would keep him afloat even
when the beer threatened to drown him.  Again there was laughter rising
in her, but it had a touch of merriness about it this time.

Then Miss Shawcross, Kate Shawcross as she was called, the post
mistress Why was it that there was always a post mistress in a village,
seldom a postmaster.



She hadn't thought of it before, but she didn't want to think of Kate
Shawcross, and her thoughts swung away to Peggy Mather, which wasn't
really very far, for Peggy lived with Miss Shawcross she was her niece.
She was also cook-general at Willow Lea, and at this moment was down
below in the kitchen preparing dinner, a Christmas Eve dinner, a family
dinner, she pushed her mind deliberately away from Peggy Mather, for
there had returned to her body a slight trembling, she began comforting
herself.  This time tomorrow she Would be able to think of Peggy Mather
and lots of things that she hadn't dared allow herself to dwell on, for
this time tomorrow she would know whether she was to be free or not.
Don't look at it in that way.  She chided herself for her thinking. 
And, now in spite of her efforts, her imnd wandered back to Kate
Shawcross and the post office and the matter of lighting.  Kate
Shawcross had never kept a light outside her shop to help the
travellers through i^g village.  Even the light inside the shop was a
dim one and she put that out at closing time.  Yet she was supposed to
be a good woman.  Going on the interpretation mat she taught Sunday
school and dressed the altar and had for years subscribed handsomely to
this and that church fund, she was a good woman all right.  Yet some
people were not fooled by the interpretation, they knew why Kate
Shawcross had been so liberal.  Mr. Blenkinsop, the verger, had put it
very neatly one day when he said that her goodness wasn't so much
because she loved God as God made man. That had been very neatly put,
very neat.  After his wife died Mr. Blenkinsop had wanted to marry Kate
Shawcross; they said it was because she was a warm woman, having come
into a considerable sum from an uncle in Canada, a man she had never
clapped eyes on.  They also said that Kate was indignant at the
proposal.  So Mr.  Blenkinsop had his reasons for being



nasty and they were to do with .  God made man.

Again there was a quirk of laughter in her, but this time it was not
relieving laughter, for it was weighted and held in placa by
bitterness.  The laughter subsiding, the bitterness rose.  It came up
through her body like a square weight and when it had reached her
throat and lodged there she admonished it harshly, saying.  Enough,
enough.  No more of that, either.

She raised her head and looked towards the village again.  In the far
distance, right at yon side, there was a faint glow straining up into
the darkness.  That, she knew, would be the reflection of Dr.  Cooper's
lights.  He had a light hanging over his front gate and another always
burning in the surgery, and the surgery curtains were never drawn.

When all the other lights in the village were out, even those at the
Stag, Dr.  Cooper's front light remained on.  He was a light in a dark
world, was David Cooper.  Everybody didn't think so; his ways were too
advanced for the diehards.  But to her he was alike a mother and father
confessor.

The word confessor caused her mind to shy again, and she lifted her
gaze in the darkness over' the village, and immediately her eye was
caught by what looked like a falling star, so high was it in the
blackness.  But she knew it was no star, it was the headlights of a car
and they had thrust themselves into the blackness through the gate of
Toole's farm which clung to the side of Roeback Fell.  James Toole
would be coming down to the Stag.  They said he came to the Stag every
evening to get away from his wife, who was also his cousin, for
Adelaide Toole was a bitter woman.  Well, small wonder with what she
had lost.

Now her head sank down on her chest, for her con science always talked
loudly to her when she thought of Adelaide Toole.  For Adelaide Toole's



bitterness lay at her door.  She said as always, I couldn't help it, I
didn't start it.

And this time she added, Did I?  Did I?

She was looking towards the gap where the beech had once stood and
through it towards the fells, and it was as if she was speaking to
someone out there, for she whispered aloud now beseechingly, "It wasn't
my fault, was it?"  She lifted her hands from between her knees and,
leaning forward, placed them on the rimed iron of the balcony.  It was
as she did this that she heard her family return and an unusual
commotion below her on the drive.  Immediately she straightened up and
sat still.  And she told herself not to move, let them find her here.

It would not prove to them, how could it, that she was on the threshold
of a new life, but it would show them that she had at last ousted fear,
and therefore there was no longer any necessity for worrying, or
whispered family councils concerning her.  In a few minutes the room
was plunged into light, and she turned around to face them.  After
staring wide-eyed at her across the distance of the large bedroom, they
rushed to her, they poured over her, exclaiming, touching, patting,
clearing and darling-ing, oh-ing and ah-ing.

Beatrice, plump, solid, already maternal as if the mother of twelve
instead of a scarcely two-year-old was crying "Oh, what's happened?

Come in out of the cold.  Oh!  You're frozen, just feel your hands. 
"

And Stephen, already the gangling, lanky parson in embryo, exclaimed,
"Are you all right?  What possessed you?"

Then Jane, a week off seventeen and not yet old enough to be
diplomatic, really spoke for them all when she said, "Oh, Mammy, you
did give us a scare.  Why did you put the lights out?"

With a movement of her head Grace Rouse spread her smile across them
and said gently, "I wanted to."



In their amazement they could not resist looking at each other, and
she turned from them in time to stop herself saying, "Don't worry, your
Christmas is not going to be spoilt; there are not going to be any
scenes.  Don't worry, my dears."

"I'll get you a hot drink and I'll also have a word with Peggy."

Beatrice's voice was very matronly now.

"The light wasn't on outside either.  The whole front of the house in
darkness.  I can't remember ever seeing it like that before ... well,
not for years.  As Jane said, it scared the wits out of us.  Sit down
there, dear."  She put her hands on her mother's shoulders to press her
into a chair, and repeated, "I'll bring you a hot drink."

Grace smiled rather sorrowfully to herself.  Beatrice was very
solicitous; she had been solicitous since she arrived yesterday.  She
wanted something not for her self, of course, but for Gerald.  Gerald
would be wanting a loan, another loan.  She had felt it coming for some
time.  Well, she was sorry but he was going to be disappointed.  She
hoped he didn't ask tonight, for her refusal would blur the festive
atmosphere, and she didn't want that.  No, she hoped he would leave it
until Boxing Day, just before they returned home.  Gently she
disengaged herself from her eldest daughter's hand, saying, "Don't fuss
me, Beatrice.  I'm perfectly all right, dear, and I'm going
downstairs." She walked away from them towards the door, and there she
turned and surveyed them, and as if they were children once again and
she was explaining something to them that was a little out of their
depth, she said, "You can't stand still.  Your grandfather used to say,
" If you don't push on forward, you'll be kicked back.  " I think I'll



push on." Then she laughed, a reflection of the joy-tinted laughter
that had at one time characterised her.  And on this she opened the
door quickly and went out on to the landing, for she knew she was
embarrassing them.

She had taken three soundless steps when she stopped again, her
narrowed eyes drawn across the wide space that was furnished more like
a room than a landing, to the head of the stairs where hung the picture
of her late husband.  The heavy, gold-enamelled openwork frame stood
out from the white wall, with the painting of the man in his dark
clerical attire appearing to be painted on the wall itself, the whole
giving the impression of three dimensions.  She was used to the
picture, she passed it countless times each day, but she never looked
at it, at least not with her eyes, yet her mind was nearly always on
it.  Even now she did not look at the figure but the frame.  The top
was entwined in flowers, live flowers that would surely die tomorrow,
and at the bottom, clipped into the frame, were two vases, and these
were filled with anemones.

Jane was at her side now, her voice soothingly soft, almost a
whisper.

"I put them there, I've been thinking about him all day.  It's over a
year now ... and ... well ... Grace moved forward away from her
youngest daughter towards the head of the stairs and when there she did
not stop, but as she passed the picture the eyes of her mind looked up
at it and a voice from the dark depths of her which would not be
repressed cried, " Blast you!  "

Before her feet touched the second step the fear was back and she was
attacking yet beseeching it at the same time: "No!  No!  Don't start
again, don't think like that.  That kind of talk must stop too.  There
must be no more vileness.  Let it end.  For God's sake, let it end. I'm
afraid no more."  The voice in her head took this up and yelled with a
semblance of the old panic.  No more.  Do you hear?  I'm not afraid any
more.



By the time she stepped into the hall there was only the echo of the
voice with her, and she paused a moment and drew in a shuddering breath
before looking round at her family walking in single file down the
stairs, their expressions perturbed, each in its own way.  Swiftly she
put out her hand and caught that of Jane and drew her close.  This
action deepened their perplexity, 1 but on Jane's face there was also a
look of surprised pleasure as hand in hand they crossed the hall
towards the drawing-room.

Beatrice and Stephen did not follow them.  After an exchange of glances
they moved down the stairs into| the hall and turned towards a narrow
passage and to| a door at the far end, and just as Beatrice was about
to go into the room the sound of her husband's voice coming from the
direction of the kitchen, where he was having a jocular exchange with
Rosie Davidson, Peggy Mather's occasional help, made her pause and wait
until he came into sight.  Across the distance she beckoned to him, and
when he joined them the grin slid from his face and he asked in an
undertone, "What's up?"

Beatrice made no reply but went into the study, the two men following
her, and not until the door was closed and she had seated herself in a
great leather chair by the side of the fire did she answer her husband.
She said briefly, "It's mother."

"Oh!"  It was expressive, and Gerald paused before he went on, "What's
wrong now?"

"Nothing's wrong; apparently everything seems to be all right.  You'll
never believe it but we found her in her room with all the lights out,
standing on the balcony.  Didn't we, Stephen?"

Stephen had taken up his position with his back to the fire.  He liked
standing this way .  his father had always stood like it.  Winter or



summer, his father had taken up this position, with his back to the
fireplace .  he could always feel his father's presence strongly in
this room.

He realised that the eyes of his sister and brother- in-law were hard
on him and that he hadn't answered Beatrice's question.  He stretched
himself, neck upwards, again in the manner of his father, giving the
impression that he had been debating his reply, then he said, "She
seems no longer afraid of the dark.  In fact, I would say she's no
longer afraid of anything."

"Well, it's long overdue."  Gerald twitched his tweed trousers well up
his legs before sitting down opposite his wife.

"It's a pity she couldn't have got over her nerves earlier, it would
have saved us all a lot of worry."

"And Daddy."  Beatrice looked towards the desk that stood between the
two windows which were replicas of those in the room directly above.

The desk was long and solid and took up quite a large space between the
windows.  The only articles on it now were an inkstand, a tray, a
blotting pad and a framed photograph.  It was at the photograph that
Beatrice was looking, and her eyes showed a film of moisture as she
murmured, "Poor Daddy."  The door of her conscience was tightly closed
as she thought this.

Gerald uncrossed his legs, then, pulling a pipe from his pocket, he
proceeded to fill it while he repeated to himself, "Poor Daddy."  Well,
there was no doubt he had had a time of it, but to be honest with
himself, it was a phrase Gerald frequently used, to be honest with
himself he had felt no real sadness at his father-in-law's departure,
even though the old fellow had always, except on one notable occasion,
been decent to him.  To his mind he was a type you couldn't get to the
bottom of.  Hearty and all that, jocular, always ready to help you,
with advice at any rate, but still there was a something .  he had
never felt easy in his presence.  Yet of the two,



give him the old man every time, for his mother-in-law, j he had to
admit, gave him the willies.  If the old man ^ had never made him feel
entirely at ease, she always | made him feel darned uncomfortable.

She looked at i you as if you were something the cat had brought in,
with that air about her as if she were royalty.  And after ;

all, what was she?  A coal merchant's daughter, that's all j she was.

Of course .  he gave a little tucking laugh:;!  to himself .  he
wouldn't have minded being that| particular coal merchant's son and
having a share of I the dibs he had left.  She must be rotten with
money.  I Yet with all of it she was as mean as muck.  A clarty 1
thousand to Beatty for a wedding present.  He would | like to bet she
could have given her five and never I missed it.  True, she had settled
another thousand on j Yvonne when she was born, but she had tied that
up | so it couldn't be touched until the child was twenty-one.  5 She
might have been near barmy these past few years, but her business
faculties hadn't been impaired, that was a certainty.  Now there lay
before him the job of tapping her.

His tongue came out and rubbed the fringe of his short, fair moustache.
What if for some reason she didn't catch on to the idea and Livsey sold
his share of the garage elsewhere .  ?  She couldn't do it.  What was
seven thousand to her, anyway?  Pin money.  Just look at this house,
like a luxury hotel, with the stuff that was in it.  But the snag was,
she didn't like him.  He knew she didn't like him, so what if she
didn't rise to the offer?  The thought was unbearable and brought him
almost with a spring to his feet.  This action had to be explained to
the startled and enquiring glances of his wife and brother-in-law, and,
never at a loss, he asked quickly, "Where's Yvonne?  I've just thought,
I've never heard her.  Is she asleep?"



"Asleep!  No, don't be silly.  She's at Miss Shawcross's.  She begged
me to let her stay for half an hour or so.  Stephen and I had just
slipped down to the church, and she was finishing the altar.  She would
have us go back with her to the house.  She talked all the time about
the new man.  She can't stand him, she still considers it Daddy's
church, she always will."

Gerald made no comment on this, but he thought, Daft old bitch.

Another one rotten with money.  Why was it women who were always left
money?  Buttoning up his coat, he looked at Beatrice and said abruptly,
"We'd better go down and fetch her, she'll be sick with excitement and
you know what that means.  And then we've got the tree and the parcels
to see to."

At the reminder of the Christmas chores Beatrice sighed, letting out a
hissing breath that spoke of boredom.

When she had left the room, followed by her husband, Stephen, his back
still to the fire, started a swaying movement.  From his toes to his
heels, his eyes half closed, his hands, his back, his buttocks and
calves soothingly warm, he rocked himself gently into a reverie.  He
liked this room, he loved it.  He looked upon it as his; in fact the
whole house was his.  Well, as good as, he was the only son.  Beatrice
had a place of her own, and the way things were going Jane wouldn't be
long before she left too.  That would be determined tomorrow, he
supposed, when the man turned up.  He wondered for a moment what he
might be like.  That he was a lecturer at one of the colleges in Durham
was something, anyway; she wasn't letting herself down like Beatrice
had done in marrying Gerald Spencer.  Beatrice had hurt him over
Spencer more than he would care to admit.  Spencer was a type, and that
had been proved conclusively when the marriage had to be rushed.  Funny
about that.  The business had upset his father terribly yet



he remembered his mother hadn't turned a hair.  He knew exactly how
his father had felt about it, for he had felt the same, nauseated,
repulsed in some way the whole thing was beastly.

The swaying which had lulled began again, and almost with a challenge
his thinking made a statement.

"You'll never marry," it said, and he took it up.  No, he'd never marry
because priests should never marry;

you couldn't serve two masters, and as far as he could make out a wife
was a master.  And then there was the other side of it, the physical
side.  He actually shuddered on this thought.  The Catholic Church had
an advantage over the Church of England in the fact that they forbade
their priests to marry.  He sometimes wished, but just faintly, that he
was in the Church of Rome.  There the pattern was all cut out.  There
you were really a priest and your actions decided for you, but could
you be a priest with a wife and children hanging around you?  No, the
title reverend or vicar was more suitable.  He suddenly stopped his
rocking and chided himself for his cynicism.  But immediately he
reverted to it. It was no good hoodwinking himself, he wanted to be
known as a priest, not a vicar or a parson or a reverend.  A thought
coming directly on top of this minor explosion caused his lids to blink
rapidly over his near-sighted hazel eyes:

Would his mother marry again?  The thought settled itself and
continued. That's if she became really .  quite all right.  She had
money and was still youngish and was what could be called good-looking.
He had heard it said that she had been beautiful when she was young. 
He couldn't see it himself.  Although she was his mother, her face
didn't appeal to him. The eyes were too large for the face, and
wide-eyed women, he understood, weren't supposed to be intelligent.  He



liked intelligent women, women who could talk of other things besides
furniture and cooking.  Of course there was her music, but on the whole
she was just a domesticated woman.  But what if she should marry
again?

It would mean another man in the place that was his father's .  living
or dead, would remain his father's.  This house could never be another
man's house, that was except his, and he would rent it but never sell
it, and one day he would come back and live here, perhaps sooner than
he expected.  Having a bishop for a great-uncle, and having been called
after him, might be of some use after all.  Yet suppose his mother
really did decide to marry again and go on living here?

As with Gerald, the thought was not to be borne, and he quickly went
out into the hall and through a side door which led directly into the
garage where the holly was stacked in a corner, and he began sorting
with careful precision small pieces that would hang from the china
bracket that surrounded the drawing-room.  In his selection he was
careful to pick nothing that would scratch the delicate grey walls .

Grace was now sitting on the drawing-room couch, relaxed as she had not
been for months, even years.  She was listening to Jane telling her,
and in some detail, how she had met the most wonderful man in the
world. Why was it, she thought, all girls of seventeen talked the same
when this thing hit them?  It was sad, even terrible, that the illusion
should be an integral part of life; there was no way of jumping over it
or side-stepping it, it had to be gone through.  The only comfort was,
that at that age you weren't aware of how naked you were to others, nor
how tiring or boring or really painfully lovable.  At that age you
talked young, and why not?  Why not indeed.

"Yes, darling, I'm listening."

And she went on listening to how Jane had met the man of her dreams.

His name was George Aster, and



despite his being fifteen years her senior she knew it was the real
thing.  Grace hoped so, from the bottom of her heart she hoped so.

"I feel awful, Mammy, about having fibbed to him over my age, but,
anyway, I look eighteen, I know I do; and I'm not telling him until
after the holidays and things are settled in some way; and he means to
have them settled, he's determined."  She gave a nervous giggle then
added, "You'll love him.  Mammy."

"Well' Grace smiled dryly now " I may not do that exactly.

Mothers-in-law are not supposed to, you know, but already I feel that I
like him.  " As she said this she edged herself out of the depths of
the couch and to her feet and went towards the fireplace, thinking.

Who wouldn't have affection for the man who is promising you freedom.
It was dreadful to think like this, as if she wanted to be rid of Jane.
But that wasn't true, oh no .  no.  She hadn't expected her to talk of
marriage for a year or two yet, perhaps even longer, and she had faced
up to the fact that not until the future of her younger daughter was
secure in one way or another could she say to herself, "Now ... now I
will live."

But what if Jane should repeat the pattern that had been her own
life?

This George Aster was even older than Donald had been when they
married.  She mustn't let this happen, not even to save herself.  She
saw her reprieve sinking into the years ahead, and the panic began to
rise in her again.  But she quelled it.  Age had not been the sword
that hung between her and Donald.  It would have made no difference if
they had been exactly the same age, none whatever.

"Since I have felt like this I have understood about you and Daddy."

Jane looked towards her mother's back, slim as a girl's but stiffer.

The shoulders had for the moment lost their droop and appeared



unusually straight, and it seemed to be to them that Jane appealed,
"Mammy, I feel I must talk about Daddy.  You mustn't mind any more. Not
being able to mention him has shut him out somehow, and today,
especially today, I have felt him near, as if he was sort of... well, I
can't explain rightly, but sort of demanding to be let in.  That's why
I put the flowers on his picture .  " Stop it, Jane!  "

Grace's sharp cry seemed to slice off Jane's voice, and after staring
at her mother's back for a moment she bowed her head and bit hard on
her lip.

There followed a lull full of unease, then to break the tension came
the sound of carols from the driveway and at the same time the
drawing-room door opened and Stephen entered, his arms full of holly.

Grace turned to him, as if in relief, and asked, "Are there just the
children?"  Her voice was quite calm now, and Stephen nodded to her,
saying, "Yes, about a dozen of them I would say."  His voice had a
stiff, stilted sound.

"Will you see to them?"

He did not immediately reply, but laid the holly down by the fireplace
and then said, "Andrew's at the front door."

"Andrew?"  Grace repeated the name as if it was unknown to her.

"Oh, I thought he wasn't coming back until Boxing Day, or
thereabouts."

"Well, he's here at the door."  Stephen straightened up and his voice
reached a high level as he asked, "Why can't he use the back door?"

"Don't be silly."  It was Jane answering as she rose from the couch.

"You know Peggy would hit him on the head with the frying-pan if he
dared put his nose in her kitchen.... " Hell hath no fury .  " But why
should he, anyway?"



"Well, it isn't his place to come to the front door."

"Stephen!"  For the second time in minutes Grace's voice appeared to
come out of the top of her head.  The name was ejected so sharply that
both Stephen and Jane held their positions as if competing in a game of
statues.

"Don't speak like that, Andrew's not just a ... a ... he's a friend,
who's always given us his spare time; he only took on the odd jobs and
the garden to .... to oblige your father.  I've told you that before.
Jane ... Jane, go and let Andrew in."

"Yes, yes, all right.  Mammy."

Stephen turned from his mother's stare and busied himself with the
holly.  He was consumed now by a disturbing anger.  If he had his own
way he knew what he'd say to Andrew Maclntyre, "Go!  And don't come
back any more, inside or outside of this house!"  He had never liked
Andrew. And his father hadn't liked Andrew either, although he had
never said anything against him;

in fact he had never heard his father speak his name, but he still knew
that he hadn't liked the man.

There were a number of things he himself held against Andrew Maclntyre.
Not least of them that he had never addressed him as "Mr.  Stephen' or
" Young Master Stephen' as the other villagers did.  And then there was
the fact that he did not call his mother by the title of "Madam' or "
Ma'am'.  It was odd when he came to think about it but he couldn't
remember hearing him call her anything at all, no name whatever.  It
was as if he considered himself her equal, the equal of them all for
that matter.  That was why he kept himself apart from the villagers. 
He was too big for his boots, was Andrew Maclntyre, always had been. 
He did not chide himself that this was no Christian way to think.  His
feelings towards Andrew Maclntyre had long ago become a condition which
had no claim to charitable thought.



The carol singers were now attempting "Away in a Manger' in a variety
of keys.  The carolling became distinctly louder when the drawing-room
door was opened, which was explained by Jane laughingly saying as she
entered, " Beatrice is back and Yvonne insists on joining in; half of
them are in the hall .  Here's Andrew, Mammy.  "

The man who came forward into the room could have literally filled
Stephen's description and not only with regard to his feet, for he
stood six feet two inches tall, yet there didn't seem enough flesh on
his body to do justice to his frame; it looked like the body of a young
man that needed filling out.  But the delusion was dispelled when you
looked at the face, for there was hardly a trace of youth in it, not
that it was lined or aged; the impression came rather from the eyes,
deep-set brown eyes.  And the impression was added to by the white tuft
of hair that sprang away from the right temple.  The rest of his hair
was not black, merely dark, but it took on a hue of almost Spanish
blackness in contrast to the white tuft.

"Hallo, there, Andrew; do come in."  Grace did not move from her place
near the fire, but she lifted her hand and the gesture seemed to draw
the man into the room.  When he reached the head of the couch he
stopped and she said, "You're back sooner than you expected.  We didn't
think to see you until Boxing Day."

"I left my aunt much better.  She insisted that I come home for
Christmas and I was nothing loath."  His voice was thick and deep and
had not a Northumbrian but a Scottish burr.  And his manner of speech
was stilted and formal as if he had rehearsed what he had to say.

"Is she alone?"

"No, she's got a friend with her, so I felt justified in leaving."



"Do sit down, Andrew."  She pointed to a chair and then went and sat
on the couch, and as Jane sat down again beside her she did not look at
her but groped out and clasped he hand.

"Why can't you get your aunt to come and live nearer, Andrew?"  Jane
was leaning forward asking the question.

"Living such a long way off."

"She likes Devon."

"You know what.  Mammy?"  Jane's legs were tucked under her on the
couch now, and her face took on a mischievous twist as she said, "I bet
it isn't any aunt that Andrew goes to see.  I'd like to bet it's a girl
friend ... what do you say?"

The sound of Stephen dropping the hammer on the floor, whether
intentionally or unintentionally, brought all their eyes to him.  He
was looking at Jane, but Jane, having no fear of her brother, ignored
his look and repeated, "What do you say.  Mammy?"

"I would say it is Andrew's own business."  Grace was looking at Andrew
and he at her, then, moving his deep gaze on to Jane, he said softly,
"I came back because my girl lives here."

Jane threw back her head and let out a gurgle of a laugh.  Ever since
she was eight and had proposed to him openly one day, saying, "When I
grow up will you marry me, Andrew?"  and had realised that he was in
some way shocked, she had taken a delight in calling him her lad.

"Jane has a friend coming tomorrow, Andrew," Grace was smiling at her
daughter.

"Yes?"  Andrew's eyebrows moved up enquiringly.

"He's a special friend, Andrew."

"Yes?"  He looked at Jane and she exclaimed with a deep nod,
"Uh-huh."

A piercing scream coming from the hall checked the monosyllabic



exchange, and Grace screwed up her face against the sound as it was
repeated again and again.  There came now cries of "Goodbye, goodbye.
Thank you, goodbye.  Merry Christmas ... same to you.  Goodbye,"
followed by the front door banging, then into the drawing-room was
borne Yvonne, kicking and struggling in her father's grasp, and yelling
at the limit of her lungs, "Want to.  Want to.  Down, Daddy.  Want
to."

Gerald, stalking to the hearth, dropped the child none too gently on to
the rug by the fire, and immediately his hands released her she stopped
her screeching.

Yvonne looked round the company there was hardly a tear stain on her
face then suddenly she laughed and, turning over on the rug lay on her
stomach and kicked her toes into the soft pile.

"Something's got to be done in that quarter," Beatrice nodded
downwards.

"She's becoming a perfect little devil."

"If you want to have harmony have a child in the house.  What do you
say?"  Gerald addressed Andrew in a condescending, man-to-man style,
and Andrew, getting to his feet, answered quietly, "That's one thing I
can't give my opinion on."

"No, no, of course not.  Well, you don't know what you've missed."

Grace too rose to her feet and, looking at Andrew, she said quietly,
"You'll be on your own tomorrow, Andrew?"  And without waiting for an
answer she continued, "Will you come and have dinner with us?"

Andrew was looking at the woman before him.  Then his gaze moved from
her to the members of her family, to Beatrice, the son-in-law, Jane
and, lastly, Stephen.  They were all staring at him, waiting he knew
for his answer.  He looked back at Grace again and it was a moment
before he spoke.

"Thanks, I'd like that," he said briefly.

"Good night now."  The good night was for



her.  Then, giving a nod that included the rest of them, he said
again, "Good night."  As he went towards the door he paused for a
moment and, turning and looking back towards Grace, he said, "A Happy
Christmas to you."

"And to you, Andrew."

Their voices were low and level.

No-one saw him out, and when the door had closed on him the silence
still held, giving him time to cross the hall.

Beatrice was the first to speak.

"But, Mammy," she said, 'there'll be company, Jane's friend .  She
paused to cast a glance towards Jane.

"George."

"George will be all the better for meeting Andrew, Beatrice."

"But Andrew will be awkward.  Mammy; he'll be out of place, it's never
happened before."

"Andrew won't be out of place, Beatrice ... I knew Andrew before I knew
any of you."  Grace nicked her gaze quickly around them.

"I've never known him to be awkward in any company.  Andrew is one of
the family;

I've always considered him so.  "

And now she looked towards Stephen and she saw that his face was
working.  At this moment he was without his facade, and when she said,
"Well, Stephen, what have you to say about it?"  she watched him wet
his lips and wait a moment before speaking, and she knew he was going
to great lengths to control his temper.

"Well, since you ask, and since you appear to be so much better, I feel
that I should speak frankly."  He paused and she inclined her head
towards him.

"It wouldn't have happened if Father had been alive, would it?  And I
can't see that the excuse is that he's alone tomorrow.

He was alone on Christmas Day two years ago when Father was here and
there was no talk then of inviting him to dinner, and I feel I know



why.  " Again he paused.

"Father didn't like the man, he never liked him.  Why he kept him on I
don't know, but there's one thing I know for a certainty: he would
never have received an invitation to Christmas dinner from Father."

Whatever effect Stephen's words had on his mother was not evident
except for a slight pressure on the lips her expression remained the
same but the effect certainly showed on the rest of them, for they all
looked startled at his audacity.  Then just as Grace was about to reply
Jane broke in, her words tumbling over themselves, "You ... oh,
Stephen, I don't know how you can say such things.  Father did like
Andrew, he did.  As for George' she glared at Beatrice now 'if I wanted
him to meet anyone it would be Andrew, and if he felt he was above
meeting Andrew he wouldn't be the one for me ... so there.  You are
nothing but a lot of silly ... silly snobs.  And snob isn't the right
word either.... Oh, I don't know...."

"Be quiet, Jane, it's all right."  Grace's hand was on her arm.  Then
she turned and looked at Stephen and her voice was very low, even
gentle, as she said, "What you seem to forget, what everybody seems to
forget, is that I am still mistress of this house, and if I want Andrew
to dinner I'll have him to dinner.  Andrew is ... Her voice was
trembling now.  Her lids began to blink rapidly as she looked from one
to the other, and when no-one spoke she turned away and made for the
door. Having passed into the hall and closed the door behind her, she
held on to the knob for some seconds, for her legs were shaking so that
she felt she would drop, and to her dismay the sickly feeling of dread
and anxiety was blocking her chest once more.

As she made her way to the foot of the staircase her walk became
slightly erratic and she looked down at her legs.  As she did so the
expression on her face changed;



the look of deep pain and anxiety seeping from her eyes was replaced
by one of desperate urgency, and after supporting herself for a moment
with a hand on the balustrade she.  did not mount the stairs to her
room but crossed the hall towards the dining-room.  It was imperative
that she followed up the stand she had made in the drawing-room with a
test. She would open the hatch to the kitchen and say to Peggy, "Is
everything going well, Peggy?"  That alone would be a strengthener of
courage.

When she opened the dining-room door Peggy Mather was bending over the
table moving a cruet to a new position.  Grace had spent most of the
afternoon setting the table and now the voice of courage said, "Tell
her to put that back where it was," but she wasn't brave enough to
comply.  And she walked into the room as if she hadn't noticed what
Peggy was doing.  Then she went and stood some way behind her, for it
was easier to address her from behind.

The woman at the table was broad hipped, and as she bent forward her
buttocks pressed themselves out of her print skirt bringing it up into
a peak showing a pair of hard, fleshy calves.  Even her bulk was
intimidating.  She had always stood a little in awe of this woman right
from the very start, yet it was nothing compared with the feeling Peggy
Mather had aroused in her these past few weeks.

She tried to speak now as mistress to maid, as if there was nothing
more between them than that, but her voice failed her as she said, "Is
everything going all right, Peggy?"

"Why shouldn't it be?  It isn't the first time we've had a dinner at
seven instead of one ... it's all the same thing."

Grace watched the broad back straighten up.  She watched her walk with



her heavy step towards the service door, and when it had swung to
behind her she sat down.  Then, joining her hands together, she did a
very unusual thing:

she began to pray.

Less than half an hour later Stephen and Beatrice came to her room.

Stephen came first.  He looked slightly crestfallen and more youthful
than she had seen him for some time, and when he apologised for his
behaviour, saying, "I'm sorry, nothing like that will ever happen
again', she wanted not only to put out her hands to him but to take him
in her arms.  Yet all she did was to look at him kindly and say, " It's
all right, I understand," and she did understand.  She understood a
little how he was feeling at this moment of contrition, for was he not
her son.

When a few minutes later Beatrice came into the room and exclaimed,
"Oh, Mammy, I do like you in that grey, it looks super, I haven't seen
you in it for ages," she felt a little sick, a little sad, for she
guessed that they had put their heads together, determined that the
Christmas festivities should not be marred, at least through them.  The
incident that had happened downstairs was unfortunate, and the outcome
of it they were waiving until tomorrow, she could almost hear her
husband's voice endorsing their decision .  'sufficient unto the day is
the evil thereof.

For the first time in three years Grace went to sleep in the dark, and
when she woke in the dark and found that she had been to sleep she was
hardly afraid.  There was a soft stillness about the room and the whole
house, and she guessed that it was snowing.  She told herself to get up
and see, and then she remembered no more until it was morning, and she
awoke again to a quiet stir about the house broken by excited cries
from a room across the landing.



It was Christmas morning and Yvonne was opening her stocking.  She had
no desire to go and witness this event.  When her own children had been
small it had thrilled her to Avatch them unpacking their stockings, but
Yvonne did not seem to belong to her, not even as a grandchild.

She was a spoilt child.

As she lay she hoped that no-one would come and disturb her for a long
while, for she wanted to savour this feeling that she had woken with,
this feeling of newness, of courage, of having at least been able to
conquer the dark.  She stretched her long legs down the bed, then,
twisting round, she lay on her stomach, her face buried in the
pillow.

She would make everybody happy today, everybody.  And she would go to
church .  yes, she would go to church.  That would please Stephen.  Yes
she would go to church.  And this evening she would play to them.

It was ten o'clock before the breakfast things and all the debris from
the presents were cleared away.  She couldn't say that any of her
Christmas presents had brought her delight.  They were mostly things
for use in the house; these no doubt they thought would please her, and
she was sure she had conveyed that impression.  Her gifts to them had
been in the form of cheques, small ones, but they all, even Gerald, had
received them with expressions of surprised delight.

She had a strong feeling that Gerald was trying to corner her.  He had
never left her for a moment last night.  It had almost become
embarrassing.  He was too solicitous by far.

And now when she had come upstairs to get ready for church and he made
the excuse to follow her by bringing some wood for her fire, she knew
he had succeeded in his efforts and she must face up to it and get it
over.



He stood outside her door calling, "Fuel up.  Mother', and when she
said, " Come in, Gerald', he entered, boisterous and gay, his arms
laden with logs.

"That's kind of you, Gerald.  I always feel guilty about my fire, but I
can't stand electric fires and I have tried."

"Why should you; you usually see to it yourself, anyway.... If you
can't have what you want in your own house it's come to something."  He
pushed a log on the centre of the fire and pressing it home firmly with
his boot added, "And I don't see why you should have to mess about with
fires either.  Peggy's got nothing to do most of the rime, only you to
see to, and she's got help to do it at that."

"Oh, she's kept pretty busy and there's nothing like fires for making
work."

Gerald straightened up and dusted his hands, then, turning and taking
up a position not unlike that of Stephen he looked at her and said in a
voice that could only be described as tender, "You know.  Mother, I
haven't had the chance to speak to you alone, but I just want to say
from the bottom of my heart that I'm glad to see you so much better."

She turned from the dressing-table with a ring in her hand, and she
looked at it as she slowly pushed it on to her finger.  She even paused
to admire its effect before saying, "Thank you, Gerald; that's very
kind of you."

"Y'know, Mother' Gerald let his head fall back on to his shoulders,
then drop forward again before proceeding 'if it wasn't that you are so
much better' he stressed the 'are' - " I wouldn't, not for the world,
say what I'm going to say now, and as time's short and they'll all be
yelling for you in a minute, I'll come straight to the point.  You know
. or of course you don't know that Livsey is selling out, and he's
willing to let his holding go as a sacrifice.  Now' he held his



hand up as if he were directing traffic at the stop sign "I know that
that word is suspect but nobody's going to put one over on me, not in
my own line of business, so you can take my word for it that it just
means what it says.  Well, Mother, you know how I stand.  I haven't got
seven thousand pounds.  I wish I had, and this is what I want to ask
you.... Mind, I'm not asking for a loan ... Again his hand was at the
stop sign.

"I'm asking you to do a business deal.  And this is it: will you buy
Livsey out?  You'll have profits, part control, the lot ... Now it's
like this ... " Sit down, Gerald.  " Grace's quiet tone checked him and
she pointed to a chair.  Then she drew the dressing-table stool near to
her, and when she was sitting opposite him he put in hastily but in a
less strident tone, " Well, just hear me out.  Mother, before you say
anything.  "

"It's no use, Gerald."

He made no reply to this but he smiled at her and nodded.  He was used
to this kind of beginning; he was also used to pressing home the point.
One acquired the technique in the car business.

"All right, all right.  Now just listen, just for a minute...."

Grace looked downwards to where her hands were joined tightly together
and she bit on her lip before saying in a voice that was no longer
quiet, "It's no use, Gerald, you're only making it worse for
yourself.

I mean what I say, I can't help you' she raised her eyes and looked
straight into his round and to her unpleasant face as she ended 'for
the simple reason that I haven't any money.  "

"What!"

His disbelief was scornful and it brought her head up and gave an edge
to her voice.

"You can say " What!  " in that manner, but I'm telling you the truth.
I haven't any money, at least not your kind of money.  It will come as



news to you, I know, but I haven't had ... what you call money for
some rime now."

"What about the business?"

"It's mine in name only."

"You were bought out?"

"No, I wasn't bought out in the way you mean.  To put it briefly, Uncle
Ralph speculated some years ago.  As you know, he owned half of
everything; something went wrong ... many things went wrong and he was
facing bankruptcy.  The firm was taken over but still run under our
name.  I was left with enough to put Stephen through college and see
Jane settled."

"But this place?"  Gerald spread his arms wide, embracing the house.

"You can't run this on tuppence a week."  He refrained from adding,
"Cooks, gardeners, the lot."

His tone jarred on her and she wanted to cry, "What business is it of
yours?"  but she knew his hopes had been dealt a very hard blow, so she
replied quietly, "It doesn't cost so much to run as you might think,
and in a very short rime the house and everything in it will be
sold."

"Good God!"  He was on his feet.

"And the others know nothing about it?"

"No, they know nothing about it.  It won't concern them very much,
anyhow.  Stephen will have no use for a house like this, his home will
be in a vicarage in some part of the country.  And Beatrice is in your
hands ... Grace paused here before adding, " And Jane's future will be
settled over the holidays at least I hope so.  "

"God Almighty!"  Gerald was being entirely himself now.

"And you think they're not going to mind?"

"Oh yes, I know they'll mind and be disappointed."

"Disappointed.  Huh ... I Well ... He looked down at her.

"We ll' the word was drawn out this rime 'all I can say is that it's a
damn fine kettle of fish."



"I'm sorry you should feel so bitter about it, but after all, Gerald,
it may surprise you to learn that I have dealt with you very
generously.  You've had two thousand pounds and more in the last three
years.  It was a very difficult thing to do to decide on giving
Beatrice and the child that money when my affairs were in such a
chaotic state, and no doubt in the future I may be glad of two thousand
pounds.  No, Gerald, under the circumstances your family has been
treated very fairly."

Gerald stared at her.  There was a black rage welling up in him; her
seeming indifference to his plight infuriated him.  Not only had she
killed his hopes of eventually owning his company but his future was
dead also.  He hadn't realised up till now just how much he had
depended on her generosity to her grandchild and eventual legacy to her
daughter.  This woman had been a source of security for him, an
insurance policy.  If things didn't go right, well, there was always
Beat's mother.  Not a little of his present success was due, he knew,
to his connection through marriage with Cartner and Cartner.

So bitter were his feelings that when Grace spoke again he did not hear
her.  But after a moment he turned on her and said, "What did you
say?"

"I was asking you, Gerald, not to tell Beatrice or the others about it
just yet.  Of course, they will have to know.  You can tell Beatrice if
you wish when you return home, but I'll explain to Jane and Stephen
before the holidays are over."

Gerald made no answer to this, but he thrust his lips out before
bringing them in to form a tight line across his face.  Then, turning
abruptly on his heels, he left her.

It was some moments before Grace moved from the seat, and then she went
slowly to the wardrobe and took out her mink coat, and when she had put



it on she looked at herself in the mirror.  She could up to a point
understand Gerald's feelings.  In a coat such as this in a house such
as this, it was hard to credit she was a woman without substantial
means.

Apart from the child, Gerald had the house to himself;

they had all gone to church, and even if Yvonne had not been sick he
knew that he couldn't have sat through an hour of waffling feeling as
he did.  He was ready to explode.  He looked to where his small
daughter lay asleep now, curled up in the depths of the couch.  She had
a clarty thousand and no more to look forward to.  That was eating him
as much as the fact that unless he had a windfall of some kind or
another he would remain a working partner in Livsey's for the rest of
his days.

And for that stuck-up cow to keep it to herself and she supposed to be
ill, in the middle of a breakdown.  She couldn't possibly have been as
bad as she made out otherwise she would have blurted out the whole
business among some of the other stuff she had spewed up.  Enough to
put you to shame, some of the things she had said, and it took
something to make him blush, by God it did.  She was a deep one, was
his mother-in-law .  But he just couldn't get over it .  her broke.  He
swung round and looked at the room.  Keeping up all this bloody pomp
and her broke, it didn't make sense.  And then the Christmas boxes. 
Twenty-five pound cheques to each of them, even the children.  It
didn't seem much when you reckoned it up, a hundred and twenty-five
pounds, but a hundred and twenty-five pounds was a hundred and
twenty-five pounds when you were broke .  I Broke, be damned .  I her
broke likely meant she had a bare three thousand a year to survive
on.

He must have a drink.  Softly he walked past the couch and out of the
room, and when he entered the dining-room he made straight for the



cabinet standing in the corner.  Opening its doors wide, he ran his
finger along the line of bottles on the top shelf before selecting the
brandy.  And all this liquor.  What did she keep this stuff for?
Supposedly for her uncle and relations.  That was my eye.  She likely
tippled on the quiet;

there was no-one to check on her most of the time.  Would you buy this
amount of stuff if you were near penniless?  He threw off a good
measure of brandy, then as he stood savouring its warming effect he
looked down at the empty glass and said aloud, "She's lying."  His hand
went out to the bottle again, and he was in the act of pouring himself
out another brandy when the front-door bell rang.

Who the hell could this be?  Not Maclntyre already?  He hoped not.  He
didn't want to be stuck with him until the others came back.

When he opened the front door he saw standing there a man of medium
height, dressed in a greatcoat and holding a hat in one hand and a
small case in the other.

"Yes?"  His enquiry was not convivial.

"I'm Aster."

"Aster ... Oh, good lord ... come in, come in."  He closed the door
behind the man.

"You weren't expected until one o'clock.  Come by special train or
something?"

The man was looking slowly around the hall, and he' said with a laugh,
"No, hardly that, but a friend of mine was driving this way and offered
me a lift ... I took a taxi from yon side of the village."

"A taxi?  You were lucky.  It's a wonder they came up this way with the
snow lying.... Here, let me have your things.  I'm the only one in,
everybody's at church.  I'm Spencer, Beatrice's husband.  You might
have found an empty house, only my little girl was sick excitement, you
know.  Up half the night waiting for her stocking ... I bet you could
do with a drink."



For the moment Gerald had pushed aside his own concerns.  He was
playing the host in a way he would never have done had Grace been in
the house.

He led the way across the hall.

"In here ... now, what'll you have .  ?  Let's see."  He stood in front
of the cabinet, again a door in each hand.

"We run to whisky, gin, rum, cherry brandy, brandy plain.

Advocat.  "

"Oh, a whisky please, neat."

"A whisky neat.  A whisky it'll be."

"What a remarkable place."

"Eh?  Oh this ... the house ... yes.  And you've seen nothing yet."

"Jane didn't tell me.  I expected a vicarage ... you know, the usual
kind."

"Well, this is the vicarage, or was when the Reverend was alive.

Anyway, it was used as such, but the real vicarage is at the other side
of the village, near the garage .  Oh, it's a long story.  Jane will
tell you some time, I suppose.  Well, drink up.  Cheers!  "

"Cheers."

"Sit yourself down."

"Thanks."

Gerald took up his stand on the hearth rug and from his advantageous
position he summed up the visitor.  Well, all he could say was: he
certainly wasn't much to look at.  To hear Jane ramping on he had
expected a six- footer at least and all that went with it.  The fellow
was no more than five foot five, tubby in fact, and looked his age.  He
might have the advantage on top .  well, he needed it some place.

But now it was up to him, he supposed, to keep the ball rolling until
the others came in.

During this process and the next half-hour the man learned a great deal
about Gerald, and, becoming a little tired of the theme, he skilfully
turned the conversation to the house and garden again.



"You have some very fine trees here."  He stood up and went to the
window.

"The willows are magnificent.... Ah-h!  That's a lovely sight, isn't
it?"  He pointed to where a large willow, its lower branches borne down
with snow, stood in the middle of the wide stretch of white
sun-gleaming lawn.

"Oh, that's nothing."  Gerald came to his side.

"Wait until you see those at the back."

"It's a wonderful place ... wonderful."

Gerald made no answer to this, for the remark dragged his mind back to
his own affairs.  Aye, it was wonderful, he'd say it was wonderful, and
according to her it was for the market.  He wished they were back;

he must tell Beatrice about the way things had gone and damn all
promises to the contrary.  This fellow, he was finding, was heavy
going. Had nothing to say except enthuse about the place.  He was
turning from the window when his companion's exclamation of "Good
gracious!"  brought him round again and he looked to where he was
pointing to the path circling the lawn.

"That man ... why, I know him ... don't tell me he lives here."

"Maclntyre ... ?  No ... well, not in this house.  He lives over on the
fells.  He does the odd jobs, part time, mostly at nights and
week-ends.  He's a farmworker really."

"Really ... I Well, how strange."

"Why, is he a friend of yours?"  Gerald's eyes narrowed.

"No, no, I wouldn't say that.  We've only met twice and then just for a
few minutes each time.  But he's the kind of man whom you couldn't
forget in a hurry ... he's got a white tuft of hair here, hasn't he?"
He pointed high up on his temple.

"Yes ... yes, he has."

"That's him."



They both watched Andrew follow the path that led towards the side of
the house and the front door.

"Where'd you meet him ... he hardly ever leaves these parts, except
occasionally to visit an aunt in Devon."

"It was there we met ... Devon."

"This last week?"

"No, some months ago around Easter, to be correct.  That was the second
time.  The first time was about two years ago.  I lost my way when I
was on a walking tour and came across him.  I was making for Buckfast
Abbey and got lost in a wood.  You can, you know," he smiled.

"I was thinking I was there for ever when I came on a clearing and a
cottage.  There was a field beyond.  It was in the field I first saw
him It was most arresting, he was coming down the slope with his
wife.

It was rather a steep gradient and I think she must have slipped, for
he pulled her up into his arms and swung round and ran with her down
the remainder of the hill to the gate.  I remember envying him his
colossal strength .  it was rather a beautiful sight, if you know what
I mean, a man running down a hill with a woman in his arms.  You don't
often come across it in real life, you've got to go to the films to see
anything like that these days, and then it's usually done by a stand-in
Hercules.  "

"He was with his wife?"  Gerald's voice was low and his eyes were wide
and he nodded his head slowly as he spoke.

"Yes.  I didn't make my presence known for a moment or so, I didn't
want to break in on the scene and ... well ... embarrass them, but even
when I did show myself, and with quite a bit of preliminary noise, I
remember I nearly scared the wits out of them, at least her, for she
dashed into the house.  It left me a bit mystified until he explained.
She had seemingly been very ill and was still convalescent, and as they



rarely saw anyone in that isolated part my presence had evidently
startled her."

"Yes ... yes, it would, I can see that."  Gerald was still nodding his
head.  Well, could you beat it?  Maclntyre with a wife a woman would be
more correct, and tucked away in a nice secluded sppt right in the
heart of a wood.  Well again, what d'you know?  His mother-in-law's
family retainer, who would be lonely on Christmas Day so must join the
family circle, and while he was eating his Christmas pudding no doubt
his mind would be in the woods .  with the little woman.  There was a
loud snigger inside him.  He couldn't wait to see Andrew's face when he
was confronted with this fellow.  It was a small world, wasn't it?
Coincidences were funny things, upsetting things.  He was going to
enjoy himself today, mainly, he realised, not because Andrew's face was
going to be red, but because of the disillusionment that was awaiting
his mother-in-law when she learnt of the double life of her perfect
odd-job man.

"I found him a most interesting man.  He had a wide knowledge of
trees.

He walked with me and put me on the road to the Abbey.  I remember
wishing it had been longer.  Then this Easter I went that way again and
there they were as before.  She's very shy, isn't she?  Has she quite
recovered?  "

Gerald was saved from making a reply to this question by the sound of
laughing voices entering the hall.  The churchgoers were back and
Andrew would come in with them oh he couldn't wait for this so for
answer he said, "Here they come, come on and show yourself."  He put
his arm round the other man's shoulders and pressed him forward, and so
it was almost side by side they entered the hall.

There before them was gathered the family.  Beatrice was in the act of
peeping into the drawing-room, Stephen was pulling off his muffler and



coat, Jane had her back to them.  She was in the fore-lobby gathering
some late mail from the wire cage, but standing together like the
central figures in a picture were Grace and Andrew.  They had been
joined in gentle laughter a moment before they looked towards Gerald
and the man at his side.  When the man came swiftly forward with
outstretched hand Grace, with mouth agape as if she were being
confronted by the Devil, shrank closer to Andrew.  And then with a
desperate movement she turned her face and body towards him as if
seeking shelter from the advancing guest.

The man was shaking Andrew's stiff hand, and his now hesitant and
perplexed tone pounded through Grace's head as he said, "Well, isn't
this the most unusual thing, I never thought we ... we should meet
again, not in this part of the country, anyway."

There was a pause in the pounding, and when the voice came at her
averted face saying quietly, "I hope I find you better," she knew with
a great surge of relief that she was to be freed of this excruciating
moment and that she was about to faint.  As she clutched at Andrew and
felt his arms supporting her, she heard Jane's voice crying, "George!

George!  Oh, Mammy!  "



PART TWO



Whenever Grace looked back to the incidents that occurred in the early
years of her marriage her mind always picked on the first night Donald
and she spent together.  She could see herself sitting bolt upright in
the bed waiting for him, her heart pounding so hard that she felt its
jerking ever behind her eyes.  They were spending the night in an hotel
in Dover before crossing by car ferry the following day to make their
way through France to Rome, where they would stay for the next two
weeks.

The bulbs in the bedroom were shaded to the extent of making the
lighting appear dim, and she had sat peering through it towards the
dressing-room door.  The dressing-room had come as a pleasant surprise
to her.  When Donald had spoken of the booking he had referred to it as
the room, not rooms, but it was so like him to be considerate of her
feelings on this night.

When the intervening door opened and he entered the room in his
dressing-gown, she was torn for the moment between two ways of greeting
him, one with lowered head and the other with arms eagerly
outstretched.  She chose the latter, and when he was sitting on the
bedside close beside her he took her face between his large hands, his
fingers pressing her temples, and he stared into her misted eyes for
some time before gently kissing her.  And then he began to talk.  With
his voice soft and sometimes hesitant, he asked her: Did she know that
love was God conceived .  God distributed .  given by Him to His



creatures for the sole purpose of creating souls?  Did she know that?
Did she know that it was a most precious thing, a thing to be
cherished, never to be squandered, as precious as the chalice holding
the holy wine, to be sipped at, never to be gulped .  did she know
that? Consciously she knew none of these things, she was only aware of
being lulled, almost hypnotised, by the magic of his voice.

She only knew that he was wonderful, so kind, so understanding.

It was some months before she realised that the sub stance of his talk
on their wedding night was the foundation on which their marriage was
laid.

When finally he stretched his long length down beside her, there was a
change in her feelings for which she could not account, for his
tenderness proved to be enough for her.  She did not miss the
consummation of the marriage until, waking the next morning, she
thought with a guilty start.  Oh, I must have fallen asleep, and when
she saw him lying looking at her, seeming even to be drinking her into
himself, she wondered why she, of all people in the world, should have
been selected for such happiness, and how could there be anyone so
blind as not to see the wonder and goodness of her Donald.  This
thought took her mind to her Aunt Aggie.  Aunt Aggie didn't like
Donald, never had from the day he came to commiserate with her on the
tragic death of her parents in the car crash.  He was too smooth, too
good-looking, too much of a la-de-da, Aunt Aggie had stated openly.

Her Aunt Susan and Uncle Ralph liked Donald, and both said that he was
the kind of man her mother would have liked her to marry.  For had not
her parents moved into the best part of Newcastle so as to be able to
give her a background that would in no way be incongruous to the
boarding-school education they insisted on her having, and which was to
prepare her to meet, and mate, with someone like Donald.  Yes, they



said, poor dear Linda would have been over the moon at her daughter's
choice, for was not Donald Rouse, besides looking and talking like a
gentleman, the nephew of a bishop.

Yet no approbation of her Aunt Susan and Uncle Ralph could make up for
her Aunt Aggie's open hostility, for she liked her Aunt Aggie loved
her; she had always had a guilty feeling about her affection for her
Aunt Aggie because she knew it was stronger than that which she had for
her parents.  But now she was finished with her Aunt Aggie; she
couldn't be anything else after the things she had said about Donald,
kept on saying about him even to the very night before the wedding.

"That fellow's after your money, that's all he wants," that's what she
had dared to say about Donald, who was a parson.  On that last night
Aggie had shouted so that she had rushed and closed the "drawing-room
door and begged, " Oh, be quiet.  Aunt Aggie.  Donald will be calling
any minute.  Oh, how can you say such things?  "

"I can and will.  Somebody's got to say them; the others can't 'cos
they're mesmerised like you.  Look, Grace."  Aggie's voice had dropped
and there came a note of urgent pleading into it.

"Listen to me.  He's a good-looking fellow granted, although he's old
enough to be your father, but from my experience that kind of man
doesn't look for a good-looking wife not your type, anyway."  Her voice
sank even lower now as she went on, "Don't you realise it.  Grace,
you're not only good-looking, you're a beautiful girl.  You could have
anybody you had a mind to point at.  I could name half a dozen men in
this town who would jump if you raised your finger.  The only reason
they are keeping their distance at present is because you are so young
and your folks haven't been dead six months yet.  But that doesn't seem
to trouble your parson friend.  And another thing, if that fellow had
wanted anything but



money he'd have been married afore the day at his age, going on
thirty-eight.  "

Grace was crying now and had protested, "Oh, Aunt Aggie, how can
you?"

"I can and I will," she had repeated over again, 'and I'm going to tell
you this.  Grace.  It will be the sorriest day's work you'll do in your
life if you marry that man the morrow.  I tell you I know the type.
They're like some of the great big whopping turnips you see, fine on
the outside but boast inside.  It's all the same with these big
beauties, and you'll find you'll want more than a good-looking face on
the pillow to get you happily through marriage.  Aye, you will.  And
what about your music, eh?  What about that?  D'you think he'll let you
go on with that .  ?  You wait and see.  "

And now as Grace lay looking into the beautiful face she knew Aunt
Aggie was wrong, so terribly wrong, and she felt sorry for Aunt Aggie,
because for years she had been looked upon as the oracle of the family.
Her father used to say nobody could hoodwink Aggie.  She had a head on
her, had Aggie.  How many women after losing their husbands would, or
could, carry on his job, and the tricky one at that, of buying and
selling property?  But Aggie had done it.  Yes, Aggie was astute, and
cute.

As Donald rose from the bed, his hand trailing slowly from hers, she
forgot her Aunt Aggie, for who could think of a domineering,
middle-aged, fat little woman when they were murmuring, "Oh, darling,
darling, I do love you."  Yet somewhere in her mind, she was vowing,
I'll make Aunt Aggie eat her words.  I will, I will.  No-one, no-one in
the world must dislike Donald .  anyway, how could they?

By the end of the honeymoon she was a little tired of looking at
architecture, Byzantine, Gothic, and the rest,



and she was secretly looking forward to taking up her life at the
vicarage, and, as she said to herself doing things with it.  She knew
exactly what alterations she was going to make to that big, draughty
house, but she knew that she would have to move cautiously, for Donald
had emphasised, and strongly, that she must be prepared to live within
his means.  And to think that Aunt Aggie .  Donald had himself been
only three months in the village of Deckford, and, as he said, was
still feeling his feet.  He was also, she knew, still smarting under
the reason for his banishment from St.  Bernard's.

He had made light of it when it happened, saying to her, "You want to
know the reason why I've got to go.  Well, can you give me your
undivided attention for the next few days to listen to the history of
the Church I'll have to start with the Reformation."  His voice had
become sad as he ended.

"I am, as you know, innately what you might call High Church, and St.
Bernard's is innately what you might term Low Church.  My job, when I
was sent there, was to bring the two to a moderate meeting point, but
I'm afraid my zeal has carried me over that point and annoyed a number
of people, so I am being banished to a little village, but where, oddly
enough' he laughed here 'they are rather partial to trappings."  It was
on the day he told her this that she knew she loved him and couldn't
live without him, and on the day he actually moved to Deckford he asked
her to marry him and she fell into his arms .  But it was decreed that
Grace was not to live in the vicarage at Deckford.  The weather took a
hand in her destiny, for during a gale, and only three days before they
returned from Italy, one of the two large chimneys crashed through the
roof and caused a great amount of damage.  Uncle Ralph, taking things
in hand, made it his



business to find them temporary accommodation against their return.

This accommodation was the home of the late Miss Tupping and called
Willow Lea.  The house and its contents were up for sale, and the
business was in the hands of Bertrand Farley, Junior, who had been Miss
Tupping's solicitor.  Bertrand Farley saw no reason why the house
should not be rented for a few weeks, for privately he could not see it
being sold at any price.  There was a slump hitting the country, and it
was improbable he would get an early sale for a place such as Willow
Lea . So it was that Grace returned to a home which de lighted her
heart with its air of graciousness, and she determined right away that
she was going to do all in her power to remain there, for her Donald,
she saw at once, loved the house.  Although he said not a word in its
favour until a month later when they were about to leave it.  It was
this moment that Grace had been waiting for and she put into words what
had been in her mind since she had first entered the door.  Why
shouldn't they live here permanently?  Why couldn't they buy it?

What?  Donald was up in arms.  The suggestion met with a complete
refusal.  No, she knew the arrangement they had agreed on, they must
live within his means.  Of course he liked the house, but that did not
mean, etc.  " etc.  Grace was not deterred: she sent for her Uncle
Ralph and Aunt Susie, and there was a meeting in the drawing-room
during which Donald gradually, but only gradually, became amenable. 
Once his consent was gained, the rest was a mere formality.

Willow Lea was bought as it stood, furniture included, at the bargain
price of 4,000.  There was only one snag that promised to be an
irritant, a codicil concerning Benjamin Fairfoot, the gardener.



Benjamin had started with Miss Tapping's family when he was a boy, and
when Miss Tupping had had a new house built for herself she and
Benjamin Fairfoot between them had designed and created the gardens,
and the codicil provided against Benjamin's dismissal.  Whoever
purchased the house must sign to the effect that he would be kept on as
gardener, as long as he so desired.

Grace saw nothing in this to worry about, it did not even call for
consideration .  of course Benjamin would be kept on, he was part of
the garden.  She liked Ben, he talked Geordie and reminded her of old
Jack Cummings, except that up to date she hadn't heard him swear.

Jack Cummings had been one of her father's men when they lived next to
the coal depot.  She knew that it was because she liked to play around
Jack and had acquired a little of his vocabulary that her mother had
insisted on her being sent away to school in the first place.

Uncle Ralph's opinion of the codicil was much the same as Grace's
own.

"Oh, that's nowt," he said, "I'd say you're lucky to have such a fellow
as that thrown in.  You're lucky altogether, me lass."

Donald alone questioned the matter of Ben's compulsory employment, the
reason he voiced being that they couldn't afford a gardener.  Grace had
laughed over this.

"We can afford three gardeners," she had said, 'and a full staff inside
too.  And, what's more, we're going to have them.  "

It was a silly thing to say, taking things far too quickly, and it
brought upon her head a lecture.

"No, Grace, that'll never do.  The gardener ... all right, because our
hand is forced ... and a little help in the house, that'll be all right
too.  But you must remember.  Grace, that I'm just an ordinary parson,
and only by continuing as such can I hope to hold my parish together.
Any show of undue affluence would be bound to estrange at least one
part of the community."



She knew that he was referring to the folk versus the others, and she
sighed.  She knew he was right.  Her Donald was always right, he was so
wise.  He had explained all this to her before, the difference between
the folk, as he called the villagers, and the others.  Among which were
the Parleys, the hunting Tooles, the doctor, and the schoolmaster in
that order.  Oh yes, Donald was right.

From when did she first start telling herself several times a day that
she was happy?  Before she had been married three months?  Yes, a while
before that.  Her days at the beginning left her very little time for
private thoughts.  Running an eight-roomed house with the part-time
help of Mrs.  Blenkinsop, and getting initiated into the duties of a
parson's wife, which, besides visiting, included taking an active part
in the Women's Guild, the Sewing Meeting and the Literary Evening, the
latter a new innovation instigated by the vicar, left her a little
tired by nightfall.  Sometimes she would sit on the rug before the
fire, her head resting against Donald's knees, her hand on top of his
hand where it covered her hair, and she would almost fall asleep
listening to his endearments.

"My energetic little girl is overdoing it."

"No ... no, I'm not."  Her voice would often sound as if it was coming
through sleep.

"I'm going to take you to bed and tuck you up."

Whenever he spoke in this way she would be roused and say, with a sort
of childish petulance which in no way suited her, "Oh, aren't you
coming, Donnie?"

"No, I'm not coming.  Come along, up you get."

She would be in his arms now and he would be putting on an act of mock
sternness.

"How am I going to get any work out of you tomorrow if you don't get
your sleep?"



"But, Donald ... " No but Donald, it's bed for you.  "

"Yes, and for you."  Her finger would be tracing the outline of his
mouth.

"After I get my sermon finished."

"But you did that last night."

"No, I didn't get at it.  I had to do the address I am giving on
Saturday in Newcastle."

"Oh, Donald."  Her head would fall wearily against him and he would
carry her upstairs and into their room and drop her with a playful
plonk on the bed.  He never stayed while she undressed.  When some time
later she would be in bed he would come in again and stroke her hair
and kiss her lips, and lastly her eyes, and tuck her up before putting
out the light.  Sometimes she would sigh happily, then drop off to
sleep, but at other times, and more frequently as time went on, when
this little scene was enacted, she would kick her legs down the bed or
turn on her stomach and push her face into the pillow.  She had not
cried yet.  About this time her mind was lifted from herself by the
fact, the stupendous fact, that Aunt Aggie was coming to visit them. 
It was Donald who had really brought about this minor miracle, for,
from shortly after their return, he had voiced his opinion that it was
a great pity her Aunt Aggie was estranged from them, and Grace must try
to bring about a reconciliation.  She had, on this occasion, received a
little private sermon on the poison of malice and the health-giving
properties of forgiveness, and as she listened she thought, Oh, if only
Aunt Aggie could see him as he really is.

If at that moment Grace herself could have seen him as he really was
she still would not have believed that her wonderful Donald could not
suffer the thought that anyone could know him and find him not to their
liking.



So Grace went to see Aggie, and again she went, and yet again, and at
last Aggie said yes.  Yes, she would come to see the grand new house .
but just because she was interested in property, mind that was the only
reason.

The morning Aggie was due to arrive Grace sidled out of bed around six
o'clock, very careful not to wake Donald, and began an onslaught of
rearranging and preparation for the visitor.  Mrs.  Blenkinsop, when
she arrived at eight o'clock, did not take kindly to the bustle that
was already in progress, and Donald, when he came down to breakfast,
exclaimed, "My!  My!  All this for the dragon.  You never make so much
fuss about me."

"Oh, Donald, I do.  You know I do.  And besides.  Aunt Aggie isn't a
dragon.  She's a darling really, once you get to know her."

"She scares me stiff."  Donald was in a playful mood.

"Oh, that's funny."  She was laughing at him.

"I can't imagine anyone scaring you stiff."  She dashed at him now and,
flinging her arms around his neck, kissed him.

"You're the one that scares people.  D'you know what you do?  You scare
the pants off them."  She accompanied this latter with small jerks of
her head, then giggled as she watched Donald's eyebrows move up.

"And where, may I ask, did you hear that edifying piece of news?"

"Ben."

"Ben.... Oh ... when?"

"Yesterday, after you had failed to persuade him to move those
hydrangeas."

"Well?"

"I was coming up the drive, walking on the verge.  I heard part of the
persuasion, and then I heard him leading off to himself."  She fell



into an imitation of Ben's voice.  "Scare the pants off 'em down
there" he was meaning the village "but he's not going to scare 'em off
me.  No, by damn!"  "Tut!  tut!  You mustn't repeat words like that....
But he said that, did he?"  Donald disengaged himself, and she looked
at him in some surprise as he added, "Well, we'll see."

If he hadn't made the last statement she would have imagined that he
was only amused, but now she could see that he was slightly annoyed.

But as for him scaring any of his parishioners, it was, when she came
to think of it, ridiculous, for his attitude towards them, she
considered, was over-conciliatory, except when he was in the pulpit.

When there, there was nothing conciliatory about him.  At times, if she
had dared criticise his sermons, she would have said in the idiom of
her father, "That was hot and heavy this morning."  But not for the
world would she dream of criticising anything he might do with regards
to his work.  His business was putting over God, and all his energies
were spent in that direction.  Unbidden there came to her mind the
picture of herself kicking her legs down the bed before turning on to
her stomach.

The picture was not new, and because in some way it was a reflection on
Donald she chided herself vigorously once again on its appearance.

She was the wife of a vicar, she mustn't forget, and parsons were
different, there were many things as the wife of a vicar she would have
to make herself not only get used to but like.  The latest was praying
together, privately at night at the bedside.

It was around about the time of Aggie's visit that she began to look
towards the nights with a slight dread, to see them as a time of
conflict, and there was no-one she told herself to blame for this but
herself.  Certainly not Donald, Donald was wonderful.  It was she who
was at fault.  The truth of the matter was that at rock bottom she
wasn't good, there was a baseness in her.



burning, craving, unsatisfied, restless baseness.  Oh, she knew
herself and she must try, try hard to conquer this unworthy feeling.

There were times also when she wished she had some one to talk to . 
her mother or someone.  She did not bring Aunt Aggie into the category
of someone, she could never now talk to Aunt Aggie about herself at
least not when it related to her marriage.  Aunt Aggie must be made to
realise how happy she was with Donald and come to like him.  Yet she
wished there was someone.  But had there been, could she ever have put
into words what was troubling her?  No.  No.  Never.  Everything was
ready except flowers for the table, and she knew that these would have
to be coaxed out of Ben.  But that wouldn't be difficult, she had a way
with Ben.  She liked him and, strangely, she felt more at home with him
than with anyone else in the village, but she was wise enough to keep
this fact to herself.  She ran now through the hall, out into the
garden, and round the side of the house and just remembered to pull
herself to a walk before she reached the greenhouse.  This running
everywhere was something that Donald had checked her for.  But she
never seemed to be able to get to places quickly enough, she had to
run.

"Hello, Ben."

"Mornin', ma'am."

"I'm on the scrounge, Ben, for something for the table."

And her vocabulary would, definitely, she knew, have brought a protest
from Donald had he heard her.  One was careful how one spoke both to
the folks .  and the others.  Jokes were for the privacy of one's
family, as also was slang .  ifit must be used.  But this manner of



speaking was an attitude that Ben knew and understood.  She had
learned from the little he had said about his previous mistress, and
the great deal Mrs. Blenkinsop had told her, that there had been no
starchiness of man and employer between them.

Looking at this wonderful garden she could understand that it could
never have come into creation without sympathetic cooperation.  Her
attitude might not be similar to that used by Miss Tupping, but it was
one that Ben in his surly way appreciated, and she was aware of this.

"Well now, what have we got?"  He considered a moment.

"A couple of roses suit you?"

"Roses?  Oh, Ben, marvelous."

There was not more than half a dozen late roses left, and when lovingly
he cut four of them, trimmed the stalks, and handed them to her she
said with genuine feeling, "Oh, that's kind of you, Ben."  It was as if
the garden was his and he was bestowing a gift upon her.

"That's all right, ma'am."

"Thanks, Ben."  She turned from him, forgetting not to run, and she
took the path round the vegetable garden towards the back door.  She
was still running when she burst into the kitchen crying, "Look, Mrs. 
B." what I've scrounged.  " Her voice trailed away and the hand holding
out the roses moved slowly downwards as she looked at the young man
standing near the dresser.  He was in rough working clothes and had his
cap in his hand, and after looking at her for a moment he said, " Good
morning.  "

"This is Andrew Maclntyre, ma'am; he's come with a message for the
vicar.  I've just told him he's out."

She laid the roses on the table, then asked, "Is there anything I can
do?"

"It's from Mr.  Toole.  He says to tell the vicar that there's a mount
for him for Thursday's meet if he cares for it."



"Oh."  She sounded a little surprised.

"He usually phones."

"He tried twice this morning but the line was engaged, and as I was
passing this way ... She was looking at him, waiting for him to finish,
and when he didn't go on she said, " Thanks.  " Then again, " Thanks,
I'll tell him.  "

He nodded his head once towards her, then, turning and looking at Mrs.
Blenkinsop, he said briefly, "Good morning."

From the kitchen window Grace watched the tall, rather gangling figure
cross the courtyard before she asked, "Is he in our parish, Mrs.  B?"

"Lord alive, I should say so.  But I saw by your face, ma'am, that you
hadn't come across him afore.  And that's nothing unusual, he scarcely
comes down to the street unless he has to.  He's from Peak Fell, in the
cottage up there."

"As far away as that.  That's likely why I've never seen him in
church."

"Huh!  You're not likely to see any of the Maclntyres in church,
ma'am.

If they're anything they're at the opposite pole from the Church of
England.  They're Scots and a close family.  All Scots are dour, don't
you think, ma'am?  "

"I haven't met many, Mrs.  B."

"Well, from my experience I'd say they are.  The Maclntyres have been
in the village around fifteen years quite a while it is, fifteen years
but nobody knows much more about them than on the day they came except
that she was a teacher of sorts and he was crippled with arthritis ...
laziness I would say, for he can get around on his sticks when he
likes.  He hasn't done a bat to my knowledge in all the years he's been



here except carve little animals and such which he sells now and then.
It's yon Andrew they live by, and if you ask me Mrs.  Blenkinsop's
voice stopped abruptly, then she added, " The vicar, ma'am, I've just
caught sight of his tails flying.  "

"Oh, is it?"  Grace stopped herself from bounding to wards the door,
and, picking up the roses from the table, she said, "I'll do these in
the cloakroom, they'll be out of your way there."

But the green baize door of the kitchen had hardly swung to behind her
when she ran across the hall and into the study.

"Hello, darling."  She flung her arms around his neck, the roses still
in her hand, and as they waved about the crown of his head she cried
excitedly, "See what I got out of Ben, four of his best; I've got him
eating out of my hand."

He closed his eyes and refused to look at her as he said with mock
severity, "Conceit and pride ill becomes a vicar's wife."

"Oh, Donald."  She dropped her head on to his shoulder and began to
giggle, then after a moment she raised it quickly, when, with more than
a touch of censure, he commented, "It's a pity they've been cut.

I think they would have looked better and remained alive longer if they
had been left in their natural setting.  There are so few now and it
was so nice to see them in the garden at this time of the year.  "

She loosened her hands from behind his head, then, after looking at him
for a moment, her gaze dropped and she said softly, "Yes, yes, I
suppose you're right, Donald, it was very silly of me to ask him for
them.  I rather pestered him.  I'm sorry."

That the roses had been cut had vexed Donald, but his vexation would
only be aggravated if he knew that Ben had done the cutting without any



pressure.  She had been stupid to brag about him eating out of her
hand.  So again she repeated, "I'm sorry."

"Well, they're cut now."

"Don't be vexed."

"I'm not."

"Kiss me."

He kissed her and then turned away, and she exclaimed with nervous,
false jocularity, "I've got a present for a good boy."  She paused
before delivering it.

"There's an invitation from Mr.  Toole; he says there's a mount for you
at the meet on Thursday."

His head came round and his eyes brightened with pleasure.

"He called?"

"No, he had phoned twice this morning and couldn't get through so he
sent one of his men with themes sage, an Andrew Maclntyre.  Have you
met any of the Maclntyres?  I never knew they existed, and I thought I
had met everybody from miles around."

"Oh, the Maclntyres."  Donald's neck stretched out of his collar and
the smile left his eyes.

"Yes, I've met the Maclntyres.  Dyed in the wool bigots."

"You've visited them then?"

"Yes, shortly after I came here."  He paused, and when he continued his
voice had a rasping sound.

"When you get an ignorant bigoted Scot there's nothing much more can be
added to the description."

"But the young man seemed quite nice."  Her comment sounded
tentative.

"Oh yes, I should say he's all right, at least on the surface, for he's
bound to have his father in him somewhere.  , But I suppose there must
be a deal of good in him, for'll understand that Toole has taken a
great interest in him | since he was a boy, and he's no fool where men
are concerned.  At one time he wanted to send him to an ;

agricultural college, but the father would have none of;





it.  Of course his point of view is understandable: the boy is their
only means of support.  "

"Is the father really ill?"

"Not so ill that he couldn't be better if he tried, and that's Doctor
Cooper's version too."

"What a pity I mean that the boy couldn't have gone to college."

"Yes, it was.  But then if Mr.  Toole hasn't been allowed to help him,
the daughter is going to do her best."  This last was accompanied by a
pursing of the lips and Grace cried delightedly, "You mean Adelaide .
she's ... " Yes, head over heels I should say, and if her father allows
it, and it's probable, for he likes the young fellow, yon Andrew
Maclntyre will fall very firmly on his two big feet.  "

"Oh, I hope it comes off.  I like Adelaide ... she seems full of
life."

"It is whispered that she has a temper."

"And what is wrong with that, Mr.  Donald Rouse?"  Donald had recovered
from his slight irritation over Ben and she could tease him.

"Everything."

"Are you serious?"  Grace dropped her head to one side.

"Yes, I am serious, Mrs.  Rouse.  I think a woman with a temper is
something to be abhorred.  Just think what it leads to, temper of any
kind, but in a woman ... a bad-tempered woman...."

"Oh, Donald," she broke in on him, "I must see to the table, and these
flowers, but do come along, darling, and tell me all you know about
bad-tempered women."  She made a grab at his hand and turned to pull
him after her, but found herself jerked back to him.

"You're not taking me seriously."

"No, Donald dear, I am not."



"Do I suspect you're laughing at me?"

"I wouldn't dare laugh at you, sir."  Her face was straight but her
eyes were shining, and she was striving not to giggle.  She was happy
inside, she loved Donald in these playful exchanges.  The nights were
forgotten. She could tell herself she adored him.

"You must not laugh at me, I am a very nervous man at the moment.  In a
short time I am to eat before your aunt."

Her head went back and her laugh rang out, "Eat before your aunt.  Oh,
that does sound funny, Donald.... This is the house of my aunt ... ce
ci est la mais on de ma tante."

As her laugh soared again his hand went up quickly to silence her on
the sound of the front-door bell ringing, then he punched the air and
hissed, "Miss Shawcross.  You see what you've done, almost made me
forget.  Look, come this way."  He drew her quickly across the room and
through the trench windows, along the terrace and through a similar
window into the drawing-room, and there hastily closing the window
behind him, he chided her with raised finger.

"I meant to get this explained before she came.  It's about the
play."

"The play?"

"Yes; you see, what I hadn't fully understood before was that she had
always played the piano for the children, not just last Christmas, and
when ... " But it was all arranged that I should play, I chose the;

music and | "Yes, yes, I know, my dear, and her playing is
atrocious,;

we all know that, but it would hurt her so much if this littles duty
were to be taken away from her.  I've felt for days that;

there was something wrong, and when she approached me this morning I
discovered .  well, that was it .  the 3 play.  I told her that of
course you hadn't understood,!



and if she would call up during her dinner hour you would let her have
the music, she's quite willing to work to your choice.  Oh, my dear,
don't look so disappointed.  "

"But I wanted to play for the children, Donald, I've been looking
forward to it."

A flatness had come upon her day.  Playing for the children at the
Christmas concert and Nativity play was to constitute her first real
social engagement as the vicar's wife and she had given to it quite a
lot of thought.  It was actually Donald himself who had suggested she
should do this.  There were not more than fifteen children from the
scattered community who attended Sunday school and they offered
material that had no artistic claim, but this had in no way deterred
her in fact it had set her a challenge.  The Christmas concert and
Nativity play was going to be the best ever heard or seen in the
village.  She would show them that although she was very young to be
the parson's wife she was capable, very capable.

Donald was patting her cheek and saying quietly, "I've got an idea to
show off your talents on a much larger scale ... an evening concert,
you could let yourself rip at that.  What do you say?"

At this moment she was too disappointed to be other than herself, so
the only reply she made to this solace was with her eyebrows.  She gave
them an upward lift.

"Oh, my dear, come along."  There was the slightest edge to his voice
now.

"What is there in playing for children; much better to make your debut
at a proper concert.  One of the Miss Parleys plays the 'cello, and
Blenkinsop, although you mightn't credit it, is no mean hand with the
violin."

"All right."



"Come on then, smile.  If your Aunt Aggie sees you like this she'll
swear I'm starting to beat you and she'll say, " I knew it.  I was
right.  " She gave him a playful push and he squeezed her hand before
going out on to the terrace towards his study and Miss Shawcross.

Blast Miss Shawcross.  Grace gave no girlish sign of guilt on this
thought.  She was getting a little fed up with Miss Shawcross.  This
wasn't the first time during her short sojourn in the village that her
opinion had had to be waived in favour of that of Miss Shawcross.

There had been the business of the new literary group and its
procedure.  Miss Shawcross's suggestions had been followed because Miss
Shawcross did such an amount of work for the church and it was only
fair to give her a little say in this new venture.  There had also been
the dressing of the altar.  The brass vases Grace considered looked too
heavy when filled with flowers and she had substituted two silver ones,
but the week after their arrival they had been relegated to the dim
corners of the altar, and the brass ones were back dominating the
scene.

"Let the matter be," Donald had said, 'it's not worth a fracas.  She
has done the altar for years, in fact since she was a young girl;

until now she has almost come to think that it belongs to her.  " And
then he had added, " The church means so much to her, you'll have to
remember that, my dear.  "

And now the play Miss Shawcross had won again.

This latter thought came to Grace in the form of a shock.  She was made
aware that she was in the midst of a contest, a contest which required
the use of guile, and she could see quite plainly that if she was even
to hold her own she would have to avail herself of this guile.  The
picture presented looked rather nasty, and she turned from the window



and shook her head as if trying to throw the whole business off.  Miss
Shawcross was an old maid, a stuffy, prim old maid.  She would tell
Aunt Aggie on the quiet about Miss Shawcross and they would have a
laugh. Yes, that was the best way to deal with Miss Shawcross, laugh at
her.

Grace was bursting with pride and happiness.  Aunt Aggie liked the
house, she had thoroughly enjoyed her lunch, and, what was more oh more
important than anything else she seemed to be getting to like Donald.
Donald had gone out of his way to be charming to her and in Grace's
opinion he was irresistible.  Aunt Aggie would have had to be made of
stone if she hadn't melted under this treatment.

There was one incident that Grace feared might throw a spanner into
Aunt Aggie's capitulation.  This was when Donald, taking the key from
his waistcoat pocket, went to the sideboard and, unlocking the cupboard
door, drew out the lead-lined wine box.  In the box were four bottles
and a number of glasses and then he turned and looked at Aggie, saying,
"What will you have?  Sherry sweet, sherry dry?"  He pointed to the
bottles in turn, "Sautemes ... ?  Or whiskey ... Irish?"  He laughed,
and Aggie replied, "I think I'll have the Sautemes, thank you."

Grace could see that Aunt Aggie was slightly puzzled.  The only glasses
on the table were those for water, and when Donald placed the glass of
wine before Aggie and another by the side of her plate, she felt that
some explanation was due, and just as she was about to give it Donald
raised his hand in his customary fashion and said brightly, "Leave the
explanation to me, my dear.  I am the culprit and I must answer for my
sins."  Before continuing he went and pushed the wine tray back into
the cupboard, locked the door, then took his seat again, and, leaning
across the table towards his guest, he said,



"The truth is, I'm a " secret tippler, Aunt Aggie.  "

There was a peculiar gleam in Aggie's small bright eyes as she said
flatly, "Well, that wouldn't surprise me in the least."

"Oh, Aunt Aggie ... I and you, Donald."  Grace turned on him.

"You'll have her believing that.... It's because of Mrs.  Blenkinsop,
Aunt Aggie."  Grace's voice was a whisper now as she leaned towards her
aunt.

"Parsons and their wives are not supposed to have wine with their
meals, it would be all over the village...."

"Let us stick to the truth.  Grace," Donald put in quietly.

"It is not that parsons are not supposed to have wine with their meals,
parsons are not supposed to be able to afford wine with their meals.
There's a fine point there.  But I'm a crafty man, Aunt Aggie.  I
married a woman with money who could afford to pander to my secret
craving."  Donald did not look at Aggie as he said this but lifted the
glass to eye level and twiddled the stem between his fingers.  And he
kept his eyes on the glass as he ended, "But there is nothing I enjoy
more than a glass of wine."

From across the table Aggie nodded slowly at him, before saying, "Well,
at least I'm with you there, for if there's anything I like better than
a glass of wine me self it's two glasses of wine."

The vicar let himself laugh at this triteness, and Grace thought how
odd it was that these two should agree on the one point which she had
dreaded might be the means of widening the gulf between them.  Donald's
system concerning the wine came under the heading of duplicity, and she
hadn't expected her aunt to condone it.  No, she had expected her to
attack it, with a 'well, what did I tell you?  " She was very
relieved.

Lunch over, the atmosphere all she could desire, she lost no time when



she was alone with Aggie in bringing before her notice the virtues of
her husband.  That which she felt would impress her aunt most was the
fact that he would not allow her to use the car for visiting, nor would
he use it himself for such a purpose.  Moreover, there was the fact
that he insisted they could only afford Mrs.  Blenkinsop for half days.
And finally, he only had three pairs of shoes and he wouldn't buy any
more until at least one pair was worn out.

"Well, he can't manage to wear more than one pair at a time, can he?"

Aggie's dry remark was delivered without a smile and brought Grace to
fluster.

"Yes, Aunt Aggie, but you understand what I--' " Yes, yes, I understand
all right.  " Aggie patted Grace on the knee.

"Don't trash yourself, child.  We'll get along all right, I suppose,
when we get to know each other a bit better, but don't you work too
hard at it or you'll wear yourself down to your hunkers.... I'll accept
the fact that you've married a saint."

"Oh, Aunt Aggie."  Grace had her head half lowered as if she had been
caught at some misdemeanour, but when Aggie burst out laughing she
joined in and threw her arms about her aunt and hugged her, crying,
"Oh, now I want nothing more."

"Sit down and don't rumple me."  Aggie pushed her into a chair, then
asked, "What are the folks like around here, nice?"

"Yes.  I'll take you through the village in a little while and you'll
see some of them for yourself.  I said they were nice and they are, all
except one, a Miss Shawcross."

"Miss Shawcross?  Who is she?"

"The post mistress

"Ah, the post mistress middle-aged, a church worker and ... after the
parson."

Grace's eyes were wide as she exclaimed, "You're a witch.  Aunt Aggie
that's Miss Shawcross."



"Is it, by gujn?"  Aunt Aggie bristled in mock anger.

"Come on then, let's have a dekko at her."

Grace's laugh was high and free.  Oh, it was good to be with Aunt Aggie
again.  She wanted nothing more now nothing .  ?

Some time later in the afternoon, after Aggie had visited the church
and met Mr.  Blenkinsop, had been introduced to Dr.  Cooper as he came
out of Brooke's the grocer's, had met Sep Stanley the baker and, like
Grace on her first visit, had been given a hot buttered roll, they made
their way to the post office and Miss Shawcross, and they were careful
not to exchange glances as they entered.

Aggie Turner's shrewd eyes immediately saw that Miss Shawcross was
quite different from her own jocular description; she was younger than
she had expected, she was bigger than she had expected, and immediately
she found that the woman claimed her sympathy, and this she hadn't
expected either.  As she looked into the large, plain face, she
thought, "It's a pity.  By, it is that, for if he had come here before
he had seen Grace that time of the accident, here's the one who would
have been Mrs.  Rouse.  At least she would have had a damn good try,
and I would have said good luck to her."  This woman, she thought,
would have made a far better parson's wife than her niece ever would,
no matter how hard she kept on trying, and she was trying so hard at
present that it was painful to watch her, and all because she was clean
barmy about the man.  Yet it looked as if she herself had misjudged the
fellow, for, going by his present behaviour, he wasn't squandering
Grace's money. But, of course, Aggie's business acumen prompted the
thought, he had got quite a bit out of it already and in a way that



brought no pointing finger at him.  He had a fine house and furniture,
and he was living much more comfortably than he could ever have hoped
to do on his own income.  Still, she must be fair.  Apparently he had
his principles and was living up to them.

Moreover, she was glad to know he had his own frailties.  She had liked
the touch of the wine business at lunch.

"What do you think?"  asked Grace, when they had left the shop and were
walking circumspectly through the village.

"I'm a bit sorry for her.  Now!  Now!  Wait till I finish."  Aggie
discreetly raised a finger.

"I also think I'd go very carefully.  Don't pull her to shreds in front
of him, of of Donald.  Your best plan, you know, would be to try to get
to like her."

"Oh, Aunt Aggie."

"All right.  It's only a suggestion, but remember you'll have to live
with her for a long time."

On this Grace let the matter drop she was very puzzled at her aunt's
reactions to Miss Shawcross, and not at all pleased.

The afternoon was sunny and even warm, and so they made their way on to
the fells.  Grace's primary idea being to show Aunt Aggie the village
from the top of Roebeck Fell.  An hour later, after much talking and
laughing, they found themselves on top of Peak Fell from where you
could see nothing for miles but the rolling hills, and Grace said,
"What does it matter, we'll go halfway down the valley and take a cut
up to Roebeck Fell."

"That you won't, not today," said Aggie.

"I've got the feeling my feet are worn down to my knees already.  We'll
take the shortest cut for home and soon."

"Oh, sit here for a while longer.  Aunt Aggie.  Isn't it beautiful!"
She stretched out her arms to embrace the scene.

"You know something: this is the first time I've been on this fell.
It's more beautiful than any of the others."



"Yes, it's very beautiful."  Aggie nodded as she looked round.

"That's if you like it wild.  There's not a habitation to be seen.  I
can't say my fancy bends this way.  I'm more comfortable in
Northumberland Street in Newcastle."

"You've got no poetry in you.  This does something to you."

"Aye it might' Aggie's voice had dropped, as it did when she was aiming
to be funny, into the north country idiom 'but aal Aa knaa at the
minute is that A'm froze ... Look' she sought for a handkerchief The
nose is runnin'."

"Oh, Aunt Aggie!"  Grace's laugh rang out over the hills as she pulled
Aggie up towards her, saying, "Come on, then, let's be moving.  There
must be a shorter cut down than the one we came up by."

Aggie's statement that there were no habitations on the fells was
proved wrong when after walking not more than ten minutes they came
upon a cottage.  It was two-storied and made of rough quarry stone.  It
looked stark and ugly and had none of the warm mellowness attached to
the houses in and around the village, many of which were built of the
same material.  The front door of the house led straight on to the
steep road which had levelled itself out for a short distance at this
point.

They were some yards from the house when they heard the shouting.  The
raised voices spoke quite plainly of a row in progress.  Grace looked
at Aggie and Aggie pursed her lips and nodded as she commented under
her breath, "Skull and hair flying."  The voices ceased before they
reached the house, but just as they passed the door it opened and a
woman and a young man stepped into the road, then came to an abrupt
halt as they stared at the two women opposite them.

The young man Grace recognised as Andrew MacIntyre and the woman she



took to be his mother.  It was odd, she thought, that during all the
months she had been in the village she hadn't seen him, yet here she
was meeting him twice in the same day.

"Good afternoon," she said.

The woman moved her head just the slightest as she murmured, "Good
afternoon."

"This is my mother.  This is the vicar's wife.  Mother."  The young man
was looking at Grace as he spoke.

The woman inclined her head slowly and Grace said, "How do you do, Mrs.
Maclntyre?"

"Very well ... ma'am."  She seemed to have some difficulty in adding
the ma'am.

"You have a beautiful view."  Grace half turned from them.

"Yes, it's a grand view," said the woman.

"And a grand walk up to it," came wearily from Aggie.

"I'll be glad when I get off my feet."

Whether or not this was a hint to be asked in to take a seat for a time
the woman did not rise to it, instead she suggested a short cut for
their return journey.

"You can halve the distance," she said, 'and come out behind Miss
Tupping's .  I mean your house, ma'am," she added apologetically. 
Then, turning to her son, she said, " You're going down.  Will you show
the ladies the way, Andrew?  "

The expression on the young man's face did not alter, so there was no
means of knowing whether he was vexed or pleased, and when he spoke he
looked neither at Aggie nor at Grace.

"If you'll come round this way," he said.

After saying goodbye to Mrs.  Maclntyre they both followed him round
the side of the house.  Grace, going first, looked at his back.  It was
very slim, especially around the hips, and his walk was slow as if he
had all the time in the world at his disposal .  yet he had



come through the door of the house quickly enough.  He must have been
rowing with his father; it couldn't possibly have been his mother, her
glance was too soft on him.  He was very like his mother; he had the
same eyes, round and brown, almost black, but his hair wasn't as dark
as hers.

"Are you all right.  Aunt Aggie?"  She turned now to where Aggie was
picking her way carefully down the steep, rock-strewn path, and Aggie
replied, "Yes, I'm all right, as long as it doesn't get any worse."

"Your mother said this path leads to the back of our house.  Does it go
down through the wood?"  She was speaking to his back.

"Aye ... yes."

As she slithered over the rough ground she remarked, "I wouldn't want
to take this short cut often," and she laughed to soften any suggestion
of criticism.

"It isn't usually as bad as this.  The rain's loosened the rocks.  My
mother didn't think when she suggested it.  I'm sorry."  He had stopped
and was now looking beyond her towards Aggie.

"Oh, I don't mind."  Aggie's voice was reassuring.

"As long as it shortens the journey I'll put up with it."

"Well, it does that."

As they went on again Grace thought.  He's got a nice voice.  Unlike
his face and disposition there was nothing surly about it.  It was a
warm sort of voice, with the Scottish 'burr' thick on it.  He might
have lived in Northumberland for years but he hadn't lost the Scottish
twang.  She felt she wanted to listen to it, but his economical use of
words offered little opportunity.

At one part the path crossed directly over a stretch of stone road, and
she remarked, "This looks a good road, where does it lead to?"

"The quarry."



"Oh, I didn't know there was a quarry about here."  She looked at his
averted face.

"It's not worked now."  His tone did not seem to invite further enquiry
and she did not press the matter further.

A few minutes later they entered the wood and when they came to where
three paths met in a small clearing he spoke without turning, saying,
"We fork left."

Ten minutes later they emerged quite abruptly from a narrow path
between the brambles into a field not more than twenty feet wide, and
there, bordering its other side, was the hedge of Willow Lea.

"Well I never!"  With this mundane exclamation Grace looked around
her.

"So we've arrived," commented Aggie dryly a moment later.

"And thank you very much."  She nodded at their escort.  But after
gazing towards the high hedge she looked up at him again and demanded,
"But can you tell us how we're going to get over that?"  She pointed
across the field.

"Oh, there's a gate farther up, at the far end.  Aunt Aggie," Grace put
in.

"It's locked, but if I shout I'll make Ben hear the greenhouses are
just to the right of it."  She turned now and looked at the straight
countenance of the young farm-worker, and, smiling, she said, "Thank
you very much for bringing us and for showing me the path.  I often go
into the wood, but I've always had to get in by the main road."

He nodded as he looked at her but made no comment.  Then, touching his
cap, he said briefly, "Good-day."

It was meant for both of them, and Aggie said, "Goodbye and thanks,"
but Grace found herself answering him with his own words.

"Good-day," she said.

As they moved along the field towards the gate, arm in arm, Aggie
commented with a chuckle, "By, he was



pleasant, wasn't he?  I've laughed me head off.  " And Grace, quoting
Mrs.  Blenkinsop, stated authoritatively, " Oh, it's likely just his
way, all Scots are dour.  "

That Aunt Aggie's visit had been a great success was borne out as she
stood in the bedroom adjusting her smart toque hat in the mirror.  As
she did this she looked to where Grace was standing behind her, then
with lowered eyes she said, "I'm glad to see you happy, child ... and I
suppose this is the time I should admit to being wrong, eh?"

"Oh, Aunt Aggie!"  Grace pulled her round from the mirror and Aggie
protested, "Now look what you're doing, mind my hat ... this bit of
nonsense cost me a pretty penny, let me tell you."

"Oh, Aunt Aggie!"

"Don't keep saying " Oh, Aunt Aggie!  " and don't think that I'm going
to join Susie and Ralph and start dribbling over him, that I'll never
do."

"That'll come, there's plenty of time yet."

Aggie gave her a sharp push and sent her laughing on to the landing,
crying, "Donald!  Donald!  She's braying me!"  and Donald, from where
he was waiting in the hall, shouted back, "Well, it's about time
somebody did, for I've got to confess I'm not up to it."

The atmosphere was homely and happy, and surrounded by it they waved
Aggie and her car off down the drive, then turned and went into the
house arm-in-arm.

This, Grace felt, had been the happiest day other life, even happier
than her wedding day.  If she remembered the incident concerning Miss
Shawcross she looked upon it now as one of the pin-pricks that parsons'
wives are called upon to endure.  There was always at least one Miss
Shawcross in every parish.

Even when at ten o'clock Donald said he couldn't come upstairs just yet



as he had some writing to do, which would take about an hour, her
happiness still remained at an even keel.  She spent rather longer than
usual getting prepared for bed, then sat propped up reading.

She stopped reading before eleven, and when at half- past there was
still no sound of movement from the room below, her legs jerked
themselves down the bed and she turned on to her stomach.

At twelve o'clock she was tossing and turning from side to side in an
effort to stop herself from going down to the study.  He did not like
that, she knew he did not like that.

When later, after what seemed like an eternity but was not more than
twenty minutes, she heard him coming up the stairs and creeping quietly
into the room, she was lying on her side, her face buried half in the
pillow and half under the bedclothes.  And when she felt him standing
at the bedside looking down at her she made no movement.  He had hoped
to find her asleep; he was finding her asleep.

She pulled in the muscles of her stomach, screwed her eyes tight and
bit her tongue .  she still hadn't cried.



The musical evening took place at the end of January.  Miss Shawcross
started it off with a song.  It was as well, Grace thought, that she
was accompanying herself, for certainly nobody else could have followed
her rendering of "The Barcarolle'.  Yet she was clapped roundly when
she finished.  She was followed by Miss Parley playing the 'cello. 
Miss Parley looked bored.  Next Mr.  Blenkinsop was widely acclaimed
with his violin solo;

the comic sketches of Mr.  Thompson, the schoolmaster, brought forth
laughter and a great deal of guffawing, but Grace did not consider he
was funny at all, for he exaggerated the Geordie dialect beyond all
recognition.  Her own proposal to do a Tyneside sketch had been quickly
squashed by Donald, and she had been given to understand once again
that one did that kind of thing in private, not in public, and
especially did this apply if you were the vicar's wife.  He had chosen
the pieces that she should play, they were "Mazurka in A Minor' by
Chopin and " Serenade' by Schubert.

Her playing was received well but not enthusiastically.  But later,
when the concert was over, being brought to an end by yet another song
from Miss Shawcross, she was congratulated by young Dr.  Cooper and his
wife.

"Look in some night," he said, 'and give us a treat.  " And his wife
had added, " Yes, do come.  I've been wanting to ask you for ages, but
you're so busy I didn't like to bother you.  "

Grace knew that this was a gentle dig at their, or at least Donald's,



connection with the Parleys and the hunting Tooles, but she liked the
doctor, and his wife too, and she promised to make a date on which to
visit them.

Of the others only Bertrand Parley told her that he had enjoyed her
playing, and as he stood at the schoolroom door he held her hand just a
fraction too long and his eyes seemed to boggle more than usual as he
looked at her.

"You know, I think you should have made the piano your profession ...
but you got married instead, eh?"

There was a look in his eyes that caused her to turn away with a
mumbled "Excuse me' under the pretence that someone was claiming her
attention.  She didn't like Bertrand Parley.  She didn't like any of
the Parleys, for that matter.  She had the idea, and correctly, that
they imagined they were the lords of creation, at least in this part of
the world, and acted accordingly.  Being solicitors who represented
most of the inhabitants of the village and surrounding country helped
the illusion.

She found Donald in the vestry with Miss Shawcross.  Donald had his
back to her and Kate was standing in front of him.  It was impossible
not to notice the expression on her face the only description Grace
could give to herself was that it looked alight her lips were parted,
her eyes were shining, and in this moment she did not appear as Grace
usually saw her, a plain, heavy-faced woman.  She looked even
beautiful.

At her entry Donald stopped talking and turned towards her, saying,
"Well, that's over.  And what a success.  I was just congratulating
Miss Shawcross on her wonderful performance."

Kate Shawcross had neither moved nor taken her eyes from the vicar, but
now her head drooped in a girlish fashion that brought her, at least in
Grace's eyes, back into focus, for the coy action made her look silly.
She still did not look at Grace as she flustered, saying, "Now I must
see to the clearing of the room."  It could



have been that Grace had never entered the vestry, at least for her.

It was on the point of Grace's tongue to make some cutting remark, some
slighting, scathing remark on the foolishness of the woman, but,
remembering Aggie's warning, she forced herself to remain silent.

Donald seemed in high good humour, and as they were walking up the hill
towards home, her arm tucked into his, he suddenly remarked, "And it
was a success without the aid of the bagpipes."

She turned and looked at him in the dark.  Andrew Maclntyre had refused
his invitation to play the bagpipes at the concert.  She did not know
what had transpired between them, but she knew that the refusal had
annoyed Donald.  Yet this had happened weeks ago, and now Donald was
speaking of it as if it had occurred only today.  She knew that his
mind at this moment was filled, to the exclusion of everything else,
with the fact that someone had refused an appeal of his.  The tone of
his voice when he spoke of Andrew Maclntyre was the same as he used
when speaking of Ben.

She was silent for the rest of the way home because she was sad.  She
had been sad since the concert ended, for not once had he mentioned her
playing.  And now the sadness was intensified because it was being fed
by a disturbing thought; Donald was being vindictive.  Lesser men could
be vindictive, but he wasn't in the category of lesser men; and,
moreover, he was a vicar, and even ordinary men of the Church should be
above vindictiveness.

Strangely, it was on this night that she first cried, not because
Donald had once again evaded loving her and was now gently snoring, but
because she had a feeling that she couldn't sort out.  It was as if she
had lost something.



It was in the spring of 1937, when Grace had been married ten months,
that Uncle Ralph spoke to Aunt Susie, and Aunt Susie thought they had
better consult Aunt Aggie and see what she had to say about the matter.
So they got together and talked about the subject nearest to their
hearts.  The matter was so serious that they did not start on their
high tea before they took it up.  Uncle Ralph came straight to the
point as he stuck his thumb down into the broad bowl of his pipe,
saying, "Well, Aggie, let's have your opinion of her."

"What do you want me to say?"

Both Ralph and Susie looked at her and Ralph said, "We want to know
what you think'; and Susie put in, " Is she pregnant, Aggie?  "

"Not that I know of."  Aggie turned her gaze on them both.

"She talks to you, Aggie," said Susie, her lips a little prim now.

"She's always talked to you more than to me, or even to her own mother.
Linda used to say that."

"She may talk to me," said Aggie, 'but she tells me nothing that she
doesn't tell everybody she meets, and that is that she has the most
wonderful husband in the world.  "

"Well, I just don't know what to make of her."  Ralph lit his pipe for
the third time.

"She's jittery, Aggie;

she's not the girl she was last this time, and she's as thin as a rake.
"

"Have you thought of speaking to him?"  asked Susie.

"What!"  Aggie rounded on her sister-in-law.

"You mean me to talk to him and ask him what's wrong with his wife?"

Susie had risen to her feet, and her head was up and her chest was up
and her chin out as she said in a tone that could only be termed hurry,
"Well, you needn't bawl



at me, Aggie; it was only a suggestion.  Why' she looked at her
husband 'you would think I had asked her to commit a crime.  "

She turned her back on Aggie, and Aggie said, "Oh, don't take it like
that, Susie; it was never meant like that.  But it was the suggestion
that I should talk to him.  Why, I could no more do that than I could
fly across the Tyne.  You might as well know that I don't like him any
more than I did afore she married him.  I thought I might, but no.  I
put on a front for her now, and on the surface everything looks all
right, but I've never liked the fellow, and I never will and that's the
truth of it.  But I don't want to be prejudiced.  He seems to think the
world of her and she of him.  Nevertheless, now that we are on the
subject, I can tell you that I feel, and I've felt it for months ...
there's something wrong somewhere."

Both Susie and Ralph stared at Aggie.  That she had admitted to feeling
there was something wrong was to them paramount to stating the actual
cause, which from their expression could have been some dread
disease.

The outcome of the meeting was that Ralph must speak to Donald.  But
Ralph did not like this idea at all.  Donald was a nice chap, none
better.  He paid little heed to Aggie's opinion of him; women had
prejudices against men, it meant nothing.  Vaguely he thought Aggie's
opin ion of Donald was mixed up in some way with him being a strapping
handsome fellow while her own man had been a little titch of a bloke.

A live wire doubtless, but he hadn't been a figure of a man that would
attract a woman.  Yet he had attracted Aggie, or had she just taken him
because she was getting on and chances were few and far between for her
at the time?  It was a deep question this;

the further you got into it the more muddled you became.  He was back
to where he started: Aggie was prejudiced.



During the following week Ralph dropped in to Willow Lea and he had a
chat with Donald on the quiet, the result of which left him with the
impression that Donald, too, was worried about his wife.  His manner at
first had been stiff and evasive and suggested to Ralph that this was
his house and what happened in it was his concern alone.  Yet before
very long he was admitting that yes, he had been a trifle worried over
Grace losing weight and energy during the last few months.  But no, he
could not give any reason for it.  He had added that her happiness was
his one concern and he spent his private life solely with that
concern.

Ralph's report took the line that Donald was a grand chap, and if there
was anything wrong it didn't stem from him.  Donald, he said, had
suggested a number of times that she see the doctor, but Grace had
pooh-pooh ed the idea.  However, now he meant to insist.

Later, when Susie and Aggie were alone together, Susie commented
knowledgeably, "It's the first year.  Things are often difficult, you
know, in the first year."  She made this remark as though Aggie had
never been married, but Aggie let it pass.  Donald, true to his word,
arranged that Grace saw the doctor; in fact he forestalled any
opposition on her part by telling her that Dr.  Cooper was coming that
very afternoon to look her over.  He made this statement with studied
casualness across the dinner table and showed no reaction to Grace's
defiant rejoinder, "Well, he can go away again;

I won't see him.  "

"Don't be childish.  Grace ... please don't be so childish."

Grace lowered her eyes towards her plate.  She had an almost
uncontrollable desire to jump up and beat her fist on the table and
yell at him, "I don't want a doctor, you know I don't need a doctor,
you know what's wrong with



me.  " The thought when it reached this point acted as a shock and
steadied her, and her mind gabbled hastily, " Oh dear, dear God, don't
let me think such things.  " She raised her eyes and looked at the
crown of his bent head, the hair falling away in shining waves, without
a streak of grey anywhere.  It looked strong and virile, he looked all
strength and virility, and yet ... The heat enveloped her neck, it
spread upwards to her face and downwards to her waist and again it
brought a feeling of shame to her.  In contrition she wanted to spring
up and fling herself on him and say, " Kiss me.  Oh kiss me, darling.
"

She knew that he would kiss her, he never kept her short of kisses, but
they were kisses without fire, bloodless kisses, passionless kisses.
Yes, that was the word:

passionless kisses.

For over three hundred nights she had slept with Donald and his kisses
were withering something in her, that something that had been
wonderful, beautiful.  Its going was stripping the flesh from her
bones; she had lost eighteen pounds in weight in the last few months.

This thing that was dying in her had the symptoms of a disease, and she
felt, and not hysterically or morbidly but knowledgeably, that she
could die of it; if she didn't do something soon she could die of it.

Yet the cure did not lie in her hands, it lay in his.

She watched him now as he excused himself and rose from the table, and
he turned his back to her as he said, "You'll remember that I go into
Durham this afternoon for the meeting.  I don't know what time I'll be
back, maybe about seven.  It's a glorious day, perhaps you'll feel like
a walk after seeing the doctor."

She heard her own voice saying quite calmly, "Yes, I think I'll take a
walk over the fells."

He was winding his wrist-watch as he said, "But you'll wait until he



comes, won't you.  Grace?"  It was an order put over in the form of a
request, and she answered flatly, "Yes, I'll wait until he comes."

It didn't matter whether she saw Dr.  Cooper or not, he couldn't do
anything for her.  David Cooper walked into the house unannounced about
three o'clock.  He had, over the past few months, been a number of
times to Willow Lea to play bridge, and the vicar and Grace had visited
his home a few times.

These were social visits, return courtesy visits, when everyone was on
his best behaviour, when it would have been practically impossible for
a doctor or even a psychiatrist to get underneath the facade, yet he
knew things weren't right with the vicar's wife.  To him she was a
high-spirited girl who was being clamped down.  She wanted an outlet; a
family would be the solution.  That was likely the whole root of her
present trouble.  He had wanted to ask the vicar about this when he had
suggested looking her over, but he found it difficult to talk to him.

There was a reserve that emanated from him, together with his manner of
always taking charge of a situation that was very .  off-putting.  The
vicar, the doctor thought wryly to himself, was the man who was always
the interviewer and never the interviewed.

"Hello there!"  He stood in the centre of the hall calling, his eyes
moving between the elegant drawing-room and the stairs, and when Grace
appeared at the stair head he said again, "Hello there!"

"Hello," she said, and as she came down the stairs she wagged her
finger playfully at him, "Renee is always telling me how busy you are,
and this is a sheer waste of time."

"Yes, I think it is myself."

"There you are then, so why bother?"

"Simply because I'm being paid for it.  I've got to eat, and a wife to
support, and with quads due in two



months' time I just can't afford to turn down offers like this, easy
money.  Where are you going, upstairs or downstairs?  "

"Quads."  She had to laugh.  Then she turned from him, adding,
"Upstairs, in my lady's chamber I suppose."

Not more than ten minutes later he was putting his stethoscope back
into his case and Grace was asking from the dressing-room, "Well, am I
going to die and you're afraid to tell me?"

Some seconds passed before he answered and then he said, "There's
nothing wrong with your body that I can see ... what's on your mind?"

There was no answer to this, and a few more minutes elapsed before
Grace came into the bedroom.  She was fastening the belt of her dress
and she asked, "What do you mean?"

David Cooper puckered his face up, and, giving an impatient shake of
his head, said, "Don't let us stall, Grace.  You're worrying about
something.  Come on, let's have it."

"Worrying?"  Her eyebrows moved up in surprise as she stared him full
in the face.

"What would I have to worry about?"

"You tell me."  He was returning her stare.

"Do you want a family?"  He watched her blink, then lower her gaze from
him as she said, "Of course I want a family;

every woman does at least most do.  Is there anything wrong in that? 
"

"No, that's definitely the right outlook ... Does Donald want a
family?"

"Well ... She turned away.

"Yes ... yes, I suppose so."

He looked at her as she walked towards the window, and said quietly,
"Do you mean to say you've never discussed this?"



"There's been no need, it's understood."  In the silence that followed
her remark she thought, "Of course it's understood.  Love and marriage
were for the sole purpose of creating souls, hadn't Donald said that?"
Oh she closed her eyes and chided herself she must stop this way of
thinking about Donald.

Dr.  Cooper left the matter where it was and came to her side as she
stood looking down into the garden, and after a moment he remarked,
"There's old Ben still at it.  He's aged since he lost Miss Tupping."

"Has he?"  Grace turned to him.

"Of course, I wouldn't know; he looks the same to me as when I first
saw him.  I like Ben."

"I'm glad you do.  He's a funny old fellow but as straight as a die. He
had one interest in life and that was his mistress.  They were more
like father and daughter."

"Father and daughter?  I've always been under the impression that Miss
Tupping was old."

"Not old as people go, she was only about forty-five."

"Really?"

"Yes.  She was under sentence of death when she had this house built,
you know, and she started on the garden expecting to give it the last
year of her life.  The earth repaid her and gave her nine more years.

She was my first patient, and I had to pass sentence on her.  And the
day she died I found Ben lying on the ground behind the greenhouse
crying into the earth.  "

Grace made no comment.  The picture the doctor conjured up before her
was too deep and sad for comment.  She looked down on the stooped back
of the old man and asked what seemed an irrelevant question.

"Why have you stayed here all these years?"

"Because it's a healthy place."

"Healthy?"  She turned her head towards him again, her eyes narrowed.

The way she had repeated the word



healthy conveyed a question which might have been interpreted as
having said, "What have doctors to do with healthy places?  It was in
the unhealthy places, surely, that they were needed."

He lifted his gaze to the beech that bordered the lawn and replied,
"Renee's had T.B. She went down with it the first year we were
married."

Again she could find no comment.  She had never guessed that Renee had
been ill, she looked strong and robust and so boisterously happy now
that she was having her first child after ten years of marriage.

Renee had infected her with all the excitement about the coming baby.

That was until the last few weeks, when she had come to think of her
new friend with something that could only be called envy.  But now she
was filled with contrition and not a little shame.  Renee with T.

B.

and Ben lying on the ground crying.  Why had David told her these
things to take her mind off herself?  Well, whatever his reason it had
certainly achieved something, for she felt better, not so deflated.

She had a sudden longing to be alone, to make new resolutions to
herself, resolutions concerning patience and understanding, resolutions
to think less about her self and her own feelings and more about .
Donald and his needs.  But what were his needs?  This last was flung at
her from a section of her mind that had;

become surprisingly analytical in the last month.  This] section would
tear things apart and present them to| her and say, "Stop hoodwinking
yourself."  Once it had| said, "Tell Aunt Aggie," and she cried at it,
"What!| Do you think I'm mad?"  This section was becoming!  rather
frightening, for it was taking on a permanency^!  and almost creating
another personality, so much so that| she referred to it as a separate
person, at times saying | to herself, "Take no notice."  Once it had



frightened herj by saying, "Aunt Aggie was right, you know.  He didn't
want the actual money, just the things the money could buy.  Look at
what he's had lately, that rigging out of the choir boys, the new
hassocks, chairs for the church hall, and now he's touting for the five
hundred to close the subscriptions for the screen.  Well, I'll see him
in--' " Shss!  Shss!  " she admonished the voice that was an echo of
her father's.

"What are you going to do with yourself this afternoon?"  said the
doctor.

"I thought of having a walk on the fells."

"Good idea.  The higher you get, the better the air.  Walk until you're
tired.  How are you sleeping?"

"Not too well."

"I'll send up some tablets for you, just enough for two or three
nights.  It's a habit you know, this sleeping business."

"Everything's a habit."

He was at the door now and he turned and looked at her for a moment,
then nodded and said with a smile, "Yes, you're right there; even
living is just a series of habits."

The doctor gone.  Grace went upstairs again and changed her shoes and
picked up a coat.  Then she crossed the landing to the storeroom.  A
door from this room led to an outside staircase which had two purposes:
that of a fire escape and an easy means of carrying the fruit into the
house.  This side of the house, which was the back, was accessible to
the orchard.  Last year, under Ben's direction, she had packed the
fruits away.

As she passed the greenhouses she hailed Ben, and he came to the door
and, looking from her light coat to the sky, he said, "You makin' for
the fells, ma'am?"

"Yes, Ben."

"Ah well then, I wouldn't go far."



"No?"  She looked at him in surprise.

"And it such a beautiful day?"

"Aye, yes now.  Be different in an hour or so's time.  Look over
there."

He pointed over the top of the trees to a small group of
harmless-looking clouds, and he added, "That's a sure sign.  Bet you
what you like we have rain afore we have tea."

"Oh, don't say that, Ben."

"I do, ma'am, so be careful."

"I will, Ben, but I'll be back before tea."

"Do that, ma'am, do that."  He nodded and gave her what was to him a
smile.

She let herself out through the gate, and within a few minutes was in
the wood taking the path that she had first come to know when she had
walked behind Andrew Maclntyre.

It was strange, she sometimes thought, that she had seen Andrew
Maclntyre twice on that one day and only twice since.  The first time
was on the road above the village.  He was in a field which was
somewhat higher than the road and his head was on the level with
Adelaide Toole's as she sat on her horse.  They were both laughing and
she remembered that they looked young and happy.  She remembered also
that after seeing them she was left with a feeling of loneliness, not
because they looked and sounded happy but, strangely, because they were
young.  Adelaide was her own age, yet she had felt old enough on that
day to be her mother, for it was a day following a night when she had
cried herself to sleep.  Adelaide had greeted her cheerily on that
occasion, but Andrew Maclntyre had not spoken, he had merely inclined
his ;

head towards her and his face had taken on a sober look, | but only
until she had passed on.  She knew this because she had not gone far
along the road before their joined laughter came to her again.



The next time she had seen him was one day not more than a fortnight
ago.  She had passed the cottage on the fells at least a dozen times
since the autumn and had seen no-one at all, but this day they were all
outside looking at something on the road, Mr.  and Mrs.  Maclntyre and
Andrew Maclntyre, and when she came up to them she saw that it was a
small terrier bitch with puppies.  A different scene from that which
she had come upon the first day she had passed the house, for now the
mother and son were laughing at the antics of the pups and the father
was looking on.  Mr.  Maclntyre she saw should have been a tall man,
but he was very bent and stood with the aid of a stick.  His body
looked like that of an old man but his face was that of a man in his
fifties.

Neither Mrs.  Maclntyre nor Andrew had introduced him to her, and after
passing the time of day with them, and remarking on the sweetness of
the puppies, she had continued on her way feeling as if she had
trespassed on their property.  They were using the road as if it was
their garden, and she was left with the impression that she had walked
through it without asking permission.

She now climbed up through the wood until she reached the flint road,
and here she hesitated as she had done once or twice before when she
had the desire to explore the quarry, really explore it.  She had been
as far as the end of the road and looked over the barbed wire into the
vast crater that the workings had left.  The water in it, the
accumulation of the rainfall of years, was blackish and forbidding, and
it had always checked her adventurous desire to walk round the
perimeter of the quarry or to find out if there was even a way around
it, for from the end of the road there was no sign of a path.  Yet from
her first visit she knew that someone went into the quarry, for in one
place the barbed wire had been pressed down to make easier access.



So today when she looked at the wire she thought, "Where one can go
another can' and she was under the wire and in the enclosure of the
quarry before the thought had finished in her mind.

Once over the wire fence she stopped.  It was strange, but she had the
feeling that everything was different on this side of the wire; it was
as if the quarry had no connection with the wood.  The atmosphere in
the wood was soothing; here only a few steps within the wire, she felt
a surge of unrest, even fear.  When she found herself half turning
towards the wire again, she murmured aloud, saying, "Don't be silly'
and then, surprised at the sound of her own voice, she closed her eyes
and smiled.

There was no possible way of her getting to the edge of the crater from
where she stood, for bracken, bush and bramble had entwined to make an
impregnable barrier at least thirty feet wide, and only because this
sloped downwards could she see the water.  And from this distance she
guessed she must be looking almost into the middle of the quarry.

The only way clear enough for walking was by the wire fencing, and this
did not lead to the quarry but away from it.  Yet she had only followed
it for some yards when she saw to the left of her the narrow cutting in
the wall of bracken.  It was just wide enough for one person to walk
through, and as she stood looking at it there came to her again the
feeling of fear, but this time it was intensified and she had the urge
to turn like a frightened child and dash out of the enclosure.

Was the land boggy and this feeling a warning?  Tentatively she put her
foot among the grasses, but the ground felt rock-like.  Hesitating no
more, she entered the path.  Although it was open to the sky, it seemed
dark inside.  She walked quietly and slowly, wondering with a



quickening of her heart beats what she would find round the next
corner, for the path twisted and turned continuously until it came
abruptly to an end.

She was now looking on to what appeared to be a small lake.  The water
was still.  There was no life to be seen on its surface and no
indication of any underneath.  Between her and the water's edge lay
about ten feet of baked mud and this stretched away for some distance,
looking for all the world like a deserted beach.  At the far end there
rose, almost vertical, a wall of rock jutting out towards the water.

It was as clean and bare as if it had just recently been sliced.  There
were boulders of rock mounting one on top of the other to the right of
her, and her only path now seemed to be the mud beach.  Fascinated, she
walked along it towards where it skirted the wall of rock.

There was not more than two feet between the water and the point of the
rock and she had her eyes cast down on the water as she rounded the
point.  And then her hand came up across her mouth to stifle her
exclamation of surprise.  There, not a couple of yards from her, lay
Andrew Maclntyre.  His hands behind his head, his eyes were closed as
if he was asleep.  But she hadn't time to wonder or make her retreat,
for the next instant he was on his feet and staring at her.  They
remained gaping at each other until she gabbled, "I ... I'm sorry.  I I
didn't know...."  As she had felt she was trespassing through his
garden when she had walked down the road past his house, now she had
almost the feeling that she had barged into his bedroom.  He and his
family seemed to create a privacy about them that was most
disconcerting.

"I was out for a walk."  She was still trying to explain.

His blank silence was unnerving, and she was on the point of turning
with what dignity she could muster and making her escape when he spoke,
and the tone of his voice brought an immediate show of relief to her
face,



for he said, "Don't go, please don't go.  You see, I thought you were
a sort of ... of apparition."  His voice was so quiet, his expression
so gentle, his manner so easy, that for a moment she didn't think she
was looking at the dour Andrew Maclntyre.

"You see, very few people find their way around here."

"Yes, yes' her laugh was nervous and high " I can understand that .
it's a weird kind of place.  " She looked up to the wall of rock that
towered above them.  Then, turning her gaze to the water, she said, "
It's a wonder people don't come here to swim.  "

"It smells too much when it's stirred up."

"Really?"  She was looking at him again.

"It's a pity.  Well' she smiled up at him " I must go and leave you to
your reading.  " She glanced at the book lying on the ground.

"I'm sorry I disturbed you."

"You didn't disturb me."  His voice had changed, it was as if he was
contradicting her now.  And then he added, "I was just about to make my
way homewards, anyway."

She watched him bend over and pick up the book, and as he straightened
up she turned away and went round the point of the rock again.

They walked along the mud beach, and when they came to the narrow,
bramble-walled passage, he led the way, and it was very like the day he
had shown her and Aunt Aggie the short cut down to the back gate, for
she was looking at his back and he was silent now as he had been then.
It wasn't until he lifted the wire up to allow her easier passage
through into the wood that she made herself speak, and then she asked,
"Are you going to the farm now?"

He shook his head.

"No; this is my day off, I wouldn't be here else.

The quarry is only for high days and, holidays .  or when you want to
escape and be by;



yourself.  " i " Oh, I'm sorry.  "

"I didn't mean that."  His face was dead straight.

"It's all right.  I understand."

"Look.  Look here."  He was bending slightly towards her.

"You don't understand."

"Yes.  Yes, I do."

"No you don't."  His brows were drawn together, his voice was harsh,
and now his face looked not only dour but grim.

"There are times when you want to get away from people not all people
just ... just some people .  and I wouldn't have said that if ... As he
hesitated she put in quickly, " Well, that's what I mean, that's what I
understand, the desire to get away from some particular .  people.  "
She had nearly said particular person.  She understood how he felt all
right ... oh, she understood perfectly, and her knowledge made her
fearful.

She was looking intently at him, and becoming aware of a number of
things at once: that his expression had changed yet again and his whole
face now looked gentle;

that he had a nice mouth; that he never addressed her as Mrs.  Rouse or
ma'am; that he was young, and strangely was making her feel young, even
younger than him; and, lastly, that here was someone who would kowtow,
or bow, to no-one, and that was why Donald didn't like him.

It was this last thought that dragged her wandering mind and feelings
abruptly into line again.

She had a strong desire now to get away from him, even to run.  She
conquered this by assuming an air of sedateness, and as she pulled her
eyes from his face and moved away she said, "Ben says it will rain
before tea."

He was behind her now, but keeping at a distance, as his voice told her
when he answered after a pause, "He's right."



When they came to where the stone road ended she turned to him and
said with stiff politeness, "Well, goodbye."

He was standing some yards from her, his deep brown eyes looking almost
black.

"Goodbye," he said.

They both seemed to turn away simultaneously, he going up the steep
incline that led towards his home, and she cutting across the hillside
towards the main road.

When she reached the road she did not go down to the village but
skirted it and came out near the little cemetery that backed the
church.

There was no-one in the cemetery and the vestry door was closed, but
the main door was open and she went in and walked between the six stone
pillars of the chancel, then turned towards the alcove where the little
side altar was, the children's altar.  And here, on the single wooden
kneeler, she knelt and with her hands tightly clasped and her head down
she prayed, prayed earnestly.  And as she prayed, Ben's promised rain
began to beat on the roof.

Andrew Maclntyre had not taken more than a dozen long strides when he
stopped and, turning abruptly, watched, from his vantage point, the
vicar's wife scurrying along the path between the trees towards the
main road.

He'd never had such a surprise in his life .  never.  To be thinking of
her, then to open his eyes and see her standing dead in front of him.
It had shaken him.  Why had she come into the quarry?  It must have
been her first visit, and he could take it for an omen.  He had gone in
there to decide for good and all what he must do.  He had come to the
point where he had made up his mind that the madness that was growing
in him must be cut out;

for it could lead nowhere.  There was a 'gift horse' waiting for him to
saddle.  He had known for two years now what was in Adelaide's mind,



but had made no move in that direction, not only because of her
father, and the hell he might kick up, but because Adelaide herself
aroused nothing more in him than sincere liking.  Even now, when he
sensed that old Toole had had it out with Adelaide and she had brought
him round to her way of thinking and he might even welcome him in the
uplifting capacity of son-in-law, even this could not make him see
Adelaide in the light of a wife.

Although he had worked for Toole for years he had never felt inferior
to him and that was another thing that made life and the future
difficult, for he considered his own mother a better woman in all ways
than his master's wife.  His mother had been educated, whereas Mrs.
Toole had at one time gone to the village school.  Of course everybody
tried to forget this, but would they forget he was a farm labourer if
he aspired to Adelaide Toole.  As for his father on this thought
Andrew's lip curled back from his teeth if it wasn't for him they
wouldn't be in the position they were today.  For himself it didn't
much matter .  he could fend .  but his mother, tied up there for life.
 Why did women do it?  Why?  Was some part of them mentally blind?

Her, too.  He could now only pick out the colour of Grace's dress as
she jumped the ditch to the main road, but her face was vividly before
him. She was different from anyone he had ever come across, sweet and
kind, and intelligent.  You only had to listen to her to know that. 
Yet she had picked a fellow like Rouse.  Parson!  Psss!  Bigheaded
nowt!  With that air of authority as from God himself.  His stomach had
turned the first time they had met.  He had wanted to start an argument
with him, to tie him up with the flaws in his own doctrine .  and he
could have done just that.  Hadn't he been brought up on the Bible?

So much so that he had, as a child, thought that his father had written
the book.  But this was getting him



nowhere.  Recriminations were useless, he had learnt that too.  The
main thing was that she was unhappy .  he knew she was unhappy.  What
was he to do?  What could he do?  Would she be like his mother and go
on all her life suffering because it was her duty .  ?  God, no!



Miss Shawcross had come to tea.  She was sitting in the drawing-room
to the side of Grace and opposite Donald, and Donald was playfully
chaffing her.  Donald was always playful with Miss Shawcross; it could
be said he treated her like a beloved sister.  It certainly couldn't be
anything else.  This thought brought Grace's cup to shake gently in its
saucer, but not with laughter.

"Can you see us all running over the fells taking pot-shots at the
German parachutists?"

Miss Shawcross made a sound that was a cross between a laugh and a
giggle; it was a sound that irritated Grace.

"But there' Donald's voice was serious now " I mustn't joke about this
matter, war's no joking matter at all, and if the worst comes to the
worst we will undoubtedly all do our bit.  Now about the rota, Kate.  "
He leant forward.  Then his jocularity returning, he said, " But have a
piece of this sandwich cake, it will give you strength for the battle.
"

Kate Shawcross's laugh filled the room.  She laughed, with her eyes
closed and her head down.  She stopped laughing as abruptly as she had
started, then, taking from her bag a sheet of foolscap paper, she began
to explain the rota.

Grace sat looking at them as they earnestly made their arrangements for
their part in the coming war.  It was early in September, 1938.  War
was in the air.  Any minute now it seemed that England would be at
war:

they had



already been issued with gas-masks, and there was talk of digging
holes in the ground and sleeping in them.  The thought of war did not
frighten her except when her mind settled on children.  Grown-ups could
fend for themselves, but children, especially the little children, like
those in the Infants in the village school.  She did not question that
her concern for the children was because her mind was thinking of
nothing else these days.  Children, children .  a child.

What if she had a child and it was killed by a bomb.  She shuddered
from head to foot, then became strangely still as a voice said from
within her, "I'd chance it."

She looked at Donald again.  His face was serious now, beautiful and
serious.  No wonder Kate Shawcross could not take her eyes from him.

She was being talked about in the village for running after the vicar,
but that did not seem to trouble her, she seemed oblivious of
everything in life but this man.

The feeling of annoyance, scorn, and even jealousy that Grace had felt
at different times over the past two years towards this woman had
vanished as if they had never been.  Now she had for her another
feeling.  It was pity.  For Miss Shawcross was in love with a shell . 
a shell filled with God.  There was no room for a woman inside that
shell, except as a mother or a doll.  Donald was a man with a doll. 
She herself was the doll, sometimes to be kissed, fondled .  and
forever frustrated.

This time last year she had come to look upon God as her rival for
Donald.  This feeling had gone on for some months and had been a
terrifying experience.  One could not pit oneself against God and yet
she had attempted to do just that.  Thankfully it was brought to a
sudden end one day when Donald took her on a visit to a friend of his



in Harrogate.  This man was also a parson.  He was a good man, it
showed in his face, and he had seven children .  men could be men of
God and still men.

She had been married to Donald seven hundred and eighty-four nights.

This way of thinking worried her.  She didn't think she had been
married just over two years, she counted the time in nights.  And each
night now seemed to bring fresh terror to her, for she would lie awake
seeing one more new aspect of the man by her side.  She had faced the
fact many months ago that Donald was a man who should never have
married.  One fear-filled night she had almost turned on him and shaken
him out of his sleep to cry at him, "You have committed a sin, you who
are always preaching against sin; you have committed the worst sin
against human nature.  Do you hear me?"  She had got up that night and
crept from the room and went, of all places, into the storeroom because
there she could open the door and look out into the night without fear
of anyone seeing her.  Although each night she dissected him and looked
at his lack and weaknesses, she was still in love with him.  She knew
that he had a vindictive streak in him, submerged but nevertheless
there.  She knew that he had a cunning knack of getting his own way. 
She knew also that he used the pulpit to strike, and not only in the
defence of God. No-one could answer you back when you were in the
pulpit.  Yet she felt that in part he was a good man, never ceasing to
go out of his way to help someone.  Perhaps it was more correct to say,
he got others to do that.  Anyway, she supposed organisation was part
of his job.

"And where are you going to put this big brawny piece?"  Donald put out
his large white hand and touched Grace's face.

Miss Shawcross turned her eyes from the vicar and, looking at Grace,
said, "Oh, I haven't put you down anywhere because of you not feeling
too well."



"But we can't have this, she's got to do her bit."  Donald was looking
tenderly towards Grace, patting her hand the while.

"We'll have to put her on the diplomatic staff, eh?"

Miss Shawcross laughed at this and Grace said, "Can I fill your
cups?"

Fifteen minutes later Donald left the house with Miss Shawcross.  He
was going to visit the Tooles, as Mrs.  Toole was in bed with
phlebitis.

Long after they had gone Grace sat in the drawing- room, staring out
through the french windows into the garden.  She knew she had reached a
point where some thing must be done.  She could not go on like this any
longer, she must speak to Donald, come out into the open.  Aunt Aggie
had said to her only last week, "Isn't it time you started a family?"

And she had made no answer to this.  A few months previously she would
have come up with some excuse such as, "Oh, there's plenty of time for
that."  And then there was Dr.  Cooper saying, "You know you can't live
on tonics.  Nature is a tonic and you've got to use her."  He had
paused before he added, "You understand what I'm saying?"  She had
nodded.

Yes, she had understood perfectly what he was saying and tonight she
was not going to be baulked.  It wasn't that she hadn't tried to bring
the matter into the open a number of times, but whenever Donald felt
that the subject was broaching he kissed, patted and teased and put the
situation on ground from which it was impossible to say, "I want a
baby'.  But tonight she would close her ears to his prattle.  She
turned her head slightly to the side on this thought.  It made her sad
to realise that she could think along these lines, terming Donald's
beautifully modulated words as prattle.



At seven o'clock Donald had not returned and she went out into the
garden in search of Ben.  Ben had no set hours, and Grace found that
when in the old man's company she forgot herself and her worries.

Perhaps it was because that in character he was closest to the men
amongst whom she had been brought up, those on the Tyne.  From Ben she
saw reflected traces of her father and Uncle Ralph, and old Jack
Cummings.

She found Ben clipping the top of a lonicera hedge.  Without any formal
greeting he addressed her immediately, saying, "He said take two feet
off this."  He never gave Donald any other title but 'he'.  "If I was
to take two feet off un you would see the top of the tool-shed from the
front drive.

"Twouldn't do, an' I told him."  He turned his small bright eyes on
her.

"See what I mean, ma'am?"

"Yes, Ben.  Yes, I do."  Then she asked enquiringly, "The vicar said he
wanted two feet off?"

"Aye, this afternoon just gone, he came out here and said it should be
taken down altogether.  Too dark green he said it was ... did you ever
hear the like, too dark green?  Why, I never did.  And I pointed out to
him that it's the darkness of this here hedge that acts as a background
for the lavender and such."  He pointed to the side, and Grace, looking
towards the bushes, said, "Yes, yes, I see."

"Miss Tuppin' planted this hedge, ma'am, because it was quick
growin'.

"We don't want to see the roof of that black shed from the drive, do
we, Ben?"  she said.  And I said, "No, ma'am, we don't want that."

"Lonicera is the thing," she said, "it's quick," and there she put it.
"

Ben was talking easily about his late mistress these days and Grace
knew it brought some solace to him to be able to do so.  She also felt
that she was the only one to whom he talked in this way and she gave
him the opportunity whenever she could.



"Ma'am."

"Yes, Ben?"

"Only yesterday I came across a recipe of me mother's, it was for
reviving an appetite.  It's a mixture of herbs and I brought it along
for you."  Ben did not look at Grace as he spoke but went on cutting
slowly and expertly at the hedge.

"I remember me mother sayin' it would make a man eat like a horse."

He stopped now and, laying down the shears, drew from his pocket a
square of yellowed paper.  Opening it slowly, he handed it to Grace.

In the swift glance she gave the paper she made out the words dandelion
and rosemary.  Then she looked at him and said softly, "Thank you, Ben,
it's very kind of you."

"Well, what I say is' Ben was at the hedge again 'these newfangled
medicines ... well, you might as well drink dish-wattar.  The old
recipes are lost or forgotten an' so people die."  His voice sank on
the last words and Grace knew he was thinking of his beloved mistress,
and she wanted to say, "But you kept her alive for nine years, Ben ..
you and the garden," but all she said was, "Thank you, Ben'; then
added, " I'll have it made up, I promise you.  "

He did not turn towards her, not even to nod, and she walked slowly
away reading the prescription that was to make her eat like a horse.

Oh, Ben, dear Ben, it wasn't herbs that she needed to put on flesh.

She stopped and looked around the garden, then looked towards the back
of the house.  She should be as happy as a princess in a fairy tale; in
this atmosphere she should be relaxed and at ease, her body should be
afloat and in harmony, whereas it was a mass of jangling nerves, and
only needed a sharp word to set the tear ducts quivering.  With a



sudden spurt she ran towards the house, through the hall, and up the
stairs into her room, and, throwing herself face down on the bed, she
cried into her hands.  Why had this to happen to her?  She wasn't bad,
she wasn't wicked, she only wanted .  she only wanted .  wanted . 
wanted. Her brain was yelling the word, 'wanted .  wanted .  wanted.  "
Then as her fists clutched up handfuls of the eiderdown, it added on a
voiceless scream, " To be loved .  to be loved.  "

Donald did not get back until just on dusk.  From her bedroom window
she watched him coming up the drive.  When he did not come in the front
door but skirted the house, she knew without bothering to ascertain
that he had gone to look at the hedge to see if Ben had carried out his
orders. Tomorrow there would be words and a battle of wills between
them.  There had been words before when Ben had usually emerged the
victor, and doubtless he would do so again, and in her heart she was
with him.  Not because he was right in this case as he had been in most
of the others, but because it hurt her somehow to see him ordered about
in what was, spiritually at least, his garden, and, moreover, he was an
old man.  It was odd, she thought, at this moment, that Donald never
brought his Christian attitude to bear with Ben, and he should have
done so, if only to try to get him to attend the services.

She reached the hall just as Donald entered it.  She did not fly to him
now as she had once done and fling her arms about his neck.  She saw
immediately that he was annoyed, very likely with Ben, but when they
got into the drawing-room it was not of Ben he spoke but of the Tooles.
Mrs.  Toole wasn't well at all and she was worried about Adelaide.
Apparently things weren't going as they should with Adelaide.  It was
all to do with that Maclntyre fellow.  They had been like second
parents to that boy.  Mr.  Toole had gone so far as to indicate to
him



that he would be welcome as a son-in-law, but the fool had done
nothing about it.  It was hurting both Mr.  and Mrs.  Toole, not to say
anything about Adelaide.

She went and stood in front of him, and, catching hold of his hands,
brought his attention to her.

"Donald ... Donald, I ... Here she stopped and her heart gave a number
of thumping beats before she finished, " I would like to talk to you.
"

Did she see a shadow come over his eyes, or was it that he was still
feeling annoyed with Ben?  It was his way when annoyed about one thing
to talk about something entirely different .  this was another trait
that she had reluctantly been forced to recognise.

He released one of his hands from hers and, putting it to his brow,
said, "Yes, yes, of course," then added, 'you don't have to ask like
that .  like .  like a parishioner.  If you can't talk to me, who can
you talk to?  " He followed this in the very next breath by saying, "
Is there any coffee on hand?  My head is thumping it's the heat, I
think. "

Slowly she released his hand and without a word turned from him and
went into the kitchen.  Taking the percolator from the stove she placed
it on the tray that was standing ready and carried it back into the
drawing-room, and there she poured him out a cup of coffee before
sitting down.

The coffee finished, he lay back in the chair, stretched out his legs,
and sighed.  Then with eyes closed he said, "Now, my dear, what is it
you want to say?"

Her body felt cold and rigid.  Could one look at a man sitting in a
chair with his eyes closed and his legs stretched out and say, "I want
a baby ... come up to bed and love me, I want a baby," or words to that
effect?

Her silence brought his eyes open but he did not move.

"Is it important?"



"Yes."

He closed his eyes again and remained motionless, and she continued to
look at him.  His body seemed to have spread over the chair; she did
not see it as a beautiful body any more.  It was soft and flabby, even
fat in parts.  It was only when he was standing stiffly upright or
striding along, his tails flying, that he gave the impression of an
athlete.  But she knew his body was no athlete's.  She looked at his
black-clothed legs and the thought came to her that she had never seen
them without a covering of some sort, and only twice had her hands felt
their bare flesh.  Were all marriages like this?  No, no she gave this
answer emphatically to herself all marriages could not be like this, or
else the madhouses would be more full than they were now.  This thought
lifted her swiftly to her feet, and the movement brought his eyes open
again and he stretched himself and said, "Oh, I wish I hadn't anything
more to do tonight.  Well, my dear, come along, what is this important
business you want to discuss?"

"I'll talk about it upstairs.  Will you be long?"

"Only about half an hour."  He rose and came towards her.  And now he
put his arm about her shoulder and said, "You go on up, I won't be
long."

Did the look on his face say he understood?  Did it promise
something?

She stared intently at him for a moment before lowering her eyes.  Then
slowly disengaging herself from him, she picked up the tray and went
out of the room.  In spite of the balcony window being wide open the
bedroom was hot and the air heavy.  Her undressing was slow, for her
mind was not on it.

That is, not until she was on the point of picking up her nightdress
from the bed, when her hand became still and she looked at the bundle
of drooping voile.  She looked at it for quite a



long while before releasing it from her hand and turning round.  And
now she began to walk about the room as she had never done before.  It
was a strange feeling to walk about like this, unclothed.  Back and
forward, up and down she walked.  And as she walked she listened, and
just after the half hour was up she heard movements in the room below,
followed by the sound of the front door being locked.

As she heard his steps mounting the stairs a tremor passed over her and
she became still.  She would time his steps across the landing, and
when he opened the bedroom door she would be in the act of walking
across the room.  But when he opened the door she was sitting at the
dressing-table, her naked back to him, and the entire front of her body
gleaming at him through the mirror.

There are moments in a lifetime when all the five senses of the body
are in agony at once.  It is torture that dare not be repeated often.

It is a torture that breaks the mind before the body.  At such times
you can smell your own humiliation, you can taste your own despair.

You can feel the actual recoil of the other's revulsion.  You can see
the disgust squaring a mouth to leave the teeth bare.  You can hear the
hateful crying of self-denouncement.

Grace experienced this agony when through the mirror she met his look,
for not only his expression but his whole body showed his reactions to
her nakedness.  It shrivelled her up.  She couldn't endure it.  It was
as if he was being forced to look at some debauched creature.  He
looked like a trapped priest.  As she clapped her hand over her mouth
she cried through her fingers, "Don't look at me like that!"

"I'd put your nightdress on; it ill becomes you to act in this way.

Grace.  "



Even before the deadly cold words were finished he had turned 'and
closed the door, not quietly as was his wont but with a bang.  With her
hand still tightly pressed across her mouth she stared wildly into the
mirror and she saw there, not her own flesh but a verse of Genesis:

"AND SHE CAUGHT HIM BY HIS GARMENT, SAYING, LIE WITH ME: AND HE LEFT

HIS GARMENT IN HER HAND, AND FLED, AND GOT HIM OUT.

"

He had looked at her as Joseph must have done on the wife of his
Egyptian master .  but she was no-one else's wife, she was his wife .
but he didn't want a wife, not to lie with.  She had clutched at his
garment with her naked body and what had happened?  He had got him
out.

Oh God!  Oh God!  Her body dragged itself round away from the mirror,
but although she stared about the room she could see nothing, for her
vision was blurred.  Yet she was not crying.  She bent over and covered
her face with her hands, "Oh God!  Oh God!"

She was still muttering "Oh God!  Oh God!"  when she made a sudden rush
towards her clothes and, tearing at them, began frantically to dress
herself again.

When she had zipped the side of her dress up her movements stopped.

Her two hands underneath her armpits, she looked down at the carpet and
asked, "Where will I go?  Aunt Aggie's.... No, no.  " But her Aunt
Aggie would understand, she knew she would understand.  Yet how could
she put into words what she had done to bring about this situation?

And would anyone understand this unbearable feeling of rejection .  ?
She couldn't go on, she couldn't.  She was unclean.  He had stamped her
forever as something unclean.



She went through the storeroom without switching the light on, and
when she ran down the iron steps to the garden the night appeared light
in comparison.  Hardly pausing in her running, she snatched the key to
the garden gate from the nail just within the door of the greenhouse,
and when she had unlocked the gate she did not stop to close it, or to
remove the key, but ran across the narrow belt of grass and into the
wood.

She had never been in the wood at night before, not even in the
twilight, and if she had been in her right mind the darkness would have
terrified her.  But there was no room for terror in her at this moment,
there was no room for anything but shame and a desire to be rid of it
as soon as possible.  She ran with her arms outstretched, warding off
obstacles, and when she stumbled for the third time she went flat on
the ground.  As she lay breathless and dazed she imagined in the
stillness all round her that she could hear the sound of footsteps.
Still she was not frightened, only determined that the footsteps should
never catch up with her.

She was running again and her feet told her when she had reached the
stone road.  She flew along it with a surety, as if she could see her
way ahead, and she was at the wire fencing before she realised it, for
its impact nearly knocked her on to her back.  It was as she bent under
the wire that she saw the light of a torch spreading into the trees,
but she was in the enclosure and she knew that he would never find her
here, not until she had done what she had come to do.

She had never told him about her visits to the quarry, she did not
think he even knew of its existence.  Once through the narrow lane of
brambles she did not make for the mud beach but began to scramble over



the shoulders up towards the top of the shelf of rock.  At the far end
there was a sixty-foot drop, and at the foot of the cliff there was no
mud, just huge lumps of quarrying stone overgrown with bracken.

When the sharp stinging drops of rain hit her face, they pierced
through the unbalanced state of her mind and brought her climbing to a
gasping halt, and she thought for a moment with normal surprise, "It's
raining."  Then once again she was scrambling frantically upwards.  She
could hear quite clearly now the sound of Donald running, and she knew
that her own footsteps were leading him to her, and she cried to
herself, "If he touches me I'll kill him, I'll kill him kill him."

When her feet reached the comparatively level ground on the top of the
quarry the blackness, intensified by the rain, took all sense of her
bearings from her and she ran this way and that not knowing in what
dire con the edge lay.  When the torch flashed over her, she blinked
into it before turning and rushing blindly away.  A second later she
was struggling like a wildcat.  It was only when she realised that the
arms that were holding her were hard, not soft and flabby, that she
became still.

"There, there, you're all right.  Go easy, don't be frightened."  The
voice enfolded her, soothing her.  She remained still against the man,
her head resting on his shoulder until she began to shake as if with
ague.  A torrent of tears seemed to have solidified and blocked her
throat, stopping her breath and causing her to heave as if she was
being suffocated.  When his voice came again, saying with deep
gentleness, "Don't be frightened, nothing can harm you', it was too
much.  She made a sound that could have come from an agonised animal
before the tears spurted from her eyes, nose and mouth at the same
time.

Ill



"There now, there now, don't, don't cry so.  Look you're getting
wet.

Put this round you.  " She felt him putting his coat over her
shoulders, she felt herself being led back down over the boulders, and
she was only vaguely aware that they had passed the rock point and the
place where she had first seen him lying.

"Sit down here a minute, it's dry and out of the rain."  He lowered her
to the ground, and when his hands left her she turned and lay on the
earth and buried her face in her arms.

After some long time his voice forced its way to her, saying, "No more
now, no more.  You'll make yourself ill.  Come on, sit up."

But she could not sit up.  Her body was being rent apart with her
weeping, and he said no more, only patted her gently until slowly,
gradually, the turmoil subsided and she lay quiet and exhausted.

As she stared into the black inkiness of the earth, her mind began to
settle and find its balance once more, and it came to her that she was
lying up here in the quarry beside Andrew Maclntyre and that he must
think her insane.  Slowly she eased herself up into a sitting position
and, her words checked by her jerking breath, she said softly, "I... I
don't know what... what to say.  I don't know what you must think of
me."

"I think you're very unhappy."

She felt herself jerk as if she had been prodded.  She could not see
him but she knew that his eyes were on her.

"You've been unhappy for a long time, haven't you?"

She felt her face stretching with amazement.  Nobody had known how she
felt, nobody had known that she was unhappy.  She had seen to it that
she had talked and laughed as usual, and Donald had seen to it that he
was very sweet to her, even lovable, in public.



She heard her voice, hardly audible and still uneven with her sobbing
breath, asking, "How how did you know that?"

"I've watched you."

"Watched me?"  She turned her face full in his direction, and now she
could just make out the dark outline of him.  She had not met him more
than a dozen times since she had seen him lying on the beach here.

That encounter would always remain in her memory, for it had driven her
to church.  She remembered praying that day that Donald would love her
and that she would never stop loving him.  She had never come across
Andrew Maclntyre in the quarry since that day.  She had only come here
when, like him, she felt she would be alone.  Her encounters with him
'had been on the road or at the Tooles' when she had seen him working
on the farm.

"You're not happy with him, are you?"

As she had flown only a few minutes ago from the house she now wanted
to fly away from this man.

"Why did you marry him?"

She heard herself saying softly, "I loved him."

"You thought you did."

"You mustn't say such things."

"Why?  Because you're the parson's wife or because you won't face up to
the truth?"

She felt his hand groping towards her, and when it covered hers she
made no resistance.

"I don't know your name, your Christian name, they always call you Mrs.
Rouse up there.  I've given you all kinds of names ... what is it?"

Her mind was starting to whirl again but in a different atmosphere, and
her voice was just a whisper as she said, "Grace."

"Grace."



She shuddered and blinked in the dark, terrified now of something she
couldn't name.  She made an effort to get away from it by saying, "I I
must get back," but she made no move to rise.  And then she asked, "Why
were you in the wood?"

"I was coming from work."  He paused, then said hastily and below his
breath, "No, that isn't true.  I was standing on the edge of the wood I
often go down there and I heard you running through the garden.  I
thought you were having a game with someone.  You passed me not more
than an arm's length away, and I waited to see who was after you, and
when nobody came I knew you were in trouble.  I think I knew it from
the minute I heard you running."

Her head was bowed low now as she asked, "Why were you down there?"

There was another considerable pause before he gave her an answer, and
then it was not to her question.

"That day you appeared round the bend there, I'd been thinking of you;
I was thinking of you that very minute and I opened my eyes and there
you stood.  I'll never be able to explain what I felt then, but I can
tell you now.  I knew then what I had guessed from the first time I saw
you: I knew you were for me, the only one for me, parson's wife or
no."

She knew a moment's horror and made to scramble to her feet, but his
hand, without moving, held her to the ground.

"Don't be frightened you have nothing to fear from me.  Sooner or later
you'd have to know.

Things happen like this, no matter what people &uy, and it happened to
me that day in your kitchen when I first set eyes on you.  "

She turned her face towards him again and her expression was full of
wonder now.  This was Andrew Maclntyre, the dour Scot.  He was talking



with the ease which she attributed only to men like Donald, and he was
telling her.  What was he telling her?  That he was in love with her?

Again she recalled the day she had run from the quarry through the
woods to the church, and there came to her now the real reason for her
praying.  She, too, had known it then, but would not face it; she was
the parson's wife and she loved her husband.  But she was confronted
with it now and some part of her still protested loudly: "This mustn't
happen.  It is wrong, this mustn't go on.  There must be nothing
between me and Andrew Maclntyre.  It would be a situation that would be
unbearable.  Andrew Maclntyre, Mr.  Toole's man ... Andrew Maclntyre, a
farm-worker ... Andrew Maclntyre who lives in the little stone cottage
on the fells ... Andrew Maclntyre, who was dour, unsociable, taciturn
and who wouldn't play the bagpipes at the musical evening."

On this last thought something faintly resembling a laugh passed
through her, and she found herself turning her body towards him and
allowing a breath of a whisper to say his name, "Oh, Andrew."  The next
minute she was enveloped in a storm of weeping again.  When his arms
went about her and she felt herself pressed close against him she did
not protest in any way, and when a short while later she felt his mouth
moving against her temple she said again, "Oh, Andrew."  Of her own
will she moved her mouth up to meet his.  And when with a sudden jerk
his body pressed hard against her and bore her sideways to the earth
she did not shrink away.

The passionate abandon with which she gave herself to him both startled
and elated her, and the knowledge that she was being loved brought
compensation for her husband's rejection and gave her a shield to hold
up against the look that the sight of her nakedness had brought to his
face.  She had, as it were, had a painful



' abscess lanced, and the relief was indescribable, i Somewhere at the
height of the ecstatic, swirling I pinnacle of released joy she thought
that those lines's in Genesis were being justifiably reversed.

It was the I Egyptian who would not lie with her, but Joseph had, ;

and his cloak was over her and she knew he would never lift it from
her.



"Oh, girl, what have you done?  And I'm not referring to that
Maclntyre fellow either, although I think he's a swine of the first
water."

"He's not, Aunt Aggie."  Grace brought her head up from its dropped
position, "He's not."

"Well, I have me own opinion and I'm going to stick to it.  But it's
your life I'm referring to; you've made a mess of it, and I'm going to
say right now I told you so.  But there, it's done, and now there's no
way out for you that I can see, for if I know Mr.  Donald there'll be
no mention of divorce.  He should never have married in the first
place.  I knew it, I had a feeling about it, but now that it's done
he'll bring God on to his side and fasten you to him for life."

"I don't care.  I've made up my mind, I'm going to leave him."

"And take up with this Maclntyre fellow?"

"Yes."  She was looking straight ahead.

"Is it all cut and dried?"

"No."  She turned and looked full at Aggie and her voice shook as she
pleaded, "Don't condemn me.  Aunt Aggie;

you don't know what it's been like.  "

"Condemn you?"  Aggie came swiftly forward and put her arms about
her.

"Oh, lass, I'm not condemning you, I'm only sorry from the bottom of me
heart that it needed to happen.  The only criticism I've got to make is
that I could wish you had gone off the rails with somebody nearer your
own class.  To take up with ... with that



kind of fellow, and after the education you've had.  "

Grace sighed.

"Don't forget.  Aunt Aggie, after all Dad was a coal man

"He was nothing of the sort," put in Aggie indignantly, 'not in that
way.  He managed his own business and was on a footing with men like
old Arthur Wentworth, councillors and such.  And there's Charlie
Wentworth. There's not a time that I meet him but he asks after you. 
"

"You don't know Andrew Maclntyre, Aunt Aggie.  He's ... he's ... she
could not find the words with which to describe Andrew and his effect
on her.  She only knew now that the feeling she had for him had been
breeding in her for some time and that it was different from anything
she had felt for Donald.  She could now look on the love she had borne
Donald as a girlish infatuation; she could even term it a 'pash' on a
parson.  She leant against Aggie's high breast and released the breath
from her lungs as she said, " You've got no idea of the relief, Aunt
Aggie, now that I've talked to you.  "

"You should have done it earlier I knew there was something wrong.

There should be some way of stopping men like him marrying at all.  "

Grace moved her head against Aggie, shutting out the light as she said,
"It was the look on his face; I don't think I'll ever forget it to my
dying day."

"Nonsense."  Aggie's body gave a quick wiggle of impatience.

"You can get that out of your head as soon as you like.  He's no man,
never was.

I knew that from the minute I clapped eyes on him.  Why, my Arthur
never wore a thread of anything from the day we married, and I might as
well tell you now I didn't either.  "

Grace's eyes were closed but she could not conjure up a picture of her
Aunt Aggie running around naked before her husband, but she could still
see the look on Donald's face.



"That man's as full of pride and conceit as an egg's full of meat, and
that's all he's full of, for the rest he's boast.  I told you that
right at the beginning: he's as empty as a watery turnip.... What did
you tell him afore you left?"

"I just said I was coming to you.  But I'm not going back.  Aunt Aggie,
I'm not.  I can't, I just can't."

"All right, all right, there's nobody forcing you.  I'll phone and tell
him that you're not feeling too good and you're staying the night,
that'll give you a breathing space."  She stroked Grace's hair back
from her temples and then added softly, "Don't worry, child, things
will straighten out.  Rest yourself there till I put the car away." 
She patted Grace's head, then added, "There's one thing I'm thankful
for and that is, Susie and Ralph are away.  You won't be having any
committee meeting on the matter and that's something."

She smiled, but Grace could not return it.  The committee meetings
would eventually take place, they were merely being postponed.  She
sank deeper into the chair.  Strangely now she found she was relaxed as
she had not been since the day she became Grace Rouse.  She no longer
felt herself to be Grace Rouse, a parson's wife, and she could never
again be Grace Cartner, the gullible, romantic-minded girl.  Was she
already Grace Maclntyre?  Perhaps.  Andrew had said last night that
this kind of thing happened.  Most people, nice people, would say that
it didn't, not in a snap of the fingers like that.  Yet it hadn't been
a snap of the fingers, it had been maturing quietly for two years,
justifying itself by some inward call that each had heard.  Her call to
him must have been loud and clear, for he recognised it and accepted it
at once.  He was much wiser than she.  His wisdom was a natural part of
himself and had nothing to do with learning.  Last night, just before
he had let



her go, he had said, "Tomorrow morning you will loathe yourself, but
when you do, remember this: I love you, and no matter what happens I'll
go on doing just that."  He had added with just a trace of humour, "I'm
not dour for nowt."

How right he had been.  She had loathed herself, but thankfully this
feeling had not lasted.

When she had returned through the garden last night she had been
surprised to hear the church clock striking twelve.  In just two hours
her world had completed a somersault.  The light was still on in the
bedroom, there were also lights on in both the drawing-room and the
hall, and she saw from the head of the stairs that the front door was
wide open.  Had he gone to the village to raise the alarm?  She doubted
it.  To admit that his wife had run away would cause a loss of face.

She couldn't see him risking that until he was absolutely sure that she
wouldn't come back when her tantrum was over.  That was the name he
would give to the episode.

She was crossing the landing going towards the spare room with some of
her clothes when he came up the stairs, and just for a moment she felt
sorry for him, for he had a frightened look about him.  But her sorrow
was short-lived, for immediately on sight of her his whole countenance
darkened and subdued anger bubbled from his lips as he demanded, "Where
have you been?"

When she turned from him without answering and pushed open the door of
the spare room he strode quickly after her, and from the doorway he
reprimanded her, saying in the same tense, subdued tone, "It's about
time you grew up.  Grace; this is no way for a woman to act.  Don't you
realise you are no longer a girl being petted and cajoled by your ..
family?"  The stress he put on the word family brought her eyes
flashing round on him.



His private opinion of her family had come over in the intonation he
had given the word.

As she looked at him standing there filling the doorway with his bulk,
she realised with surprise that she no longer stood in awe of him.  An
hour ago she had given herself to another man; she had sinned, a
grievous sin, and yet because she had sinned she had the courage to
look fearlessly at this man who had been to her as a god.  If her
journey into the darkness had resulted in nothing more than running
wild through the woods and the quarry until she had come to her senses
and returned penitent to this house, she knew that her abasement would
have been complete, but on her wings of flight she had stopped to sin
and in doing so had gathered courage into her body, together with a new
and extraordinary feeling of easement.  She had been unfaithful and in
this moment she was exulting in it.

"Don't you realise that you've had me worried sick?"

It was on the point of her tongue to say, "Yes, so much so that you got
a search party out to look for me," but instead she said flatly, "I'm
very tired, I want to go to bed."

She watched him draw himself up even straighter.

"You're not sleeping in this room."

"Well, if I don't I won't sleep anywhere else."  As she said this she
made the movement of turning round a casual act.  Then going towards
the chest-of-drawers she added, "I'd like to be left alone."

"Grace ... Grace, do you know what you're saying?"

"Yes, I said I'd like to be left alone, to sleep alone."  She looked at
him over her shoulder.

"You shouldn't find that wish difficult to grant."

She saw the blood slowly leave his face until it looked a pasty smudge
of flesh and became one with the colour of his eyes.  Even his lips
looked grey.



"We'll have this out in the morning."  His voice, his whole body,
emanated bluster.

When the door closed on him she felt a momentary feeling of triumph
that settled into scorn.  Her remark at least had struck home.  His
facade of working late, sermons to write, talks to rehearse, of being
very, very tired, had at last been penetrated.  No more would he be
able to hide behind such lies.  But Donald never lied, he simply evaded
skilfully evaded.

She did not go to bed but sat by the window looking out on to the back
garden and she wondered just why she had put up with the situation all
this time.  There were two answers.  Ignorance of the sexual side of
marriage, and a natural diffidence to speak of this side to anyone.

When she had entered into her marriage she felt she was equipped with
all the necessary knowledge.  You loved a man, you slept with him, the
outcome was a baby.  You became aware of this when your periods stopped
and you felt sick.  It took nine months to have a baby and during this
time your husband worshipped you.  And had not millions of women got by
on no more knowledge than that?  But how had the others made out?  The
ones that had been led up the garden path and then had the door quietly
shut in their faces had they gone to their mothers, or their doctors,
or their priests and poured out their pain?  Perhaps.  But there would
be others like her who had been able to do none of these things.  Then
had they gone mad, had a nervous breakdown, or been gladly seduced?

She, she knew, had been on the verge of a nervous breakdown, but now
she was saved.  She had been gladly seduced.

She sat on until the night began to lift and the dawn appeared She had



been sitting with the eiderdown hugged around her and now she pushed
it off and made her way quietly out of the room and downstairs to the
kitchen.  There she made herself a cup of strong tea.  She had no fear
of being joined by Donald.  The sound of his snoring as she crossed the
landing had told her that, however much his mind was troubled, it was
not preventing him from having his sleep out.

Back in her room she once more pulled the eiderdown about her, and as
she gazed out into the swift rising light she tried to see into the day
ahead and to what action she should take.

At what point in her thinking she fell asleep she did not know, but she
was woken with startling suddenness by the sound of Ben's voice yelling
from the garden.  She sat up, blinking her eyes rapidly, not sure for a
moment where she was, and then as she rose painfully from the cramped
position in which she had been sleeping Ben's voice came to her again.
When she put her face close to the window-pane she could see him near
the greenhouse.  He was standing waving his arms about and still
yelling.  What was happening?  What was the matter?  She could see
no-one else in the garden.  Then, as she watched and saw him coming
towards her window, she knew he was making for the side of the house
and the kitchen door.  Hurriedly she smoothed down her hair and her
dress.  She still felt dazed with sleep, and her eyes seemed full of
sand.  On crossing the landing she saw that Donald was already about,
for the bedroom door was wide open and there was no sign of him.

As she entered the kitchen she saw Ben through the far open door; his
fist was clenched and shaking in front of Donald's face, and he was
crying at the top of his voice, "Sawed down her hedge, did you?  Sawed
it down, you cruel bugger!  That's what you are, you're no man.  Well,
this is the finish for me.  I'll not work for you another minute, no,
not if I was starvin'.  Do you hear?"



"I told you I wanted that hedge cutting well down; I told you quite
plainly yesterday and all you did was to take an inch or so off the
top."

"You go to hell's flames.  I know why that hedge was put there in the
first place an' I told you."  He thrust his hand outwards in the
direction of the drive.

"There's no green hedge there now, is there?

No, all you can see is a tarred roof.  Nice, isn't it?  But if it
hadn't been that it would've been something' else.  You were just
waitin', weren't you?  Giving your orders right, left and centre about
things you know nowt about.  Playing God Almighty inside and outside
the church. Well, let me tell you, mister, you're not comin' God
Almighty on me. I'm on to you and your ways.  I saw through you from
the start.

It's folk like you that cause murder, aye it is that.  Well, now I'm
finished.  You get me cards and me pay ready and I'm downin' me
tools.

And I'll say to you me last word .  Ben's old face quivered upwards.

"You're a two-faced, mealy-mouthed nowt, and a cruel bugger into the
bargain, and there you have it."

The old man turned away, and after a moment Grace stepped slowly out of
the kitchen and into the yard and looked at Donald.  She saw that he
was going to great lengths to control himself.  And when she spoke to
him it was not so much a question as a statement.  Coldly she said,
"You cut down that hedge?  You must have got up early this morning and
purposely gone out to cut down that hedge, Ben's hedge."

"It is not Ben's hedge."

"Then it is my hedge."

His face became scarlet and his jaw-bones seemed to lift from their
sockets before he said, "Very well, Grace, since you emphasise your
ownership, I shall make arrangements for us to return to the vicarage
it is still available."



As she turned from him, his voice rapped at her, "Where are you
going?

I forbid you to go near that man.  "

She stopped and, turning round, looked at him.  And there rose to her
tongue Ben's words, "You cruel bugger', and it was as much as she could
do not to repeat them.  But had she said them they would not have
surprised him any more than when she said, " You can forbid me to do
nothing that I want to do.  "

She left him with his eyes wide open and his lips apart, and as she
hurried round the house towards Ben she kept saying to herself, "It's
impossible, it's impossible', for she knew in this moment that she had
not only ceased to love him but that she almost hated him.  He must
have risen early this morning, not to come to her and try to sort out
the events of last night, but deliberately to cut down a hedge that he
must have known would be a wanton thing to do.  Ben had disobeyed his
orders, so Ben must suffer.  Ben, although he did not know it, was also
suffering because she had disobeyed her master's orders.

When she came upon Ben he was standing at what last night had been a
thick trim hedge.  The main stems of the lonicera had been sawn through
and pulled away.  They lay in a heap at the side of the path; all that
remained of the hedge now was a straggly torn mat of bush about two
feet high.

"I'm sorry, Ben, oh I am."  She stood by his side, but he did not
reply; only his head drooped lower and he shook it slowly from side to
side before turning away towards the greenhouse.  When she followed him
and he still wouldn't say anything to her she realised that the old man
was crying.  It was as she watched the tears sliding from one wrinkle
to another that she knew she must go away, she must leave this house. 
She said to Ben's stooped shoulders, "I'll come and see you, Ben, I'll
get



you a garden of your own, I will, I promise you.  "

Ben's cottage on the other side of the village had nothing more than a
pocket handkerchief of a garden, and she knew how the old man would
miss his work, so she was not just using soothing words but meant what
she said when she made him the promise.  He still gave her no answer
and she turned about and went quickly towards the house.  When half an
hour later she came down the stairs wearing a light costume and hat and
carrying a case she was confronted not only by Donald but by Mrs.
Blenkinsop, and this situation could not have made things easier for
her, for, ignoring Donald and looking straight towards the older woman,
she said, "I'm going to my aunt's, Mrs.  Blenkinsop, she isn't very
well."

"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that, ma'am."

Grace knew that at the moment Mrs.  Blenkinsop believed her, and Donald
did nothing that would tend to make the situation other than a natural
one, for he followed his wife out and along the side of the house to
the garage.  But once in its shelter his wrath burst over her, but in a
controlled quiet way that would not carry beyond her ears.

"What are you playing at.  Grace?  Don't be silly.  You can't go
running off to your aunt's because we have a little misunderstanding.
Go for a drive and then come back, but don't go near your Aunt
Aggie's.

I .

' "You forbid me?"

"I'm asking you not to."

"I'm going to Aunt Aggie's and I'm going to talk to her.  I should have
done this a long time ago.  If I had I wouldn't have served my time to
become a nervous wreck."  She opened the door and got into the car, and
from there she looked up at him.

"In a very short time I would have had a breakdown and everybody would



have been sorry ... not for me, oh no, but for you.  That the poor
vicar should have a wife with nerves."

They were staring at each other, and she saw his eyes change colour.

She had noticed this before.  It was as if he drew over them a thick
veil of protection.  She watched him gulp before speaking.

"Of course you're suffering from nerves, and it's because you've been
acting like an hysterical girl for months."  His voice became lower
still.

"There are more things in marriage than silly romance, and one of them
is duty.  You seem to forget that you have a duty to me."

"Ask Miss Shawcross to take it over."

"Grace, how dare you!  You are both uncouth and coarse."

"Yes, yes, I suppose I am.  I come from that kind of stock.  You have
never thought much of them, I know.  You don't really think much of
anyone below the standard of the Tooles and Parleys, do you?  The folks
and the others remember?  The cheque-book buyers versus those with
cash."

She pressed the self-starter, and when her foot came off the
accelerator and the noise in the garage subsided she heard him say,
"It's unbelievable, I can't believe it.  What's changed you like
this?"

"Oh, Donald!"  She was talking through her teeth now.

"For God's sake don't be such a hypocrite."  She leant towards him
until her face was not more than a few inches from his, and actually
hissed at him, "You're trying your damnedest to get confession going in
the church, aren't you?  Then I'd advise you to set an example and go
and be your own first penitent.  That should give you the answer....
What's changed me.... Huh!"

"Grace, wait; I beseech you, wait."

The car moved out of the garage; they were in the open now and there
was Mrs.  Blenkinsop at the kitchen



door.  She smiled a farewell and Grace returned the smile, even lifted
her hand in a wave, and then she was off along the drive, out of the
gate and on the main road.  Away, away, and she was never going to come
back.

Aggie did not go out immediately to park the car but went into her
office and hastily wrote a letter.  Then, after she had installed the
car beside her own in the converted stables at the end of the
cul-de-sac, she hurried down the main road and to the pillar-box and
there posted the letter.  As she returned to the house she thought, "He
should get that first post in the morning.  Today's Wednesday; I should
have word back by Friday and something should be settled at the
week-end.  That's if the light of day hasn't brought him cold feet ..
the young swine...."

The following morning at half past eleven no-one could have been more
surprised than Aggie when, answering a ring at the front door, she was
confronted by .  the young swine himself.

Andrew Maclntyre had his hat in his hand, he was wearing a brown suit
and thick-soled, highly polished boots.

"I got your letter."  His attitude was characteristic and to the point,
as was Aggie's reply, "Have you flown?"

"No I came on me bike, it's me day off."

Aggie glanced behind her.  There was no sign of Grace, and she said
quickly, "Come in.  Go into that room."  She pointed to the left. 
Then, closing the front door, she glanced towards the stairs before
following him.

As Aggie took her seat at her desk she said curtly, "Sit down."  And
when he was seated she looked at him squarely and said, "Well!"  then
added, "This is a nice kettle of fish.  You know what you are, don't



you?"  She jerked her head towards him, and when he made no reply she
added, "Well, what have you got to say?  Nothing, I suppose."

"I've got plenty to say but I'll wait until you're finished."

Well!  She said the word this time to herself as she sat up straight
and scrutinised him.  He certainly was no weak-kneed youth, but still
he wasn't going to get it all his own way, she was going to give it to
him hot and heavy, by gad she was.

"All right then.  I'll have my say.

What do you mean by .  by .  ?  " Now she was stuck for the right
words. She could hardly say 'raping my niece?"  nor could she say
'taking down a married woman?  " Grace, by her own account, had been
more than willing.  But she had to say something, so she finished, 'by
ruining my niece's life?"

"I haven't ruined her life; that was done the day you let her marry
him."

She didn't say, "I didn't want her to marry him, I would have stopped
it if I could," but snapped back at him, "Nobody could have stopped
her, she was in love with him.  She was potty about him."

"What did she know about it?  She had been tucked away in school."

"How old are you?"

"I'm twenty-four."

She was surprised, he didn't look that old.

"Oh, and I suppose you know all about it, and would have done better
than him?"

"Aye, I would that.  And I would now, but it isn't always possible to
do what you want."  For the first time Andrew looked away from Aggie
and his voice took on a softer note as he ended, "I'm sorry about what
happened."

"Oh?"  Aggie raised her brows.

"Are you telling me that you want to back out?"



His eyes came up swiftly to her again.

"No, I don't want to back out as you call it, but there are circum
stances...."  He wetted his lips.

"I've no money; at the end of the week I won't have a job I've given me
notice in and I have to support my parents."

Aggie nodded her small head.

"Oh.  Your prospects are very bright, aren't they?  And what do you
expect us to do about it ... ?"  Her words were cut off by Andrew
getting swiftly to his feet.

"I don't want ... us ... to do anything about it.  The matter lies
between her and me."

"Well, there's one thing: she's got enough money to keep you both."

Her eyes, narrowed now, were tight on him.

"Well, she won't be called upon to use it, not on me."  His words and
tone now caused Aggie's head to droop slightly.  Then it came up with
startling suddenness as she said, "You're not going to take her away
then?"

"I'm not going to take her away."

Aggie was now on her feet, her head tilted to look up into his face.

"Then may I ask what you are going to do?"  she demanded angrily.

"I'm going to stay where I am."

"You mean to stand there and tell me that you're going to stay ... ?"
Aggie stopped.

"Well, she won't go back.  What do you say to that?"

Aggie watched the skin around his mouth pale before he said, "That will
be up to her."  Then, drawing in a sharp breath, he added, "Now can I
see her?"

Aggie continued to look at him for a moment longer.  She couldn't make
him out.  Things had not gone according to her plans.  After the
preliminaries were over and the shouting had died down she had seen him
installed on a farm, a farm of his own Grace's money could run to it



easily.  But here he was telling her he wasn't going to leave
Deckford. She did not say another word as she left him, but when she
got upstairs into Grace's room the words tumbled out of her.

"He's downstairs no, not Donald, Andrew MacIntyre."  She took Grace by
the arm and shook her none too gently.

"I know what you've got in your mind, but let me prepare you for a
disappointment: he won't leave Deckford.  He's left his job, by the way
why, I don't know but he won't leave the place.  Again why, I don't
know, but that's for you to find out."

"How did he know I was here?"  Grace's voice was scarcely audible.

"I wrote last night and told him.  I expected a reply some time
tomorrow, but there he is, as large as life, downstairs in the
office.

Go on now.  But mind, things are not going to go your way, I'm warning
you.  "

Slowly Grace descended the stairs.  She was nervous, a little afraid, a
little bashful, more than a little ashamed to face this man.  Andrew in
the dark had been a boy matching his youth with hers, but in the
daylight she knew he would be Andrew Maclntyre and another being.  But
all these feelings disappeared when she entered the room and, after
closing the door, stood with her back to it looking across the small
space towards him.

He made no move towards her but just stood, his eyes bright and dark,
returning her deeply troubled stare.  It was the hunger in them that
reached out once more to the loneliness in herself and within a second
she was in his arms, her head on his shoulder, her mouth pressed into
his coat, muttering over and over again as she had done the night
before last, "Oh, Andrew; oh, Andrew."

He did not attempt to kiss her, but after a moment he pressed her from
him and put her into a chair beside the desk, and, drawing another one
up close, he asked, "Has your aunt told you anything I've said?"



"She said you were leaving the Tooles."  She did not now ask why she
knew.  And then she ended, with her face screwing up in some
complexity, "But she said you won't leave the village.  Is this true,
Andrew?"

"Yes, I can't leave there."

"But why?"

"My people."

"But, Andrew, listen to me."  She leant forward and gripped his
hands.

"I'm not going back there.  I never want to see it again, or anyone in
it.  You told me the other night that these things can happen.  Well, I
believe you, for now I know it.  I want to go away with you, Andrew,
and I have enough money to set us up in any kind of business, farming
or anything.  And if Donald won't divorce me it won't matter.  If it
came to the point ... Now she stopped and looked away from him towards
the lace-curtained windows and she repeated, " If it came to the point
I could have it annulled.  "

"Oh, Grace, what have I done?"  He was looking at her hands.

"I should never have let that happen the other night.  I know now I
shouldn't.  I knew it at the time, yet I've been livin' these past
months just to hold you."

"You're sorry?"

"No, no, I'm not.  No, be damned, no never that.  You know I'm not
sorry not for myself, that is.  But for you.  You would, I suppose,
have gone on; like my mother you would have gone on."

"I wouldn't, Andrew.  I couldn't have gone on, I was heading for a
breakdown.  I never slept properly for months.  I was ill.  I know I
was ill, and no matter what happens I'll never regret the other night,
Andrew...."  She looked up into his face.

"You mightn't know it, but you not only saved my life, you saved my
sanity.  If I had gone down through the wood the way I came up
something would have snapped in me."



"Oh, Grace."  He gently touched her face.  Then his eyes dropped from
hers and he shook his head slowly from one side to the other.

"What I want to do now is take you up and run with you to where nobody
will ever find us.  But I can't; I can't.  Grace.  I can't leave
her."

"Her?"

"My mother."

"Your mother?"  The surprise and disappointment in her voice brought
him to his feet and he turned his back on her as he said, "For twenty
years she has worked and slaved after my father.  Her life has been
sheer hell.  He is crippled with arthritis, as you know.  Besides that,
his mind is crippled an' all.  He hates people, everybody, even me.

Most of all me, I think.  She won't leave him and I can't leave her. 
If she knew of this she would tell me to go.  It is because I feel for
her as I do that I am capable of loving you as I do.  I can love you
and let you go.  I can love you without even touching your hand again. 
I have done, and would have gone on doing it.  " He swung round to her
now.

"That might be hard to believe but it's true."

"But ... but, Andrew, what's to be done?  I can't go back there.  At
least' she lowered her head as she murmured " I hadn't thought I'd be
called upon to.  "

"Don't come back because of me.  Whatever you do, don't do that.  I can
see you at times ... if you still want me to.  I'll have to find fresh
work, anyway, but that won't be difficult now they are crying out for
farm-workers."

"Andrew."  She reached up her arms to his shoulders and said, "Let me
give you a farm."

With one step he had moved from her reach and the small space between
them seemed to widen.  Then with a motion of his hand as if he was
flinging something away, he said, "No, not that.  Never that.  Don't
you offer me



that.  I am one who must make his own way, and as far as I can see
that'll never be very high, but nevertheless I must make and pay me own
way.  Don't ask me to be another soft-seated parson.  "

"Oh, Andrew!"  The hurt in her voice brought him to her and he pulled
her up into his arms and held her close as he said, "I didn't mean it
like that.  I just wanted you to know I want nothing from you but but
yourself."

He was silent now, holding her hard against him, and as she felt the
trembling of his body it came to her quite quietly, and therefore
clearly, that whatever Andrew Maclntyre said his word would be her law.
Mentally they might be poles apart, for she did not know the trend of
his mind as yet, but physically they were as one, and because of this,
if nothing else, she would be capable of enduring anything to remain
near him.

And so it was.

*> "Do you mean to say you are going back to that house to live with
him all because that pigheaded Scot won't move from the village?"

"I've told you, Aunt Aggie, why he can't."

"Nonsense!  His people could come and live near you, for that matter .
something could be arranged."

"His father is a bitter man, he won't leave the cottage He hates the
sight of people and he rarely sees anyone up there," Aggie made a
complete circle of her drawing-room before she spoke again.

"Well, it beats me.  What if Donald starts changing his tactics and
making demands on you, futile or otherwise?"

"Don't worry, he won't do that that's one thing I'm sure of.  If I
wasn't I don't think I could go back."

"And how long do you expect to live under that strain?  You'll only be



able to see Andrew Maclntyre when you sneak into that quarry.  Don't
be silly, girl, it would break you."

"Yes, yes, I agree with you it might, but nevertheless I must give it a
try.  Even if I don't speak to him, I know he'll be near and at hand if
I want him.  And it'll be a different kind of strain.  I'll not break
under this strain."  She shook her head slowly from side to side.

"Oh, to think your life has come to this.  And they made game of
Charlie Wentworth and thought he wasn't good enough for you because he
was only second clerk in Raynors' office."  Aggie looked at her in
dismay.  "Well, when do you propose to go?"

"I'll go back this afternoon."

"My God!"

There was no-one in the house when Grace arrived.  Mrs.  Blenkinsop had
gone home.  The trolley was set for tea as was usual.  The house was
the same as when she had left it yesterday morning, yet not the same,
and she knew it would never be the same again.

She was standing by the window of the drawing-room when Donald came up
the drive.  He stopped in his tracks when he caught sight of her, yet
he did not enter the house through the french windows but went in
through the front door and came into the drawing-room from the hall.

When she felt him standing behind her she gave a slight shudder, and
when his hands came on her shoulders and turned her towards him she did
not resist.

"Grace."  His voice was low, soft and full of forgiveness.

"Are you feeling better?"

"I'm feeling all right."

"I'm glad to see you again.  I've missed you; the house has been so
empty."



She looked up into his face.  His expression was gentle and beguiling,
but no longer did she see any beauty in it.  Had she ever loved this
man?  Had she ever been mad about him?  Yes, yes.  There was no use in
denying that.  And he could have turned the girlish love into a passion
that would have burned fiercely down through the years.  The thought,
down through the years, brought another shudder to her body.  Would she
have to live in the same house with him until they were old, or one or
other died?  No, no, she couldn't.  Something would have to be done,
something would have to happen.  But in the meantime she would stay.

She felt no sense of guilt at the thought of deceiving him.  He had
deceived her as no man should deceive a woman.  His deception had
amounted to torture, and he was all the more guilty because he set
himself up as an example to other men.  He who wasn't and could never
be a man.

"Come and have some tea."  He went to put his arm through hers, but she
forestalled this by walking ahead of him towards the trolley.  As she
busied herself pouring out the tea, he went and stood with his back
towards the empty grate, his hands linked behind him, and he talked,
talked as if nothing had happened between them to shatter the harmony
of his days.  He talked about the shadow of war that hung over the
country and the preparations the village was making to meet it, and as
she listened she knew that the incident of yesterday morning and Ben
would not be referred to again.  As for what happened in their bedroom
the other night, that was already something he had buried so deep that
it could never be uncovered.

"Mr.  Baker from the Stag has been very good.  He has a small cellar
attached to the main one.  He's offered it for a shelter until we get
things under way, that's if it becomes necessary, and we'll soon know



that.  Brookes says that food will be very scarce.  He suggests we
stock up; or, to be more correct' he gave a little laugh at this point
'it was Mrs.  Brookes who suggested this.  I was talking to the doctor.
He seemed to think he might be called up and seems worried over it,
because of Renee, I suppose.  Yet I should have thought at his age he
would have been eager to go.  He's just turned thirty."

She would have liked to have asked point blank, "Will you go?"  He was
thirty-nine.  Men of that age could go.  Oh, she wished.  She turned
her head sideways away from the thought that sprang into her mind.  She
mustn't desire that that was bad, vile, much more so than betraying him
with another man.

When he came and sat beside her on the couch and took hold of her hand
she drew it quietly away from him and, joining her fingers together,
she pressed them for a moment between her knees before saying, "If I am
to stay here, Donald, I want a room to myself."

She was staring ahead and did not see the reactions of her words on
him, and it was some little time before he answered her, and then
neither the tone of his voice nor his words surprised her, for he said
evenly, "Very well, it will be as you wish."

He was relieved.  She knew he was relieved, and for a moment she felt a
fierce anger rise against him.  He was a cheat, a hypocrite, he was
also a coward.  It might seem incongruous knowing her feelings towards
him at the moment, but she would have felt less bitter against him had
he made some protest against her request.  And then he did, but in a
way that deepened her scorn.

"There is only one favour I would ask of you, it will only be for a
couple of days."  He refrained, she noticed, from saying nights.

"I

heard from my uncle you know, Uncle Stephen; he would like to see me
and proposes staying over the week-end.  He is due in Edinburgh on



Monday next and proposes coming here on the Saturday.  " He rose now
and went to the fireplace and took up his old position but with his
back towards her, and from there he said, " He would think it unusual
.

you understand?  "

Her anger almost burst from her now.  It bubbled inside of her, and it
was as much as she could do to remain still.  Face must not be lost,
his face; the proprieties must be kept up for the bishop.  She wanted
to turn on him and yell "You hypocrite!"  and not only "You
hypocrite!"

but to give it an adjective, an adjective brought from the memory of
the years in the little house at the head of the coal yard and in spite
of her anger its appearance in her mind shocked her slightly.



It was now the middle of October and Grace knew for a certainty that
she was pregnant and she was both elated and slightly distraught.  She
knew that the child was Andrew's, and yet.  The yet would loom quite
large at times, for there would come back to her again and again the
incident that occurred during the bishop's stay.  She thought of it as
an incident, an isolated, repulsive, even dirty incident.  She also
thought: Aunt Aggie was right again.  Donald had made love to her.

Whether his intention had been to convince himself of his potency or to
appease her she did not know; she only knew that she had been sickened
and repulsed and she had been left wondering why she had longed with a
burning longing for almost two years for this to happen.

Added to this was the frightening knowledge of the complete change in
her feelings towards him.  She would not have thought it possible for
any human being to change so completely.  If, two years ago, someone
had confided in her, saying, "My husband is not capable of loving me',
she knew she would have said, " Poor soul', and she would have been
thinking, not of the woman, but of the man.  She would have been sorry
to the heart for the man, for, after all, she would have reasoned that
sex was only part of marriage.  You read that that was so.  Moreover,
hadn't Donald said so.  But now she could curl her lip at that
statement.  Sex was marriage at the beginning, anyway.  For the
marriage to go right, that one thing had to be right.  All things
stemmed from



it harmony, peace, peace of mind and body, and, the most important
thing of all, learning to like your man.  And there was small chance of
liking in the daylight a man whom you didn't like in the dark.  There
were extenuating circumstances, she knew, such as when a man was
crippled, and a woman sublimated herself in a selfless love for him.

But Donald wasn't crippled .  and yet, in a way, he was he had been
born crippled.  Realising this, she asked herself why she wasn't sorry
for him, why she wasn't kind to him in her heart, and the answer came
to her that it was because she knew him to be a cheat.  He must have
known his own makeup before he married her.  He had felt the need of a
mother to pet him, a doll to play with, and a woman to run his house
and assist in his church, preferably one with a nice bit of money, but
he had never wanted a wife.

There was one thing at least that the incident had achieved: it had
given her an alibi.  But at the present moment she didn't care if she
had one or not, things were bound to come out.

She went into the kitchen now to see about dinner, and Mrs.  Blenkinsop
looked at her closely and exclaimed, "By, ma'am, you look pee ky And
then she added with motherly concern, " You're not yourself these days
at all, ma'am.  Why don't you lie up for a while and have a good
rest?

It's the aftermath, all that excitement about the war that never was.

Everybody's feeling it one way or another, the village is as flat as a
pancake.  It's funny, ma'am, but I could bet me bottom dollar that half
of them's disappointed.  "

"Oh, I wouldn't say that, Mrs.  B."

"They are, ma'am.  It would have given them the opportunity to carry on
dizzy-lizzying all over the place, throwing their weight about."



Mrs.  Blenkinsop mentioned no names but Grace knew she was referring
to Kate Shawcross.  Mrs.

B.

didn't like Kate Shawcross.

"About lunch, Mrs.  B."

"Well, ma'am ... yes now, there's the rabbit Mr.  Toole dropped in, or
I can mince that chicken, what ever you like."

"I think we'll have the chicken."

"Just as you say, ma'am.  Speaking of the Tooles' Mrs.  Blenkinsop
moved towards the sink, lifting in a stack of dishes as she spoke 'that
Adelaide is getting her name up, I'm afraid."

"Yes?"  Grace did not turn away from the prattle of her cook, it was
only through Mrs.  Blenkinsop that she knew of the real happenings in
the village.  People did not speak their minds to the parson's wife,
and her nothing but a young girl after all.

"Well, since Andrew Maclntyre started at Tarrant's farm she's gone out
of her way to be on the road nights when he's coming back.  You would
think she would take a hint, wouldn't you?  Mr.  Blenkinsop said it
made his ears red when he heard her."

"Mr.  Blenkinsop heard her?"  Grace was looking at Mrs.  Blenkinsop's
profile, and the older woman went on washing the dishes, nodding down
to the water as she said, "Yes.  He was in the field just above the
road, beyond the cemetery you know, ma'am, at the back there.  He was
going to drop down to the road when he heard them.  She was accusing
him of egging her on and he was denying it.  And then you know what he
said, ma'am?"  She turned her eyes towards Grace.

"He said, " Have I ever as much as kissed you?  " That's what Mr.
Blenkinsop said he said.  I ask you.  Then she snapped back at him, "
No, but you've wanted to.  " Can you imagine it, ma'am?  Her saying a
thing like that to Andrew Maclntyre.  Lowering, isn't it, for, after



all, although they treated him a cut above the rest, he was only a
farm-worker.  Then he said, " It's all your imagination," and stamped
off.  But mind, as I said to Mr.  Blenkinsop, he's a fool.  She's the
only child and it's a fine farm, one of the best around here, and it
could be his just for the lift of his finger.

"Yes," I said to Mr.  Blenkinsop, "that lad must be daft."  "Perhaps he
doesn't love her, Mrs.  B."

Grace was turning away when Mrs.  Blenkinsop laughed aloud.

"Oh, what's love to do with it?  If he doesn't love her afore he'll
love her after, and a good farm and plenty of dibs would help things
along.  Aye, it would that ... Love?  Huh!  And the chance to get into
the county fringe.  Not that the Parleys would take kindly to him, and
some of the others likely wouldn't recognise him at first, but things
are changing fast and time wears people down, and if there should come
a war well, you know what changes wars make, ma'am."

Grace left the kitchen.  Had she stopped Andrew from having a good farm
and plenty of dibs and getting into the county set?  No, she wouldn't
hold herself responsible for that.  He could have plenty of dibs now,
her dibs, if it was dibs he wanted, and as for the county fringe!  She
couldn't see Andrew in that set.  Unlike Mrs.  Blenkinsop, she didn't
look upon the Tooles as being of the county fringe.  But nevertheless
she felt sorry for Adelaide Toole.  She liked Adelaide, the little she
had seen of her.

What would Andrew say when she told him about the baby?  It was a week
since she had seen him, a week since she had been held in his arms.

Why hadn't she told him then?  What would Donald say when she told him
about the baby?  She felt sick on this thought, and her mind felt dizzy
and muddled, yet even so one thought remained clear.  They would both
have to be told.



As she crossed the hall there came a ring at the door bell, and when
she opened it there stood Dr.  Cooper, and on the first sight of him
she knew a sense of relief.  Here was someone she could tell.

"Well, how are you this morning?"

She smiled at him, and as she closed the door she said enigmatically,
"Different."

"Different?"  His thick eyebrows moved upwards.

"Now what do you mean by that?"

"Come in here, into the morning-room I've lit a fire.  It's a bit
chilly this morning, isn't it?"

"Yes, there's a nip coming.  But never mind about fires or nips, tell
me what is this mysterious difference?"

She turned and faced him, her face looked sad, "I'm going to have a
baby."

"You are?"  His voice was level.

"That's good news, very good news.  Are you sure?"

"Positive."

"Oh well, that's done me out of a job.  What does Donald say to this
stupendous news?  Is he overwhelmed?"

"I haven't told him ... not yet."

His eyebrows moved upwards again and he nodded his head.

"And when may we expect the arrival?"

"I'm about five weeks."  She did not say six.  What was a week,
anyway?

But she asked herself: was she already using the alibi?

David Cooper looked at her.  Here was a young girl going to have her
first baby and talking flatly and unemotionally about it, as if it was
her fifth or even her seventh.  The doctor went back on his thoughts as
he said to himself: young girl?  She was no longer a girl, and whatever
had happened to her and he didn't lay the change down to her pregnancy
it had changed her into a woman, and not a very happy one either.
Something was wrong here and he couldn't get to the bottom of it.  It
had been all over the village a few weeks ago that she





had dashed off in a car early one morning and left the vicar.  It was
over the business of Ben and the garden.  If it hadn't been that the
whole place was agog waiting for a war to start that incident would
have raised much more gossip than it did.  And so she was going to have
a baby?  If this had happened in the first year it would doubtless have
smoothed things over, but now he wasn't sure.  He wished she would
talk.

"Can I tell Renee?"

"I'd rather you didn't, not yet."

"Just as you say ... I suppose I'll have to look you over.  What about
tomorrow afternoon?  And stay and have a cup of tea, Renee's always
delighted to see you ... I won't tell her, she'll think it's just a
check up."

"Thanks, I'll come down."

"Well, I must be off."

"Won't you stay and have a coffee?"

"No, no thanks, I'm off to the Parleys.  Papa Parley's got rheumatism
we used to call it gout.  Do you know that Bertrand Parley has joined
up ... the army?  I saw him in his uniform yesterday; it does something
for him.  I won't say he doesn't need it."  He gave Grace a dig with
his thumb, and she laughed.  They laughed together, and as they crossed
the hall her laughter rose much louder than the joke had warranted.

She was still laughing when she returned to the breakfast-room, but
when she stood before the fire with her foot on the fender and her hand
on the mantelpiece her laughter stopped abruptly and with her teeth
clamping down on her lip she began to cry painfully slow tears.

It was Andrew, after all, whom she told first.  Not from within the
security of his arms under the shelter of the rock wall in the quarry,
but on the open road outside an empty cottage at Culbert's Cut.  She
had come once



again to look at this place, wondering whether she would buy it, and
having done so would it then be easier to persuade Ben to accept it?

It was going for three hundred pounds.  That was quite a bit for this
type of property, but what was three hundred pounds compared with Ben's
idle hands?  The cottage stood alone, about a quarter of a mile from
the village, and the land around it was flat and open.

When she stepped from the garden gate on to the road and saw the lorry
coming towards her she did not look at it twice, until its stopping
drew her attention.  And then she saw Andrew.  He got out of the cab
and stood beside the door, and she stood by the bonnet of the lorry. 
There was four or more feet between them, and this space held the
village and any covert stroller like Mr.  Blenkinsop.

"Hello, darling'."  The soft low burr of his voice gave the words a
deepened caress, and her heart was warmed and eased by the
endearment.

"You look whitish; are you all right?"

She did not answer for a long moment as she hesitated in her mind
whether to tell him or not.  She had imagined giving him her news with
her face resting against his, but it might be a week, even two, before
they would get the chance to meet again, and so she said, "I'm going to
have a baby, Andrew."

No muscle of his face moved, but his eyes darkened.  And then he asked
softly, "Are you glad?"

"Yes, yes, Andrew, I'm glad ... are you?"

"Yes, yes.  But it's you, if you're happy about it, that's all that
matters."

"Oh, Andrew."

Their bodies were taut and still and their glances were held fast links
of a chain.



"The only thing I'm worried about is later on."  Her voice was
trembling.

"I won't be able to go up to ... to the quarry."

"Don't worry about that, we'll work something out...."

They were still staring at each other.  The danger was imminent; she
knew that in a moment she would fall against him.  She said quickly, "I
must go."

"Yes ... Grace."  His hand was lifting towards her when swiftly he
changed its direction and swung himself up into the cab.  As the door
banged she stepped away from the bonnet and now she was below him.  He
had his hand on the wheel but did not start the engine; he looked down
into her eyes and said, "I love you, lass.  You're ... you're the most
beautiful thing on earth.... An'... an' I worship you."

The gears were rammed in and he left his deep glance on her as the
lorry moved away.

He said things at odd times like that, things that brought fire to her
heart.  His verbal love-making was jerky yet in a way profound and
beautifying .  If only .  if only .  She turned round and walked down
the road towards the village and Ben's cottage.  If only they could be
together, live together, mellow together.  It was strange but in this
moment she did not think of him as he was now, but her mind was filled
with the desire that they should be old together.

Andrew had his eyes on the road as he drove the lorry but he was not
seeing it.  He avoided the potholes by instinct, for between him and
the road were his thoughts which seemed to be written large on the
windscreen, and nowhere among them was one of elation at the news Grace
had given him.  One thought stood out from the rest: it said, "Leave
the damn place.  Take her far away.  You can't expect her to put up
with it."  There was no answer to this on the windscreen, for deep
within his



bones was the pull of the woman in the windswept stone house on the
fell.  He had felt this pull and her need of him even from the age of
three.  They were so close that it seemed at times as if the cord had
never been cut between them.  She had said to him the other day, "I'm
not asking why you left Toole, you'll tell me in your own time, but I
had to tell your father something so I said you had a row about your
wage he would understand that."  He had looked at her drawn face and
said, "Stop worrying, I'll tell you some time."  But as close as they
were, could he tell her, tell her he was fathering a child to the
parson's wife?  If he did he knew it would bring his release but he
couldn't do it not even for Grace.  Not even for Grace.

Almost two more weeks elapsed before Grace could bring herself to tell
Donald.  She had done a great deal of thinking during this particular
time, and it revolved mainly around whether she should go away or stay
here.  There were two things against her going away.  First, she would
see less of Andrew than she did now; second, and this was the point
that was having more bearing with her as each day of her pregnancy
advanced, if she went away the child would be born illegitimate,
whereas if she stayed it would be sheltered by Donald's name, for she
knew him well enough to be sure that he would do anything rather than
suffer the public indignity of her lapse.  These two things became
bands as strong as steel, hawsers holding her in place.  Yet the more
she now saw of Donald, the stronger became the desire to get away from
him.

During the past few weeks Donald had developed a sullenness.  He might
be relieved that he was sleeping alone, but the fact that he was not
the instigator of this arrangement was apparently having a delayed
action.  He no longer made any pretence of playing the lover; there



was no kissing and petting and dear-little-girling now.  Often there
was not even a good night between them.  He also had an added
irritation to bear .  the garden.  It was the time of year for cutting,
and clearing, and there were great patches of browning Michaelmas
daisies, phlox and other perennials giving striking evidence of
neglect.  Peter Golding, the man who had followed Ben, had left over a
week ago, the job, as he said, being too much for any one man.  And he
had added, he wasn't serving his time to be a Ben Fairfoot.

Grace knew that Donald had been furious over this, and she had heard
him say to Mrs.  Blenkinsop, "Lazy blighter.  I'll do it myself in my
spare time.  A couple of hours a day will keep it well under."  But
apparently he hadn't had any spare time, for the garden had not been
touched.  As Ben had said, Donald knew nowt about gardening.  Moreover,
she knew that he didn't like work not that kind of work, anyway.

And now came the day when they got the spare time gardener, the day
when a new era of her life began.  It happened that she had been
sick.

She was slightly sick in the mornings, but on this day there had been
fish for lunch, cod, and the oil must have upset her stomach, for in
the middle of the afternoon she felt ill, and she had no ease until she
vomited.  She lay down for a while until the desire for a cup of tea
took her downstairs.  It was as she stepped into the hall that Donald
let himself in through the front door, and on the sight of her he came
towards her, asking quietly, "What is the matter?  Are you ill?"

She shook her head and turned in the direction of the kitchen, and when
he followed her and repeated his question she placed her hands flat on
the kitchen table, her weight on them, and, looking downwards, she said
quietly, "I'm pregnant."



He was silent so long that she was forced to turn and look at him, and
when she saw his face some understanding of his inner plight came to
her and pity welled in her for him.  His expression was a mixture of
disbelief and blank amazement, but over all there was a look of
wonder.

"You mean ... ?"  He wet one lip against the other, then, moving his
head slowly from side to side, he brought out, "Oh, Grace!"  Then on a
higher note, "Oh, Grace!"  She could imagine him going up the scale
chanting her name until he burst into song.  It was pitiable.  Then
like a great benevolent figure he flung his arms out wide.  He was
forgiving her for being a silly hysterical girl.  He was forgiving her
for being a demanding wife.  He was forgiving her for her unpredictable
conduct on the particular night some weeks ago when she had struggled
like a wildcat, and necessity demanded he put his hand over her mouth
in case his uncle should hear her protests.  Definitely he was
forgiving her this last, for look what he imagined it had achieved.

"No, no, don't touch me, leave me alone."  She sprang back from the
enfolding arms and he stopped nonplussed for a moment.  Then, smiling
gently, he said, "All right, all right."  And after a great intake of
breath he asked, "But tell me, are you happy about this?"

She could look at him and say quite truthfully, "Yes, yes, I am very
happy."

"You'll feel differently now.  Grace.  Things will be different."  He
was standing close to her, looking down on her bent head.

"I told you, didn't I, that things shouldn't be rushed.  There comes a
time--' " Stop it!  Stop that talk.  " She moved away but turned her
eyes full on him.

"I've listened to too much of that kind of talk.  I want to hear no
more of it."

His face had taken on a pinkish tinge, and he remained quiet for a
moment but still looking at her.  Then he said,



"Very well.  All right, don't let us argue."  His manner was placating
and his voice was like warm oil; he was soothing the mother-to-be.

"Go and sit down and I'll bring you a cup of tea."

Slowly, almost mechanically, she walked into the drawing-room, saying
to herself over and over again, "I can't bear it, I can't.  I won't be
able to stand it, I won't.  I must tell him, and now, today, this
minute, now."

When he brought in the tray of tea his step was almost tripping, and if
there had been a laugh anywhere in her she would have laughed, he
looked so comic.  She was momentarily relieved when he did not sit on
the couch beside her but walked with his cup slowly to the window and
stood there looking out into the garden.  It would be easier to tell
him over the distance.  On this thought there returned to her the spasm
of pity, for she could almost see him thinking.  She could almost feel
his pride, his sense of achievement.  He imagined he had accomplished
what he never expected to accomplish: he had proved himself to be a
man.  His back was straight and his shoulders spread wide with the
glory of it. And then he turned to her and, as was his wont when deeply
concerned with one thing, he talked about another, and so she did not
tell him that he was suffering from self-delusion, for his words set
the pattern of her future.

"I've engaged someone for part-time in the garden.  It's that Andrew
Maclntyre.  He's only on four days over at Tarrant's so he'll do at
least two days for me, and likely get through as much in that time as
the others did in a week.  I won't say I would have taken him if there
had been choice of ... Why, Grace ... I' As the cup fell out other hand
to the floor with a clatter and she fell over sideways she heard his
voice echoing as if through a gigantic empty hall, " Why Grace!  Why
Grace!

WHY GRACE!

"



In June 1939 Grace gave birth to a son; he had blue eyes and features
that could be traced to neither Andrew nor Donald nor herself.  If at
this early stage there was a resemblance to anyone it was to her own
father.  The birth left Grace quieter inside and changed her still
more. It intensified her feelings for Andrew, it created a passionate
love for the child, and strangely enough created in her a tolerance
towards Donald.  She called him Stephen.

She had the baby at home for reasons best known to herself, and she did
not stay long in bed after the birth but was up and actually had taken
a walk in the garden by the ninth day.  It was a Thursday and the nurse
had put the baby in the pram under the porch, and Andrew Maclntyre, who
was mowing the front lawn, came and looked at the child.  He looked at
it for a long time, and then he smiled at its mother.  On 3 September
war was declared, and Grace hardly noticed it except that it brought to
her a fear for the safety of her child.  But for that and the fact that
Andrew had now to take a full-time job at Tarrant's which after all was
a blessing in disguise for it deferred his call- up she might have
ignored it altogether.  Her life was wrapped around the child to the
exclusion of apparently everything else.  That the vicar's wife took no
active part in the village's stand against this war passed unnoticed.
The vicar's wife wasn't strong and having a baby had taken it out of
her more than somewhat.

As far as the duties of a parson's wife pertaining to the



parish were concerned Kate Shawcross filled that bill.  And this, too,
passed without comment.  Kate Shawcross was a wonderful organiser.

Everybody knew that and in this time of crisis was glad of if.  Kate
went to the extent of seeing to the arrangements in the cellar below
Willow Lea.  Andrew Maclntyre had constructed some wooden bunks in the
cellar, also a cupboard for holding stores.  Miss Shawcross saw to a
carpet being laid, bedding being brought down, first-aid equipment put
ready to hand, candles and matches in case of emergency .  two boxes of
matches, for the vicar was naughty, he was always walking off with
matches .  she even soaked dozens and dozens of news papers into a
horrible pulp with which to seal the cracks in the boards that had been
nailed over the ground level window of the cellar.  "In case of gas,
you know."

When the first air-raid warning sounded over the village Grace did not
have to be told to remember her drill.  She did not know whether it was
a practice or a real warning, but she grabbed up the child and flew
with him down into the cellar.  She did this almost nightly for the
first fortnight of the war and nothing happened.  From this time
onwards she had ceased to fly, but on the sound of the air-raid warning
she would gather up her belongings and the child in an unhurried
fashion and make her way downstairs.

Donald was the centre hub of the village administration, and during
these first few days of fevered tension he acted more like a general
than a parson.  Each evening found him at the ARP post in the
school-room, where he was second in command to Colonel Parley.  If the
colonel was on duty from six to ten, Donald took over from ten to four.
From time to time the air-raid warnings sounded and excitement ran
high.



But in the weeks that followed, things, not only in the village but
apparently in the whole country, settled down like a monotonous
routine, and for everyone, with the exception of Kate Shawcross, life
in the schoolroom became slightly boring.

It was the first Christmas of the war and Aunt Aggie was coming to
stay.  Aggie rarely came to the house, and Grace was more than a little
surprised that she had accepted the invitation to stay over
Christmas.

Besides the reason that she wanted to see Aggie and talk to her there
was another reason that made her visit doubly welcome.  She knew her
Aunt Aggie would look after the child and enable her to see Andrew for
a while.  There was no-one in the village she could call upon to stay
in the house while she went out where could she say she was going in a
blacked-out village?  It was weeks now no, months since she and Andrew
had even touched hands.  They had glimpses of each other, they spoke at
times, but the world of the village was looking on.  If it hadn't been
for the child, life would have been unbearable.

That night when she had first heard that Andrew was coming as part-time
gardener and had fainted, Dr.  Cooper had kept her in bed for two days,
and during that time she had been tormented by a number of different
feelings, not least among them that the situation would take on
something of indecency if Andrew came here to work.  And the question
kept coming to her: why had he done it?  Why had he placed them both in
such a position?  She didn't get the answer to this until she had stood
in the greenhouse looking at him.  It was quite in order for the
vicar's wife to go down and speak to the gardener, quite in order, and
no-one could hear what she said to him in the greenhouse.

Besides which, the all-round view would have shown anyone's approach.

The only thing she had to be careful of was her expression, she had to
veil her desire.



She had learned to do this when speaking to Andrew, but on that day
she had looked at him with her heart in her eyes as she asked, "Why
have you done this, Andrew it will be unbearable?"

"Not more than not being able to see you for days on end ... perhaps
weeks on end later on."

"But, Andrew, we'll give ourselves away."

"I won't."  He kept looking down on the box of soil, his hands moving
slowly over it.

"I told you that I could love you without seeing you or touching you,
and that's true, but when he asked me to take this on it seemed like a
gift.  It was too good to pass over."

"But I'm afraid ... " Don't be afraid.  " He lifted the box up and as
he placed it on top of a number of similar ones he said, " I'll stay on
as long as you do.

When you're ready to leave just tell me.  "

Andrew knew her feelings with regard to the child bearing a name.  He,
like her, knew that Donald would never divorce her.  He would have
given a great deal to see her away from this house; not that he was
jealous of Donald, there was nothing to be jealous of to him Donald was
like a huge drum with a pea rattling inside, he despised him.  It was
Grace herself he was thinking of, and in this particular his conscience
would trouble him, for was he not the real reason why she stayed put.

They worked out a simple means of signalling when they were to meet in
the quarry.  If the loop wire was removed from the staves that leant
against the oak near the gate, then he would be waiting for her.  Very
often in the early days of her pregnancy the loop would be off but she
couldn't get away.  Donald would be in or someone would have called, so
therefore the vicar's wife would not take her stroll out through the
bottom gate and quietly along the field and up through the wood.  One



moonlight night as she entered the wood on her way to the quarry she
bumped into someone in the shadow of a tree, and she only stopped
herself from collapsing in fright on the sound of the well-known voice.
It was Ben Fairfoot; he had held her arm as he repeated, "Why, ma'am,
I'm sorry, I'm sorry.  I wouldn't have scared you for the world.  I'm
sorry, ma'am, I'm sorry."

She was so shaken by the encounter that she could not go on.

"I was just taking a stroll, Ben."

Poor Ben.  On no account had she been able to persuade him to take the
cottage at Culbert's Cut.  There could only ever be one garden for him,
and he had been walking round it .  on the outside.  He had not asked
her where she was going, anyone else might have done so.

Then there was the night that she had slipped out feeling safe because
Donald was taking a meeting in the village hall, only on her return to
find David Cooper in the house.

"You've given me a scare," he said.

"Where have you been, out in the dark?"  And then he had looked at her
shoes, at the mud around the rims.  He had been puzzled, for it hadn't
rained for days.

When you played a game like this you had to be careful;

there were so many things you had to be careful about.  Parson's wife
or no parson's wife, people had the way of putting two and two
together. Yet there still remained the fact that the name 'parson's
wife' was like a banner held up to advertise morality.  She wouldn't
have believed it had she not experienced it.  She could stop and talk
to different men in the village and no wrong thought of it, but had any
other woman been seen indulging in this way, then the heads would have
got together and the tongues would have wagged.  But as the parson's
wife she was merely helping her husband to bring men to God.



It was laughable really, but she never allowed herself to laugh over
it.

Now that Andrew, with every minute of his time taken up at Tarrant's,
no longer came to do the garden and odd jobs, the quarry was their only
means of contact, and their meetings were arranged by a few casual and
enigmatic words while running into each other in the village or
thereabouts.  One such meeting had been arranged for the night after
Boxing Night and Grace prayed it wouldn't snow, for apart from it being
almost impossible to do that climb in the snow there would be the
matter of footprints.

But on the night after Boxing Night Donald unexpectedly stayed at home.
He had a slight cold and he made this the excuse for evading the duty
attending the men's meeting in the schoolhouse, and as it wasn't his
night to be on duty in the ARP section his con science apparently
wasn't troubled.  Grace, in a turmoil of disappointment and agitation,
knew that the cold was but an excuse to remain in the house and give
him further opportunity of showing off his parenthood to Aunt Aggie.

All through Aggie's visit he had carried, played with, and talked
incessantly to the child.  He had even insisted on bathing him, which
ceremony Aggie did not give herself the pleasure of watching.  It was
as if he was yelling at her, "Well, isn't this proof?  No matter what
she told you, you can't get over this."  He played the father in such
an outsize way that Aggie's teeth became continually on edge.  His
voice at this moment was floating down the staircase, and when Grace,
on her way to the kitchen to get the baby's bottle, passed her in the
hall, Aggie's eyes turned upwards in their sockets as she exclaimed, "I
don't know how you stand it.  Does this go on all the time?"



Grace smiled.

"Not so much, not at such a high pitch.  It's for your benefit."

"Yes, I thought so."

There came a ring at the kitchen-door bell and Grace turned from the
stove, the child's bottle in her hand, to answer it, and when she saw
Andrew's tall figure framed in the dark, her hand with the bottle went
involuntarily to her mouth.  She glanced quickly round before saying,
"Come in."

"I have a message for ... for him."

She closed her eyes for a moment, then said, "Oh.  Oh, I see."  She
walked to the other side of the table, it was safer at this distance.

He was still looking at her as he said, "Mrs.  Rolland, the shepherd's
wife, she's dying.  I was passing along the road and he was waiting for
me.  He asked me if I would take a message to the parson and the
doctor.  His wife had taken a turn for the worse."

"Poor thing.  She's been ill for some time, hasn't she?  And away up
there all alone.  Yes, yes, I'll tell him."  She talked of the sick
woman but she wasn't thinking of her, and as she was going from the
table she looked round at him and murmured under her breath, "Wait."

Andrew waited.  He stood stiff and straight with his cap in his hands,
and when in a few minutes Donald swung into the kitchen he answered the
vicar's, "Oh, hello, Andrew' with a plain " Good evening'.  He never
addressed him as 'sir'.

"You have brought a message from Mr.  Rolland.  Do you think she is
dying?"

"He seems to think so."

"Dear, dear.  Well, I must go ... yes, I must go right away."  He
turned round as if looking for his things, and as Grace entered the
kitchen Andrew said, "I took the same message to Dr.  Cooper.  I told
him I was coming on here.  He said he would wait for you."



"Good.  Good.  I don't fancy a bicycle ride over the fells tonight.
Good .  good.  Get on the phone.  Grace, and tell him I'll be there in
a few minutes.  And by the way' he turned to Andrew 'you can't have had
any tea."

"No, but that's all right."

"Oh, you must have a cup of tea or something after coming all this
distance out of your way.  Now it's no problem, just wait a minute."

On this Donald disappeared beyond the green baize door, and Andrew did
as he had been bidden for the second time he waited.

In a few minutes Donald reappeared, he was tucking a scarf into his
overcoat.

"She won't be a minute, just giving the nipper his bottle or handing
the job over to her aunt."  He jerked his head and laughed.  He was
treating the gardener to his line of jocular equality which he found
had a two-fold use: it put ordinary folk at their ease, but at the same
time kept the picture of the upper stratum from which he addressed them
in the forefront of their minds.  This he accomplished with his voice:
his words were ordinary, yet the tone in which he delivered them was
anything but.

Andrew said nothing, not even when Donald gave him a hearty "Goodbye,
then' before going into the hall again.  He merely inclined his head.

But when he heard Donald's voice calling upstairs from the hall he shut
his eyes for a moment and repeated to himself, "Goodbye, my dear."

There came the sound of the front door banging, and a few minutes later
the kitchen door opened.  But it was Aggie who entered.

"Well.  Hello there," she said.

"Hello."

Oddly enough Aggie had not seen Andrew since the morning in her office
fifteen months ago, and she was surprised at the difference in him.



Although he seemed as thin as ever he looked bigger, taller and
definitely much older.

From the change in him it could have been five or six years since that
morning.

"Go on up and see the child."

"But ... he hesitated, his eyes widening.

"She wants you to ... she's waiting.  Do you know your way?"

"No."

"Up the stairs, second door on the right."

As he went to pass her he stopped and smiled at her, and as she saw
what the smile did in almost transfiguring his face she could
understand in some part how this dour Scot had come to captivate her
niece.

Grace had told her only this morning that he had never yet held the
baby in his arms, and Aggie had already made up her mind to rectify
this unnatural position by arranging for him to come to her house when
Grace and the child would be there.  But now there would be no need for
her to be a partner in this form of deception.  Yet for all that she
said, "If you should be in Newcastle any time you can look me up if you
like, I'm in most nights after five.  The phone number is Temple 3567
it's easy to remember, 3567."

He looked at her, his face grave now as he savoured all that her
brusque, off-hand invitation implied.

"Thank you."

He did not move away and she pushed him now with her voice, saying, "Go
on then, get yourself up, and make it snappy."

Andrew had never been beyond the kitchen nor yet had he seen much of
the interior of the house from the outside .  he had always kept his
eyes trained away from the windows when working in the garden .  and so
now the luxurious comfort of the hall, and drawing-room glimpsed
through the open door, attacked his natural



pride and temporarily brought his native arrogance low.  She was used
to all this yet she had picked him, and she had loved him .  did love
him.  After a moment's pausing, he bounded up the stairs.  What were
chairs and carpets, anyway?  They hadn't brought her happiness, only he
had been able to do that.  Only he could go on doing that.

The second door on the right was open and Grace was standing in the
middle of the room with the child in her arms.  Slowly he walked
forward, and when he stood in front other she held out the baby to him.
He looked down on it lying in its snowy-white drapery and hesitating,
he motioned to his working overcoat.

Take him.  "

He took him.  This was his son .  his son.  As he held him and looked
for some sign of himself in the laughing eyes and the gurgling,
dribbling mouth, his thighs began to tremble, then his knees and
finally his arms, and Grace, watching him, laughed gently before saying
softly, "He's beautiful, isn't he?"

"He's like his mother.... Take him.... I - I'm Grace laughed again,
and, taking the child from his | arms, placed him in his cot.

They stood side by side now looking down on the baby, until Grace,
placing a woolly duck in his hands and touching his cheek, gently
whispered, "Good night, darling, good night."

Andrew said nothing, the sight of the child in the cot dragged at his
eyes, and when Grace, having lowered the light, said, "Andrew," he
seemed to have difficulty in turning round to her.

They were facing each other in the dim light of the room.  The door was
closed.  It was an opportunity to fall into each other's arms, but
neither of them made a move in this direction.  Although the desire to



throw herself on him was almost overpowering, Grace could not bring
herself to love Andrew within the walls of this house, anA strangely
she sensed the same reluctance in him.  She smiled tenderly at him, her
heart in her eyes, and as she had touched the child's cheek so now her
hand went out and touched his.  In a moment it was caught and pressed
across his mouth.  She gave a sharp gasp of breath as if the kiss had
been on her lips and had checked her breathing.  Unable to rely on the
strength of her good intentions for a moment longer, she turned about,
pulling her hand from him, and made for the door.  Slowly he followed
her.

Aunt Aggie was not to be seen when they got downstairs and, in the
kitchen once more.  Grace said, "I'll make you some tea."

"No, no, don't bother; my mother will be waiting with it ready."

"How is she?"

"Oh, she's all right she's altering my kilt."  He gave a wry smile now
and drew his hand down the side of his face.

"Did you know I'm playing the pipes on New Year's Eve?"

"No.  Oh, Andrew, where?"

"Here, at the do in the school."

"No ... I When was all this arranged?"

"Oh, the do's been talked about for weeks, but I only said I'd play the
other day.  I ... I thought perhaps it being for the Civil Defence and
New Year's Eve ... you ... you might be there."

"I would love to go; oh, Andrew, I would ... and see you in your kilt."
She laughed.

"Will you play-in the New Year?"

"That seems to be the idea."

"I must come.  Aunt Aggie will stay a little longer if I ask her.  And,
Andrew--' She paused and her voice sank



to the merest whisper.

"I'll do my best to get up tomorrow night, I can't tonight."

His hand came out and gripped hers.

"I'll be there."  His eyes dropped from her gaze for a moment and he
turned her hand over in his and looked at it, and then, pressing it
close between his two palms, he said, "Just in case you don't manage it
and I don't get a chance to speak to you on New Year's Eve I'd better
tell you ... I've got to register."

"Andrew!"  She sounded aghast.

"But I thought, being a full-time farm-worker, you were deferred."

"Yes, so did I. But there it is.  They're putting women on so I suppose
that's the answer."

"Oh, Andrew ... Andrew."  She could think of nothing else to say, for
she was enveloped in anxiety.  Anxiety for his safety, anxiety at the
prospect of her loneliness when he would no longer be up on the fells,
a mile away, but nevertheless near.

"Does your mother know?"

"No, I haven't told her yet."

"Do you want to go?"

"Want to go ... to the war?"  He screwed up his face.

"No, I certainly don't.  Want to stick bayonets into fellas and blow
their brains out?

Want to go to the war?  " His voice was vehement now and he shook his
head.

"The pipes rouse no clan spirit in me.  I'm no fighting Scot, although
I'm proud of coming from across the border.  But war...."

Again he shook his head.

"Oh, Andrew."

She realised from his outburst that he had strong opinions about this
war.  So far they had never been able to discuss anything other than
themselves because their moments together were short and precious but
she could see now that he must have done some thinking about the war



because he, like all the other young men, would be called upon to
fight it, not like Donald and Colonel Parley playing at soldiers in the
village.  Oh she shook her head at herself she supposed she wasn't fair
to them, because if there was such a thing as an invasion they would
certainly fight.  But invasion was a long, long-off chance, and in the
meantime she knew that they and most of the older men enjoyed this game
of war.  It was like an outsize toy with which they could safely play
without being held up to ridicule.

"I must talk to you somehow."  His voice was earnest.

"When will it be?

I mean when do you register?  "

"The third of January, but I may not be called up for weeks."

Again she said, "Oh, Andrew," and the next moment she was in his arms
and they were kissing a short, hard, intense, hungry kiss.  It seemed
to be over before it had actually begun and he had gone through the
door pulling it after him quickly in case the light should show, and
she leant against the back of it, her arm crooked and her face hiddenin
it. What if he were killed and she were left alone?  Without Andrew she
would be alone.  Even the child, somehow, wouldn't count without
Andrew.

Aggie stayed and Grace went to the New Year's Eve party.  The
partitions between the three schoolrooms had been pushed back and every
seat that lined the walls was occupied, even while the centre of the
floor was taken up by those indulging in the Lancers, the barn dance or
north-country reels.  At one point in the evening when the laughter and
dancing were at their height.  Grace's conscience pricked her with the
thought that Aggie would have enjoyed all this and it had really been a
bit thick asking her to stay and look after the child, especially on
New Year's Eve, but Aggie had assured her that all she wanted this
particular night was



bed and a book and perhaps a glass of hot whisky and sugar.

Although Grace could see Donald laughing and chaffing with one and
another she had the feeling that he wasn't enjoying himself; the affair
was a little too rowdy for him.  What was more, no church function,
dance or social, had gathered anything like this number into the
schoolrooms.  It was the excitement of war, uniforms, and the
uncertainty of seeing another Christmas perhaps that had brought the
village out.  She had not yet seen Andrew.

At five minutes to twelve the whole company joined hands and the
building swelled to the thunder of "Auld Lang Sync'.  Then on the
stroke of twelve Mr.  Blenkinsop raised his fiddle high in one hand and
his bow in the other and cried " Quiet!  Quiet, I say .  I Listen!

Here he comes!  " And there, as if from far away across the fells, came
the sound of the pipes.  Andrew was coming down the main street.

Grace's heart began to leap with a strange excitement.  Nearer and
nearer came the drone.  The faces about her were gleaming expectantly,
waiting for the moment to burst into cheering when the piper came round
the black-out curtain.  They were all looking towards the doorway at
the end of the hall.  Her heart was pounding.  It was a moment filled
with sentimentalism, patriotism, custom and tradition, even if of
another country; but for tier was added the knowledge that the piper
was hers, and that he was playing for her alone, bringing in the New
Year for her alone.  There came a great burst of cheering as a hand
jerked the curtain aside and Andrew Maclntyre, his kilt swaying, the
pipes held high, marched into the room.

Her heart swelled with possessive pride; he looked so gallant, taller
than ever in the kilt, handsome, fierce, even war-like.  But he wasn't
war-like, he didn't want to go to the war, he hated war.



The piper did a round of the room, then came to a stop in the centre
of the floor and dead opposite to her.  But this was not noticeable,
for she was one of dozens standing in front of him.

As he finished on a long wail he was blotted from her sight.  Everybody
was milling together, "Happy New Year!  Happy New Year!  Many of them,
damnation to Hitler!  Oh, we'll Hang out the Washing on the Siegfried
Line."

It was some ten minutes before she saw Andrew again.  He had made his
way casually towards her.  She saw that he was laughing and his eyes
were bright, and she wondered if he had had a drink or two.  Funny, but
she didn't know whether he took anything.

"Have you really got a clan, Andrew?"  This was from young Barker, the
publican's son.

"A clan!  I should say so."  Andrew threw out his chest.

"The Clan Maclntyre."

Those around laughed.  Andrew Maclntyre was a fine player and he was in
fine form tonight.  Nobody could remember seeing him like this
before.

"Have you a war-cry?"  the boy now asked.

"We have that ... Cruachan!  Cruachan!"

"What does it mean?"

"Aw, it's taken from the name of a mountain."

"An' do you ever shout it?"

"Oh, aye, whenever I see a Campbell."

"A Campbell.  Why for?"

"Och!  Because they pinched our land from us, the thieving rogues."

Andrew was now talking the thick Scots accent and everyone about was
laughing.

"We made the mistake of giving them money instead of a snowball and a
white calf."

"Away!  He's pulling your leg, boy."  They pushed at young Barker.



"I'm not, I'm not.  It's the truth I'm telling you.  Once a year the
Maclntyres paid for their land with a white calf and a snowball and
it's not so very long ago either.  But once they started paying in
money the rent went up."

"Oh, he can tell a tale.  By, he can!  And what a player, eh?  Never
would have believed it."

Pride rose in Grace.  He was not just a farm-worker, he was Andrew
Maclntyre with a clan.  He had behind him something that the ordinary
man didn't have tradition, clannish tradition.  But what was a clan?

All Scots had clans, in fact they were one big clan.  She laughed at
herself now.  With or without the prestige of a clan she loved Andrew
Maclntyre.  At half past twelve, as the vicar's wife was handing out
refreshments, Andrew Maclntyre approached her and asked her for the
pleasure of the Lancers.  There was nothing wrong in this parson or
peasant, publican and lawyer were equal on this New Year's morning.  So
Grace danced with Andrew for the first time.  They were both light on
their feet, their steps fitted, and as they got into the dance they
became dangerously near forgetting where they were, for after changing
partners and coming together again their glances would become entwined.
Their faces full of youth and love, they could see no-one else.  Yet
no-one seemed to notice them this was New Year's Day perhaps with one
exception, Dr.  Cooper.  He had slipped in for a few minutes to see the
fun and his attention had been caught by Grace Rouse and young Andrew
Maclntyre, arrayed in his kilt, dancing together.  They were both young
and somehow they matched.

The danger must have made itself apparent to Andrew, for, the dance
ended, he left the hall, after saying to a number of people including



Grace, "I'll have to be making my way over the fells; my mother'll be
waiting up for her first foot."

Almost at the same time as Andrew went out Bertrand Parley came in.  He
was accompanied by two other officers, and if there had been a doubt in
Grace's mind as to whether Andrew had had a drink, there was no such
doubt on looking at Bertrand Parley, for he was very merry.

That the entry of the three officers put a slight dampener on the
company and took away some of the spontaneous informality, bringing in
its place a stiffness to the men and a false decorum to the women, was
not all Grace's imagination.  But this could not last, this was New
Year's Day, and soon two of the three officers were dancing.

When Bertrand Parley asked Grace to dance she wanted very much to
refuse.  Andrew had gone, the night was over for her, she wanted to get
back home, but Donald wasn't in sight and she could hardly make a move
without him.  Several pairs of eyes were on them wondering how the
vicar's wife would deal with young Parley and him bottled, and she saw
that the least embarrassing thing would be to accept his invitation.

Should she refuse, he would likely start on a bout of maudlin
persuasion.

The dance was a waltz and they had been circling erratically for only a
short time before he gave an exaggerated sigh, and, bringing his face
down to hers, he whispered, "Know something'?  I promised myself this
the first time I saw you.

"She'll be a spiffin' dancer," I said.

"I'll dance with her one day," that's what I said.  Know something'?  I
think you're the best looker in Northumberland .  honest.  "

He stopped in his dancing, pulling Grace to a halt.  She had made no
comment, and so he said, "You don't believe



me?  " His bulbous eyes looked as if they were going to drop out of
their sockets.

"Do you want to go on with the dance?"

The floor was so packed that the incident passed unnoticed.

"Look ... His arm drew her more tightly to him.

"I know girls ... I know women ... all types, all classes.  Oh yes,
little Bertrand's been around."

He was coming to a stop when she said, "We'd better sit down."

"No, no."  He waltzed her more swiftly now.

"I'm not drunk, don't think I'm drunk.  I've had a few.  It's New
Year's Eve ... no ... New Year's Day.  We're at war, d'you know that?
And little Bertrand here might go and be killed.  Any moment little
Bertrand might go and be killed and then you'll be sorry you weren't
nice to him."

"Will you stop being silly, or do I have to sit down?"

For answer he waltzed her even more quickly.  But when he stumbled and
nearly brought them both to the floor she forced him to stop and said
coldly, "I think we'd better sit down."

"All right, all right, anything you say.  You order, I obey.  And
how!

Let's sit on the balcony, eh?  In the moonlight on the balcony.  That's
what the villain does.  When the villain's going after the parson's
wife he takes her on the moonlight in the balcony.  "

At this verbal mix-up Grace laughed.  She had to be annoyed or she had
to laugh .  she decided to laugh.

"What you want is a pot of strong coffee."

"Anything you say.  Lead on.  Coffee it is.  Coffee it must be. There's
nothing stronger in this joint, I suppose.  Old Barker's sold out.  We
called in there; he was as dry as a haddock.  Not even any droppings.

That's what war does.  Expects you to be a brave little boy and no fire



water.  Daft.  " He talked as he rocked gently behind Grace along the
passage towards the school kitchen.

There was only Mrs.  Twait and Kate Shawcross in the kitchen, and
Grace, looking at Mrs.  Twait, asked, "Is there any coffee left, Mrs.
Twait?"

"Yes, plenty."  Mrs.  Twait lifted up the jug from the stove.

"Happy New Year, Miss Shawcross," Bertrand Parley was bowing low to the
post mistress and with a look that held no touch of Christian spirit or
yet the spirit of a new-born year, Kate passed him without a word and
left the kitchen.

"There, she thinks I'm drunk.  I'm - I'm not drunk, am I?"  He now
appealed to Mrs.  Twait.  And Mrs.  Twait's small compact body began to
wobble with her laughter and she said, "Well, I wouldn't say you were
drunk, Mr.  Parley, but at the same time I wouldn't say you were a kick
in the backside of it."  On this and a high laugh she also left the
kitchen.

"Here, drink this."  Grace handed him a cup of black coffee.  She had
never liked Bertrand Parley, but at this moment, strangely, she saw
nothing to dislike in him.  He was silly, empty-headed, he was drunk
and, who knew, as he said, he might be dead this time next year.

"Thanks.  Thank you, my fair lady, my fair goddess of the pukka
parsonage."  He took a drink of the coffee and then made a horrible
grimace.

"Ooh ...!  Oooh, my God!  What stuff!  Nevertheless thanks .. Grace..
Nice name.  Grace.  I made up a poem about you once.  Ah that surprises
you, doesn't it, that I can write poetry?  Oh, I'm a deep one.  You
must get to know me.  What about it.  Grace what about getting to know
me?"

"Don't be silly."

"I'm not being silly, honest to God.  Serious, thought about it a
lot.

What you say, eh?  What about it?  I'll write



another poem about you .  about Grace .  Darling.  Ha ha!  That's
funny. Grace Darling!  "

She had turned from him to put the jug on the stove when his arm came
round her shoulders.

"Grace Darling."

Now she ceased to be amused and was on the point of shrugging herself
away when a voice spoke from the doorway.  It said "Grace," and they
both turned to see Donald standing there.

"Are you ready for home?"

"Yes.  Oh yes."  She moved hastily forward.

"I... I was just telling your..  your wife ... " Bertrand Parley walked
unsteadily towards Donald.  Then, shaking his head, he said, "What was
I telling her?  Oh yes."  He now thrust his finger towards Donald's
chest saying, "You've got a very beautiful woman, Mr.  Vicar, do you
know that?  You're a lucky bloke, do you know that, eh?  And there's
something else I'd like to tell you.  You know I've always wanted to
tell you this.  That girl, that beau ... beautiful girl should have
stuck to the pian ... piano;

an' another thing .  "I'm afraid I haven't got time to listen." 
Donald's voice was deadly cold.  He stared with almost open hatred at
the blinking eyelids and blurred pupils of young Parley before turning
from him and walking hastily down the passage after Grace.  Ten minutes
later they were going up the hill towards home and for the third time
since leaving the hall Donald said, "You must really think me a fool, I
heard what he said.  He called you Grace, darling, and a man doesn't do
that on the spur of the moment, drunk or not.  You can't tell me
that."

Grace had already given him the true version of this episode .  she had
stated her defence .  and now she remained quiet until they reached the



drive to the house when Donald, still talking, said, "You forget your
position.  You're the vicar's wife; you frequently forget that, and ..
" And Grace Darling was the lighthouse-keeper's daughter," Grace cried
flippantly.

"I tell you, Donald, he was quoting Grace Darling, he wasn't calling me
Grace ... darling."

They were in the drawing-room now.  The fire was blazing merrily,
Stephen's first Christmas tree was sparkling in the far corner of the
room, the holly was lying in strips at the foot of the coloured plates
that lined the rack high up round the walls.  The setting looked like a
picture you would see on a Christmas card, charming, warm and inviting,
yet at this moment she hated it and the whole house .  and its master.
Its master most of all, for there he stood, determined to go on with
his cross-examination until she admitted the truth.  What truth?  She
had told him the truth.  She turned her back on him and closed her eyes
as he said, "Well, supposing I wasn't hearing aright, were my eyes
deceiving me when I saw him with his arm about you?"

She had had enough; she couldn't stand the sound of his voice a moment
longer, she would have to combat it with something.  Swinging round,
she said, "No, they didn't deceive you, no more than my eyes did when I
saw you holding hands with Kate Shawcross in the vestry."  If she had
levelled a tommy-gun at his chest he couldn't have shown more surprise,
and she cried at him, "Yes, yes, now I'm the accuser and you are on the
defensive.  Dear, dear Kate," she mimicked his attitude and his voice
'what would I have done without you?  Dear .  dear Kate.  "

"Be quiet!  Be quiet!"  His face was as red as a turkey cock's.

"It wasn't like that at all, you misunderstood."

"Oh yes, I - I misunderstood."  Her head went back on a harsh laugh.

"All right then, I misunderstood, but



nevertheless you were standing in the vestry, her hands tightly locked
in yours, and she was gazing up at you in adoration.  "

"Be quiet, will you!  I know the time you are referring to.  It was
nothing like that at all.  I was merely thanking her for all the work
she had done."

"Yes, yes, I understand, and consoling her because she was disappointed
there wasn't going to be a war and she wouldn't be called upon to run
the village besides running the church."

"Grace, if you dare say another word!"  He was standing near her,
towering over her.

"Yes, what will you do?"  She waited while they glared at each other.

And then she added, "Because a drunken man talks a lot of damn nonsense
you accuse me of encouraging him.  You say I did it in front of over a
hundred people because I danced with him.  Yet I see you with my own
eyes making love to Kate Shawcross " Don't say that!  Don't say that! 
" His voice thundered at her in denial.

"I wasn't making love to Miss Shawcross."

"No, you weren't Donald, and I believe you, for you're not capable of
making love to anyone."  She thought for a moment he was going to
strike her.  There was a terrible look on his face.  But this could not
daunt her and she gabbled on now, "But Kate Shawcross doesn't know
that;

she thinks you're in love with her, and if it wasn't for me she would
be mistress here, and of the church.  Oh, don't let us forget, of the
church.  "

"You're out of your mind, woman; you're out of your mind altogether."

"I'm not out of my mind and you know it, and I don't care about Kate
Shawcross being in love with you.  I'm sorry for her, for she's being
deceived."  Her tongue was running away with her.  She was on the point



of adding, 'as you are being deceived', and the next moment she would
have flung at him the name of Andrew Maclntyre.  But the drawing-room
door swung open and Aggie stood there in her dressing-gown.  She stood
looking from one to the other in silence, then she said, "I'd be a
little quieter if I were you.  Besides waking the child, people away on
the road will hear you, and there'll be plenty going up and down on
this morning, at any rate."

"This happens to be--' Donald had reached his full stature and his face
had taken on a purple tinge on sight of Aggie.

Aggie raised her hand.

"All right, all right, don't tell me.  This is your house and you are
the master in it and you can shout as much as you like.  But it doesn't
appear to me to be very seemly for the vicar and his wife to be going
on like this on New Year's morning.  Unless of course there's an excuse
because you are drunk.... And of course that's not something that can
be ruled out altogether, is it?"  Aggie's tongue too had run away with
her, and with that last crack she knew she had closed the door on
future visits to the vicarage.  Well, that wouldn't worry her, she'd
had more than a bellyful of the big sanctimonious "I am' during these
holidays.  How that girl put up with it she didn't know.  She returned
Donald's furious glare with a disdainful glance, then went out.  And
Grace, after one last look at her husband, followed her.

Not until they were in Aggie's room and Grace had sunk on to the edge
of the bed did they speak.

"He's found out?"

"No, no."  Grace moved her head from side to side.

"You'll never believe it but he thinks I'm having an affair with
Bertrand Parley."

"Bertrand Parley?  That goggle-eyed fathead?"

"That goggle-eyed fathead."

"In the name of God!"



"Yes, Aunt Aggie, in the name of God," and then she added, "That's the
second time I've been on the point of telling him the truth and
something's happened."

"Are you sorry?"

"I don't know.  I really don't know.  Aunt Aggie."



It was in October 1940 that Deckford had its first raid.  It was on a
Tuesday night and it started at half past seven.

The inhabitants complained that the war had changed the village out of
all recognition.  What they really referred to was the R.

A.

F camp that had risen in the valley only a mile to the west of the
village.  It was a fighter base and both night and day planes flew
backwards and forwards over the fells until, as some hardy souls said,
they couldn't get to sleep if they didn't hear them.  And then there
were the R.

A.

F men themselves.  Every day the village street was like market day in
Morpeth, and on Saturday afternoon there was as much chance of getting
a bus into town as of chartering a private plane.

And the evacuees.  There were not so many as yet, but enough to make
competition rather keen to billet airmen who were living out with their
wives, for such couples meant more money and less trouble than looking
after somebody else's hairns.

But there was no doubt that the countryside around the village had
changed completely.  The moorlands were studded with pyramidal shapes
of concrete, rolls of barbed wire met you at every turn, and men had
started to work on the far side of the quarry again, cutting out great
slabs of rock where the workmen had left off years previously.

This last had come as a great blow to Grace, for Andrew, now in the
Highland Fusiliers'was stationed in Scotland, which was, after all, not
very far away,



and after the first two months of square-bashing he had managed to
slip home every other week.  Following one period, when they hadn't
been able to meet for nearly six weeks.  Grace began to visit her Aunt
Aggie every Saturday.  Most times she took the child with her, but when
she didn't Mrs.  Blenkinsop stayed on until her return.  If on her
visit she did not see Andrew there would be letters awaiting her from
him, and in Aggie's comfortable little secluded house she would sit in
peace and peruse them, then write at length about what was in her
heart.  Such was the pattern of Grace's life during the first months of
1940.

Saturday, 1 June, 1940, was a fateful day it saw the end of Dunkirk.

Three men from the village and Bertrand Parley, all in the same
regiment, were known to be in the retreat, and nothing had been heard
of them until three o'clock in the afternoon when Colonel Parley came
rushing down to the ARP centre, his bloated, lined face aglow.  He had
just had a call from Dover:

Bertrand was all right, as also were Ted Bamford and Steve Brignall.

The colonel was on his way now to the blacksmith's house to tell Mrs.
Bamford the good news concerning her son.

The following week Bertrand Parley came home and Grace ran into him in
the village street.  He had an aura about him he had been in Dunkirk.

But to Grace there seemed to be only one apparent change in him: he had
lost some flesh.  His manner was still perky, even more so than usual.
In spite of the trouble he had caused her at Christmas she could not
help laughing at him.  It was odd but she found that she even liked him
a little now.  He was silly, he was harmless, he was what her Aunt
Aggie had called him .  a fathead.

Miss Shawcross, looking into the street through the side of the



black-out blind which she kept permanently drawn, saw at that moment
the vicar's wife laughing with Captain Parley.  The vicar's wife
laughed too loud, she thought; she did not seem to realise that she had
a position to uphold.  Miss Shawcross shook her head.  Poor, poor
vicar. Even in her most revealing moments Miss Shawcross never allowed
herself to allude to the vicar as Donald.

It was that same afternoon that Miss Shawcross asked the vicar if he
knew that Captain Parley was home.  She had seen the Captain talking to
Mrs.  Rouse in the High Street.

A few days later Colonel Parley gave a small party, a sort of
thanksgiving for the safe return of his son, and to it were invited the
vicar and his wife.  Grace knew that Donald would have liked to refuse
the invitation but had been unable to see his way clear to do so, and
she was well aware that his weather eye was on her from the moment they
entered the Parleys' house.  She smiled wryly to herself when, after a
game of bridge had been proposed and two tables had been made up, she
and Bertrand Parley were left adrift.  She had refused Bertrand's
invitation to play the piano, saying she had not kept up her practice
and would rather not.  But when he suggested they should look round the
garden she accepted.  He was not drunk tonight, he would not be
silly.

She felt no compunction that Donald's bridge would be affected, and
although she did not think the scene of New Year's morning would be
enacted again she was quite prepared to undergo the same silent and
censorious displeasure as that to which he had treated her for the most
of January, for she preferred this to his jocular, bouncing, daddy-boy
act.

Yet, being fair, she knew that the daddy act was not all pretence, far
from it.  He had a deep affection for the child; in fact she Could give
it another name a possessive



love.  On one occasion she had come across him holding the boy tightly
to him with the child's head pressed closely into his shoulder.  His
own eyes were closed and on his face had been a look that had touched
her and drew from her a surge of conscience, and for a moment she had
wished that the child could have been his.

There were two results of her walk in the garden that night.  The
first: the disquieting knowledge that Bertrand Parley was really in
love with her, yet he had not made love to her in any way.  The odd
thing was he hardly spoke to her once they had left the house, but
while they sat on the garden seat he had looked at her in telling
silence, then had abruptly got up and walked away.

The second: when Donald and she returned home, after a journey during
which no word was exchanged.  Donald went straight to his study and
there must have exceeded his daily drop .  for the following day she
found that quite some inroad had been made into a fresh bottle of
whisky.

Sometimes on a Sunday when she would listen to him expounding from the
pulpit she would wonder how, in his own mind, he reconciled the fact
that their well-stocked wine-cabinet was supplied by the black
market.

Not through Mr.  Barker at the Stag oh, no, that would never have done
but through Uncle Ralph.  Uncle Ralph had friends and could get most
commodities that money could buy.  Nor did Donald question that he
always had butter on his bread and bacon every morning.  No.  No.  Men
weren't supposed to notice trifles like that, their minds were taken up
with higher things, they just ate what was put in front of them.

She often smiled sadly to herself.

The months of summer wore away and so October came.  The Battle of
Britain had been won, "but night bombing was on in earnest.  On the
Monday night before the attempted raid on the aerodrome.  Colonel



Parley, Farmer Toole, Dr.  Cooper, Mr.  Thompson and ... Miss
Shawcross came to the vicarage to hold a meeting regarding the coming
influx of evacuees.  They were to be mostly children from the shipping
districts of the Tyne.  Before the meeting was over Bertrand Parley
called.  He was in possession of a service car and had come to pick up
his father.

The meeting in the study over, Donald, ahead of the others, opened the
drawing-room door to see Bertrand Parley standing in front of Grace and
to hear the tail-end of his words.

After an exchange of greetings, the committee broke up, and when they
had all gone, Donald, without speaking or even looking at Grace, once
again went to his study.

The next night the air-raid siren went at seven o'clock.  They were
sitting in the drawing-room at the time and the sound apparently
startled Donald.  From the look on his face he might never have heard
an air-raid siren before.  He had not left her for a moment since
teatime and Grace had begun to puzzle over this.  Usually, following
tea, he went either down to the village or into his study.  But this
night he had sat with her, even followed her into the kitchen.  And now
when the sirens went he exclaimed aloud, "No!  Oh no."

Before the wail had died away Grace had rushed upstairs and collected
Stephen, and when she reached the kitchen Donald was waiting for her.

He had already donned his top coat and gas-mask.  After switching off
the lights he opened the door and guided her out and around the side of
the house.

The night was black, but he did not switch on the torch until they
reached the shelter, then he shone it on the steps for her to enter.

Once inside and the door closed, he switched on the light.  Then,
looking round, he said, "You



have everything.  I'll have to go, you'll be all right?  "

"Yes, yes, I'll be all right."

He seemed to be on the point of speaking again; instead he jerked his
head with a half-angry helpless gesture and, turning from her, went up
the steps.

She had reached out her hand to pick up a book from the top of the
cupboard to take to the bunk with her when she heard the click, and her
glance darted towards the steps and the cellar door.  The sound was
like the key being turned.  She must have imagined it.  Her hand had
descended on the book when she swung round and went swiftly up the
steps to the door and turned the knob.  She knew that her face was
registering blank amazement.  Why had he locked the door?  He had
locked her in.  She felt a slight tremor of panic rising in her.  What
had he locked the door for! What if a bomb dropped and she couldn't get
out?

"Donald ... Donald!"  She looked upwards, yelling at the ceiling which
was the floor of | the hall.

"Donald ... I Donald ... I' He couldn't have gone away, he couldn't.

"Donald ... I Donald!"  After a moment she tried the door again,
shaking it viciously.  Then slowly she walked down the steps.

"Mm... mm... Mumma."  The child began to winge.

"Go to sleep, darling; it's all right, it was only Mummy calling."

"Mumma."

"There, there, don't cry.  It's all right, it was only Mammy.  Go to
sleep.  Ssh!"  She sat patting Stephen, her eyes looking upwards.  What
had made him lock the door?  He had been acting funny all evening, at
least he hadn't acted to his usual pattern.  Why had he sat with her?

He had never sat with her after tea, not even when they were first
married.  There had always been something he wanted to do about that



time.  Then the answer came to her.  It came in the picture of his
face as she had seen it in the drawing-room doorway last night when he
stood looking at Bertrand Parley.  Bertrand Parley's leave was up. 
More for something to say than anything else she had asked him, "When
do you go back?"  and he had replied, "Tomorrow.  Report Wednesday
o-seven hundred."  His pcular front was well in play again.

"But they don't get anything out of me, I travel in the small hours, so
I needn't make a move until eight tomorrow night."  Eight tomorrow
night.  No.  No.

It was too funny.  But she remembered Donald had gone straight into his
study without a glance at her.  He thought she had intended seeing
Bertrand Parley off, so he had locked the door, locked her in here, and
anything could happen.  Didn't he realise that she couldn't possibly
leave the child even if she wanted to?  She sat down in the basket
chair near the little table and, putting her elbow on it, rested her
head on her hand.

The more she thought about the situation the more she was filled with
anger .  and then fear.  She hated being locked in.  As a child if she
went home and found her mother out she would not lock herself in for
safety but would open both the back and front doors, so leaving herself
a way of escape.  She had never been able to sleep in a room when the
door was locked.  She had never even locked her door against Donald,
not that she had any need to.

It was about ten seconds to half past seven when she heard the sound of
the planes and instinctively she knew they weren't ours.  Their drone
was heavy and different somehow.  Arid then the first bomb dropped. 
The sound of it crashing into the earth was like great teeth grinding
down into cinder toffee, and as she flung herself from the chair on to
the bunk over the child the light in the low ceiling flickered twice,
then went out.

"Mumma ... Mumma ... Mumma."



"It's ... it's all right, darling.  It's all right.  Mammy's here."

Her voice was trembling, her whole body was trembling.  Oh God!  Oh
God!

What if one fell on the house and she couldn't get out of the cellar?

There came now the distant sound of the pop-pop of antiaircraft guns,
followed by the low, thick murmur of a plane seemingly crossing
straight over the house.  In the inky darkness she looked upwards, too
petrified for a moment to move.  Then the earth shuddered again.

"Mumma ... Mumma.  Dadda ... Dadda.  Stevie ... " It's .  all right .
darling.  Mam .  Mammy's here.  " She could hardly get the words
through her chattering teeth.

There came more thick, dull droning, then the great tremor that ran
through the earth seemed to run straight through her, and it was
followed by another and another.  They were bombing the village, the
little village.  Why the village?  There was nothing in the village. 
The aerodrome.  They thought they were bombing the aerodrome.

Jesus .  Jesus .  she should pray, but she couldn't pray.  She couldn't
pray.  If only there was somebody with her, somebody to speak to.  Oh,
Andrew!  She didn't want to die without seeing Andrew.  And the child. 
0, God!  Don't let anything happen to my child.  If only she had a
light. The candles of course, the candles.

"There, darling, lie still, lie still.  Mammy's going to light the
candles.

Mammy's going to make a light.  There now.  "

She moved backwards off the bunk and groped towards the top of the
chest where the books were.  There was a candle already in its holder
next to the bookrack.  With trembling fingers she lifted it up and
groped round the broad saucer rim for matches.  There were no matches
on it.  Her fingers, like a blind man's, spread over the books and over



the top of the chest.  When she had covered its entire surface the
panic whirled through her body and corkscrewed through her head, and
she only stopped herself from screaming aloud.

He couldn't have taken the matches, he couldn't have taken the matches.
She was on her, hands and knees feeling around the legs of the chest,
around the floor.  He couldn't have taken the matches.  He was always
picking up boxes of matches, but he couldn't have taken these matches,
he couldn't.  And he had gone off with the torch.

She remembered seeing that in his hand as he went up the steps.

He had locked her in, he had deliberately locked her and the child in,
and they were bombing the village.  But he couldn't have taken the
matches.

"Andrew ... Andrew, he has taken the matches, I haven't got a light, I
can't light the candle..  She was scrambling about on her hands and
knees near the table now and she gripped at its thin leg with both
hands and whimpered.  Steady, steady.  Don't scream.  Go and lie down,
put your face into the pillow, it will be like night.  Go to sleep.  In
this instant there came another thud, and as the foundations of the
house trembled she flung herself forward in the direction of the bunk,
dashing her forehead into the woodwork.

"Mumma!"

As she smothered the child to her there came a different sound still it
was that of a falling plane.  As it screeched on its downward plunge it
seemed so near that she drew her head right down between her shoulders
as if avoiding contact with it.  It was only a matter of seconds before
she heard the crash but they appeared like long, long minutes to her.
Had it fallen in the wood?  It had fallen somewhere near.  People would
soon be milling about and then she would shout and they would break the
door open.

There was no sound of any kind now, not the sound of bombs or planes,
or human footsteps.  Nothing.  She turned her eyes from the pillow and
looked upwards.



The blackness was thick.  She had heard of pit blackness which was
darker than pitch blackness.  This was the pit blackness that the
miners had to endure when they were in a fall and the lights went
out.

Oh God!  If only somebody would come.  They would all be in the
village.

Had anyone been killed?  Had Donald been killed?  She hoped he had. 
Yes, she did, she did.  He had locked her in and taken the matches.  Be
quiet, don't say things like that, they're wicked.  Well, wasn't he
wicked?  He was a walking hypocrite.  She hoped .  Be quiet!  be
quiet!

"Mumma!  Mumma!"

"Don't cry, my love."

The child began to cry loudly now, and above his wailing she imagined
she heard the sound of a car.  She rose from the bunk and groped her
way up the steps to II the door.  After a moment of waiting and no
further sound coming to her, she called, "Hello!  Hello!  Is there
anyone there?"  Only silence answered her, as deep and thick as the
blackness about her.  Suddenly she was thumping on the door with her
fists, yelling, "Open the door!  Open the door!  Help!  Help!"  She
thumped until her arms ached and she dropped on to her knees
exhausted.

The child was quiet now as if he, too, was listening.  But her fear
must have threaded its way to him, for as she stumbled down the steps,
panic swamping her, he let out an ear-splitting scream.

Feverishly she gathered him up in her arms.  Somebody must come soon.

Donald would realise how frightened she must be locked in here and come
hurrying back.  Any minute now he would come hurrying back.  He must
come soon, he must.  This unnatural quietness, this darkness would
drive her . She did not finish but hugged the child closer to her and
began to rock him.

A short while later, when he had dropped off to sleep again and still



there was no sound, she stood up peering into the blackness.  Then
groping towards the chair she carried it carefully to the side of the
steps where the window was, and, standing on it, she began to pick and
claw at the packing between the boards.

But Miss Shawcross had done her work well.  She might have mixed the
paper with cement for all the impression Grace could make on it.  She
knew there was no possibility of getting out this way.  All she was
aiming at now was a little slit of lighter night to penetrate this
inferno of blackness.

When she found that her efforts were fruitless she got slowly down from
the chair and carried it back in the direction of the table.  And the
quietness that was about her settled in her.  It was an awe-filled
quietness in which she watched her mind throw off restraint and drag up
from its deep chambers repressed recriminations of the last three and a
half years.  When it began, as it were, handing them to her, she took
them and delivered them in low, staccato sentences.

"I hate him!

I loathe him!  He's cruel.  Ben said he was a cruel bugger, and he is. 
A Christian, a man of God.  Huh!  A man of God.  Bloody hypocrite! 
Bloody . bloody .  bloody.  " Her swearing was brought to a sharp stop
by the familiar, but now muffled boom of the clock in the hall above
striking eight.  She looked up only eight o'clock.  She felt she had
been in this darkness for hours.  But why wasn't there any sound?  What
had happened in the village?  Had any of the houses been hit?  Oh, if
only someone would come soon.  She hoped it wasn't him.  She prayed it
wouldn't be him.  For she might do something.  She might even kill
him.

"Young wife stabs minister.  Mind turned through darkness ... no
matches ... no matches."

She was still sitting at the table when the clock chimed the half-hour
and at the same time the all-clear went.  The next sound that came to
her was the strokes of nine o'clock.  She still hadn't moved.



The swearing was now confined to her mind, like the sound of a
gramophone being played in a distant room, unintelligible but still
there.  She had been in this thick blackness for one hour and a half.

Every body in the village must be dead.  Donald must be dead.  Some
time, perhaps tomorrow morning, somebody would come.  She turned her
head away on the thought of not being found until tomorrow morning.

She knew that after tonight she would never be the same again, never
feel nice inside again, for in spite of her double life she felt
herself to be .  a nice person still.  But when you swore in your mind,
you couldn't be nice, and if she was left all night and the swearing
got worse, if she was left here until tomorrow morning until the Air
Force got round .  she shuddered from head to foot.  When she heard the
sound of footsteps to the left of her she turned her eyes slowly
upwards towards the door, and when the key turned in the lock she did
not rise and rush towards the steps but closed her eyes against the
painful brightness of the torch.

She could say nothing, not even when she heard his voice, slower than
usual, different somehow, asking, "Why are you in the dark?"

The torch was lying on the table now, between them, and she was on her
feet, her hands gripping the edge of the table, and she leaned forward,
crouched over it like some wild animal ready to spring.  And the words
that came from her lips were thick and guttural.

"You ... you cruel b ... beast ... swine.  You ... you locked me in you
locked me in!"

"Grace!"  His voice was low yet commanding.

"Grace, be quiet.  Don't talk to me like that.  Why didn't you light
the candles?"

"You ... you took the matches."



"Oh my God!"  She saw him put his hand to his head.

"You bloody!"

"Grace!  Listen to me.  Grace!"  He had her by the shoulders.

"Be quiet!

Don't dare say such words, do you hear, don't dare!  Listen to me.

Something dreadful has happened this night.  "

"Yes ... yes ... she flung his hands off her and stumbled backwards.

"I know that.  You tried to send me mad, didn't you?"

"Is she all right?"  The voice came from the top of the steps and Grace
looked up to see the dim outline of Kate Shawcross.  There seemed
something different about her voice too, there was something different
about all their voices.

Kate Shawcross .  Kate Shawcross.  He wouldn't lock her in, oh no.

"I was locked in," she cried.

"Grace!"

With a wild movement she bent down and gathered the child to her, and
like someone drunk she went up the steps and into the glorious
star-filled night that in comparison with the blackness she had lived
in for several eternities was like the brightness of the sun.

As she passed her, Kate Shawcross asked in that different voice, "But
why are you in the dark?"  and Donald, his voice laden with contrition,
answered, "It's me, I must have picked up the matches."

"Oh no, vicar, no!"

Kate Shawcross now ran on ahead into the kitchen, and within a few
seconds three candles were glowing.  In their light Grace turned her
furious wild gaze on them both, her mouth open to speak, and then her
lips closed.  They were both filthy, their clothes were torn, and
underneath the dirt that hid their faces they had the same kind of
pallor.  As she looked at Miss Shawcross the post mistress suddenly put
her hand out to a chair and,



turning it round, sat down, and Donald, going swiftly to her side,
said, "I'll get you something."

"No, no, it's all right."  Miss Shawcross looked up at Grace.

"It was dreadful!  I'll never be able to forget."

Grace turned her eyes slowly towards Donald and he said quietly, "They
bombed the village.  They were trying for the airfield ... Mrs.
Blenkinsop...."

"Mrs.  B.... ?"  Grace's lips just formed the word.

"Dead?"

Donald nodded.

Grace hitched the child further to her and sat down.

"And Mrs.  Cooper.  Poor Mrs.  Cooper."

Grace turned her wide staring eyes on Miss Shawcross now.  The post
mistress head was bent and moving from side to side and the tears were
raining down her face.

Stupidly Grace said, "Renee dead?"  Then she looked up at Donald
again.

"The child?"

"She's all right."

"David?"

"His leg is hurt, they've taken him to hospital.  Renee must have just
left the child in the shelter and gone indoors for a moment."

"And old Ben Fairfoot."  Miss Shawcross was crying unrestrainedly by
now.

"Ben?  Ben?  Dead?"

Miss Shawcross nodded her head deeply.

"And the three Cummings children ... my Sunday-school children, and
Mrs.  Watson ... Grace watched her head sinking lower now, the tears
dropping on to the table from her chin, and all she could say to
herself was, " Ben?  Oh!

Ben.  " It was odd but it was Ben she was most sorry for.  Yet he was
old and would have died soon, and Renee was young.  Renee had fought



T.

B.

and conquered it, now she was dead.  And Mrs.  Blenkinsop, she would



never come into this kitchen again.  Never again would she say,
"Mornin', ma'am," never again would she give her the gen on the
village, the undercover news.  Poor Mrs.

B.

But Ben .  Ben.  Before these dreadful happenings her own ordeal sank
away into a pocket and rested temporarily.

"Don't cry, please don't cry."  Donald was standing at the side of Miss
Shawcross.  He did not touch her, not even to put his hand on her
shoulder.  Grace would not have minded if before her eyes he had taken
her in his arms and comforted her, kissed her.

"You must have something to steady you, we must all have something."

He turned round and left the room, his step heavy and slow, and when he
returned he brought three glasses and a bottle half full of whisky.

"Drink this."  He handed Miss Shawcross a glass three parts full, and
when without glancing at it she shook her head, he said, "Drink up."

"I ... I don't usually, Vie ... ar."

"There has been nothing usual about tonight; you must drink it."

Grace watched Miss Shawcross coughing and spluttering as the whisky hit
her throat.  She watched Donald finish his full glass of raw spirit at
one gulp and when almost immediately he replenished it she made no
comment to herself, for, as he had said, this was an unusual night.
Picking up her glass and easing the child on to one arm, she rose from
the table, and she said no word to either of them as she left the
kitchen.

Fifteen minutes later she was sitting in bed, a candle burning to the
side of her.  She was sitting propped up, staring ahead.  Renee Cooper,
Mrs.  Blenkinsop and Ben.  There were others, but these were the three
she herself had known, and now they were no more.  Had Ben met up with
Miss Tupping?  She hoped so oh, she hoped so.  Perhaps Miss Tupping had



already started a garden.  Stupid thought, all stupid thoughts,
meeting and coming together.  All balderdash.  When you were dead, you
were dead, blown into a thousand pieces.  No, no, she mustn't think
like that.  It was better, more comforting, to think that at this
moment Miss Tupping was leading Ben along the grassy path of a
beautiful garden, a pattern of the garden that she had left behind. 
And there would be a lonicera hedge, a high lonicera hedge.  She could
see Ben and Miss Tupping standing before it and Ben would say, "Well,
here's one he won't cut down."  She was thinking stupidly, spitefully. 
She mustn't think like that; it had been a dreadful night for him, for
all of them.

She heard Donald returning from taking Miss Shawcross down to the
village.  She waited to hear him come upstairs and go into his room,
but some little time elapsed before the sound of his footsteps came on
the stairs.  A few minutes after his door had closed on him it opened
again, and then hers opened.  He opened it as he knocked.

Slowly he crossed to the side of the bed, and when he was standing
above her he muttered thickly, "I'm sorry, Grace, very, very sorry.  I
did wrong.  For-for forgive me."

She looked up at him.  Like Miss Shawcross he was crying.  Whether he
would have cried without the aid of the whisky she did not know but she
realised with a start that he was tipsy, quite tipsy, and he looked
both pathetic and ludicrous.  She said flatly, "It's all right, it
doesn't matter."

"But b-b-but Grace, I'm sorry."

She moved restlessly against the pillow.

"It's all right, I've told you.  Anyway, in comparison with what
happened tonight, it's nothing."

Yet even as she spoke she knew that the terror she had experienced in
the blackness would remain with her for a long time.  She did not think
it would take twenty years to conquer it.



"Grace.  Grace."  He was bending over her now, his hands on the bed.

"It's all right, I've told you, Donald.  Go to bed; you'll feel better
in the morning."

"I - I can't go to bed, not by myself.  I keep seeing them.  I want
comfort, Grace.  Let me lie ... lie in your arms."

"No, Donald, no.  You won't get to sleep."  She moved away in the bed
and put her hand out in a protesting movement as he bent further over
her.

"Go to bed.  Please..  Please, Donald."

"Oh, Grace, Grace.  I'm unhappy.  Grace."

She closed her eyes against the wave of revulsion that swept over her
when she saw him slide to his knees, but when from that position his
arms groped for her, her eyes stretched and she said firmly, "No!

Donald, no!  "

"Grace ... oh.  Grace."  He had hold of her.

"No, Donald, no!  I tell you no!"  She was shouting now.

"Ssh!  Ssh!  You'll ... you'll waken the nipper.  Just let me ... me
lie ... lie here with my head on your breast like this."

"No.  No, I've told you.  Donald ... Donald, do you hear me?  Get
away!"  Oh God!  God in heaven!  An unusual night he had said.  What an
ending to an unusual night!

She closed her eyes tight and the clock in the hall struck ten.



Grace had a new cook.  She was not only a cook but a general help too,
and full time.  Her name was Peggy Mather.  She was twenty-eight, big
and of a surly disposition, and she was Miss Shawcross's niece.  Why
she had chosen to evacuate herself to this out-of-the-way village Grace
did not know.  The reason she gave was that she was fed up with the
raids on the Tyne.  Yet she showed no fear when the air-raid warnings
went, and no matter what anybody else did she went stolidly about her
work.  What had really brought her from Newcastle to live with her aunt
whom up to date she had rarely visited.  Grace did not know and did not
care, she was only too relieved to have her in the house, for now added
to the household were David Cooper and three-year-old Veronica.

Young Dr.  Cooper was no longer young Dr.  Cooper.  His small, slim
stature had always made him appear years younger than he was, but the
night of the raid had banked the years on him with one blow, and now he
looked a man of fifty, not thirty-eight.  After only three weeks' stay
in hospital he had returned to the village, and in spite of protests
plunged straight away into his practice; and as there was only a heap
of rubble where his house had stood he had accepted without protest the
invitation from the vicar to make his home with them.

It was in the morning-room at Willow Lea that he held his surgery.  The
expensive Persian carpet that had covered the hall had been taken up,



chairs lined the walls between the doors, and the table was laden with
old magazines.

Grace cast her eyes on the untidy jumble on the table as she crossed
the hall towards the morning-room with a small tray in her hand.  It
always irritated her to see books and magazines thrown down open, but
when a patient's turn came he or she just threw the reading material on
to the table, never thinking.

She knocked at what was now the surgery door and David Cooper's voice
called, "Come in."

"Oh, it's you.  Grace.  No more out there?"

"No."

"This snow doesn't seem to have frozen the 'flu.  If you ask me it's
snowing germs.  The whole Barker family are down now, mother and five
kids."

Grace put the tray down on the end of his desk.  David talked a lot of
shop these days, in fact he talked nothing else.  It was over five
months since the raid, but he was still fighting off the memory with
work and talk of work.

"Drink that up while it's hot, David."

"Thanks, Grace.... Grace ... He was writing something rapidly on a
prescription block and did not look up at her as he went on, his voice
a low mumble now, " Don't you think we'd better have a talk?  "

She had been on the point of turning away but she stopped and looked
down on his bent head.  His hair was thin on the top, the rest was
pepper-and-salt and had a grizzled look.  She sat slowly down in the
patients' chair to the right of, him.

"You're pregnant, aren't you?"  He still continued writing.

"Yes."

"I remember asking you this question once before ... does Donald
know?"

"No."



"Why haven't you told him?"

There was a long pause, and then she said, "Because it isn't his."

His eyes darted to her.  Her words were like a jab in the arm
penetrating his inner apathy.

"What are you saying?"

Her eyes dropped from his and she joined her hands together and pressed
them tightly in her lap.

"Just that.  Donald isn't capable of giving any woman a child."

David bent forward; his hands went out and took hers from her lap, and
as he gripped them he asked, "Stephen?"

"No ... and yet."  She shook her head violently.

"Oh, I don't know."

Then again she said, "No.  No, he couldn't be."

He stared at her blankly.  So this was it.  He had always known it
really . nerves didn't go to pieces like hers had done for nothing. 
Yet when Stephen had come he had thought he must have been wrong.  Poor
girl. Poor Grace.

"Can you tell me who it is ... ?

Parley?  "

Her head swung up.

"Bertrand Parley?"  She smiled sadly.

"Oh, David, not you too."

The doctor moved his head ruefully.

"Well, I can't think of anyone else and I knew he was gone on you.  You
only had to look at him when you were about."

"It should be funny, but it isn't.... Bertrand Parley."  She closed her
eyes for a moment, then, looking at him again, she said rapidly,
"Donald thought there was some thing between us and on the night of the
raid he locked me in the cellar.  He thought I'd made arrangements to
meet Bertrand.  When the lights went out I was in the dark, the black
dark."  She said slowly now, "He had gone off with the matches..  You
know his habit.  Oh, David, it was terrible.... Oh, I know, David, it



was nothing to what happened in the village.  I know what I
experienced was nothing compared with that, I know, I know she kept
moving her head 'but it had a funny effect on me, David.... David, I'm
no longer nice inside.  I no longer like myself, if you know what I
mean."

She moved her hands within his.

"I find I'm swearing all the time inside, inside my head.  I started to
swear at Donald down there in the dark that night, and now sometimes
for hours on end I'm swearing, and it frightens me, David."

"Now, now."  He patted her hand.

"Don't worry.  It's nothing to worry about, not really, especially now
that you've talked of it.  That's the main thing to do, talk about it,
don't bury it.  Look, I'll give you a tip.  When the opportunity arises
swear out loud that's the best way to stop the underground stuff."  He
squeezed her hand and smiled faintly as he said, "I do quite a bit of
swearing inside too.  We must get together one night and have a
swearing match, eh?"

He was comforting, so comforting.  He was looking at her now quietly,
waiting for her to go on, tell him who the child's father was.  She
started by saying, "I suppose you think I'm dreadful...."

"Now, my dear Grace, don't be silly.  I'm only sorry, sorry to the
heart for you.  And, strangely enough, sorry for him, too ... Donald, I
mean.... Yes.  Yes, I am."  He nodded his head.

"You know, I can confess to you now, I've never cared much for him,
there's always been a something.  I suppose my subconscious knew all
the time about his trouble, and it is trouble, you know?  It's an
illness.  He's not the only one, there are thousands like him, you'd be
surprised.  He should have gone and got advice."

She actually laughed at this.

"Advice ... I You don't know Donald.

He's so eaten up with pride he'd rather die



than admit he's in the wrong about anything.  So he tries never to do
anything wrong.  " She made a harsh sound in her throat.

"He's a vicar and he lives by the book ... and ... oh God...."  She
shook her head, then ended abruptly, "Andrew Maclntyre is the father of
my children."

His gaze was holding hers and she couldn't help but feel a little hurt
when she saw the look of blank amazement take up his whole
expression.

"Andrew Maclntyre?  Grace!"

"Oh, David, don't be shocked.  Andrew is a fine man."

"Yes, yes, I have a high opinion of Andrew, but ... " Yes, I know what
you are thinking: he's a farm worker.  But he's not just a farm-worker,
he's a very intelligent man, a good man.  "

David blinked.  He was bewildered.

"Does Donald know?"

"No, but he soon will.  I managed to get over Stephen but not this
one."

"How far are you gone?"

"Four months."

"Have you any idea how he'll take it?"

"Yes, he'll forgive me and make me promise to give up ... sinning.

He'll also suspect about Stephen.  "

"It's cruel, you know, Grace."

"Yes, I suppose it is."  She paused a moment and then continued, "Yes,
I suppose it is.  Stephen's become his private world."

"When are you going to tell him?"

"Not until I must."  Quickly now she covered her eyes with her hand and
murmured, "I want to go away.  Oh, David, I want to go away.  I want to
take Stephen and go right away."

"You can't do that.  You mustn't do that."

"You're just thinking of him now, aren't you?"



"Yes, and no.  I'm sorry for him.  Grace.  A big, bouncing individual,



so maimed ... don't ever think of taking the child from him, don't.
Leave him his illusions."

She got slowly and steadily to her feet.

"Your coffee's got cold, David."

His hand went out towards the cup, and she said, "Leave it, I'll get
you some fresh."

There were no more words between them and she went out of the
surgery.

It was that same night when the children had been put to bed and David
had gone out to answer a call that Donald stood with his back to the
blazing fire, and, after rocking backwards and forwards on his toes for
a moment, looked down at his shoes and said quietly, "Haven't you got
something to tell me, Grace?"

Her body actually jerked upwards in the chair, and when she turned her
face side wards and looked at him she realised with a shock that he was
smiling and her thoughts began to spiral in her mind, the words
knocking against each other, pushing for place.  No!  No!  God!  It's
impossible.  He's not such a fool.  A bloody fool!  Don't swear.  Only
a stupid fool would .  A stupid .  Don't swear, I tell you .  Be quiet
and think.  He thinks .  he thinks that night .  the night of the
raid.

For more reasons than one she hated to look back to the night of the
raid.  It was over five months since that night and she was only four
months pregnant.  Had it been the other way about there would have been
no risk, but could she get away with being four, five, or more weeks
overdue?  She must talk to David.

In the meantime she bowed her head under Donald's famous glance and
tried to stop the spate of swear words that were now skating about in
her brain.



It was a bright day in April, 1943, when Aggie let herself in the
front door of her house.  She was cold and tired, and all she wanted
was to get a hot drink and her feet up for a while, but she had hardly
closed the door behind her when the telephone bell rang in the
office.

That would be Susie to see if she was still alive.  If a bomb dropped
in Wallsend Susie expected a splinter to hover over Newcastle to pick
her out.  Susie never gave her number or said the usual "Hello', she
always started with, " You all right, Aggie?  " and seemed very
surprised when she learned that Aggie was all right.

Aggie lifted the phone.

"Yes ... yes, this is Temple 3567."

"Hold the line."

She waited, and then at the sound of a voice coming over the wire her
eyes widened and she said, "Oh, hello, Andrew."

"Listen, Aunt Aggie, I haven't got a minute."  He called her Aunt Aggie
now and she liked it.

"Tell Grace I'll be passing through any minute, perhaps tonight or
tomorrow at the latest, and if luck holds we'll make a stop.  Tell her
that, will you?"

"Yes, Andrew..  Hello...!  Are you there?  Andrew.... Andrew!"

He had rung off.  Well, that was short and sweet, anyway.  Perhaps that
meant that he shouldn't have been on the phone at all.  They were



coming down from Scotland and going some place, the south likely;
there was something in the air, in the air of the whole country, a sort
of waiting.

Churchill had something up his sleeve.  Well, she'd better get on to
Grace.  She didn't fancy having to be the bearer of this message it was
weeks now since Grace and Andrew had seen each other, he hadn't even
been able to get a forty-eight-hour pass.  She picked up the receiver
and gave Grace's number, and when the thick voice of Peggy Mather came
on the phone asking, "Who is it?"  she said brusquely, "Tell Mrs. 
Rouse it's her aunt."

"She's bathing the baby, she's busy."

"Well, be kind enough to tell her that I want to speak to her."

That fat, sullen piece.  Aggie didn't like Peggy Mather, and she knew
that Peggy Mather returned these sentiments.  She stood waiting, moving
from one cold foot to the other.  Poor Grace, having to put up with
that surly creature all day!  Her on the one hand and the Laughing
Cavalier on the other.  Oh, that man got her goat completely.

What with his smarmy ways and that smile of his, and always playing the
big daddy-boy.  Eeh!  It was fantastic when she thought of it.

Those two children that he held up as his own private achievement.  He
almost put placards on them.  and neither of the baims his.  It was it
was fantastic.  She didn't know how Grace stuck him, stuck the whole
set-up.  Something would have to be done.  When Andrew came out of the
army there would have to be a showdown.  She picked up a pencil and
started doodling on a pad.  Would he come in with her?

Would he make an estate agent!  Well, he would have to have a job of
some sort, something different from farm-work too, something with money
in it.  and prospects, because he wouldn't live on Grace, that was a
sure thing, and very much to his credit that was.  She liked



Andrew, she did.  She wished things had been different.  There was a
strength about him that was older than his years.  He was like a . 
"Oh, hello there.  Grace."

"Hello, Aunt Aggie.  Are you all right?"

"Yes, I'm all right.  You sound just like your Aunt Susie, that's how
she starts."  She heard Grace laughing, and then she asked quietly,
"You alone?"

"Yes."

"I had a phone message, somebody will be passing through at any time.

With luck they'll stop in the village.  Could be tonight or tomorrow,
he doesn't know.  "

There was silence, and Aggie said, "Hello, are you there?"

"Yes, yes, I'm here, Aunt Aggie.  When did you get to know?"

"A few minutes ago."

"Thanks, Aunt Aggie, thanks."

"Well, I'll be off now.  I've just got in and I'm perished both inside
and out; the wind's enough to cut you in two.  How is it there?"

"Oh, it's a lovely day, sunny, even warm."

"You're lucky.  Goodbye, my dear."

"Goodbye, Aunt Aggie, and thanks ... thanks...."

Grace put the receiver down and, going slowly into the drawing-room,
stared out into the garden to where Donald was hoeing between slightly
erratic rows of vegetables.  There was no semblance of Willow Lea's
beautiful garden left.  All the beds now had been utilised for food,
and Donald had learned with backbreaking patience the art of growing
it. Even so, his labours would have shown very little result if it had
not been for his power of organisation which roped in the help of all
ages at the weekends.

She walked nearer to the window, everything suddenly racing inside of



her.  She must get the children in and bathed.  He might be here
tonight, Andrew might be through tonight.  But how would she know? 
Would he come here openly?  Why not, why not?  If he didn't find her at
their new rendezvous he would come here.  He would see her.  Whatever
happened he would see her.  Oh, Andrew .  Andrew.

Her eyes were tired straining at the mental image of him.  She often
thought that if anything happened to him she would have no picture of
him, only that which was in her mind.  And yet that wasn't so.  She
just had to look at Beatrice to see him.  Beatrice had his eyes and his
straight, strong nose.  The nose mightn't make for beauty in her later
on but it would give her character.  Beatrice would grow up like
Andrew, but Stephen wouldn't.  She looked to where Stephen was now
working side by side with Donald and Veronica Cooper.  He had something
of Andrew's extreme thinness and sometimes she imagined she saw
Andrew's profile when the child looked upwards, but there the
resemblance ceased.

It was always painful for her to witness the child's adoration of
Donald.  Whatever Donald did was the pattern which the boy set himself
out to copy.  He had even managed to imitate the inflection of Donald's
voice.

Over the last four years Grace had watched, often with boiling anger,
Donald maneuvering for first place in the child's affection.  And the
same process was being enacted with Beatrice.  She should be glad about
this, she sometimes thought, but she wasn't.  Beatrice had been born
about ten days before time, which made her over three weeks late in
Donald's reckoning.  At one period she could almost see him checking up
in his mind, going back to a particular Saturday when he had seen her
and Bertrand Parley getting off the Newcastle bus.  They had been
laughing, and when Bertrand went to help her off the step she had
slipped and nearly fell.  Donald had



been coming out of the church gate at that moment.

But he must have reassured himself, for from the moment the child was
born he claimed her as his own.

She called now from the window, "Stephen!  Veronica!  Come along, time
to have your bath.  Come along now."

"Oh, Mummy!"  Stephen turned his eyes towards her.

"Just five minutes."

Not waiting for her answer he looked up at Donald and asked, "Just five
minutes, can't I, Daddy?"

Donald straightened his back and, placing a hand on his hip, he turned
round and called, "Just five minutes."

"Goody.  Goody, goody, goody."  The two children began digging
furiously with their small spades, and Grace grated her teeth against
each other for a second.  This was the pattern.  Wonderful Daddy,
wonderful Uncle Donald, able to get them five minutes by just saying
the word.  And he could get them chocolates when nobody else could get
them chocolates.

He would read them stories when nobody else had time to read them
stories.  He could take all fear of the nasty aeroplanes away from them
by simply saying, "Kneel now and say " I am in God's hands.  No nasty
bombs will fall near me.  The Good Shepherd is protecting me and no
harm can come to me"."  Wonderful psychology that turned a man into a
god, a god that granted your every wish and had the power to make
others do the same.  But Andrew was coming tonight or tomorrow.

She would see Andrew.  If it was only for five minutes she would see
Andrew, and things would balance themselves for a time.  It was only
when she saw him that she seemed to be able to see straight; when she
needed comfort she could not even go upstairs and read his letters, for
they were all at Aggie's.  His last letter had said, "On my next leave
I'm going to tell my mother, although I've an idea she knows something



already.  Before the war I thought that nothing could make me leave
her to the mercy of my father, but you see I've just had to, and she
will be the first to see that my duty lies elsewhere now.  The war
can't go on for ever, so we must face up to things together.  The
sacrifice will be on your part as always.  I love you, you are never
out of my mind, I worship you, and as long as I live that's how it will
be.  Grace."

She asked herself for the countless time since receiving that letter
what he actually meant by sacrifice.  Did he mean leaving the children
with Donald?  No, he couldn't mean that, he wouldn't want her to do
that.  No, he meant the sacrifice other good name, for there would be
no such thing as divorce.  Or would there?  Views were changing even in
the Church.  High Church people were getting divorces.  But if she was
divorced Donald might lay claim to the children .  he would be the
offended party.  Yet if she went into court and told the truth . 
Court. Go into court and say that Donald .  No!  No!  She could not
expose him like that.  Her head began to whirl as it often did these
days, the words racing round one after the other.  She must keep calm .
keep all her wits about her, that could wait, Andrew could be here at
any minute.

The convoy stopped in the village at twelve o'clock the following
day.

It comprised twenty-five lorries laden high with irregular shapes over
which tarpaulins were tightly drawn.  Besides the twenty-five drivers
there were nineteen other men, two corporals and two sergeants, of whom
Andrew Maclntyre was one, a first lieutenant and a captain.  The convoy
had been on the move since six that morning.  They were to have an
hour's halt.

Andrew had taken the hill towards the vicarage at a gallop and only
pulled himself to a stop when he entered the drive.  When he knocked on
the kitchen door and it was opened by Peggy Mather he gave a start of
surprise



and then stared at her for a moment.  He had seen that face before,
and he suddenly remembered where.  But that was of no importance at the
moment.  He asked quickly, "Is the vicar in?"

Peggy Mather looked at him, not only at his face but taking him all in,
and it was evident that she liked what she saw, for she smiled and
said, "No.  Can I do anything for you?"

"Is Mrs.  Rouse in?"

"Yes, she's somewhere about; she was in the garden a minute ago."  As
she stepped out from the kitchen to look along the path.  Grace came
round the corner, and after only a slight hesitation in her step she
came forward and held out her hand, and Andrew took it.

"How are you, Andrew?"

"Very well."  He turned round and nodded towards the maid before moving
off on to the drive with the vicar's wife, and slowly they walked
towards the main gate again.

They did not walk close and they talked generally, Andrew telling her
where they were parked in the village and the length of time they were
allowed to stay.  And then at the gate, turning and facing her
squarely, he murmured low and thickly, "Oh, I want you in me arms.  Oh,
Grace."

She was staring up at him, no veil on her feelings now.

"You really must be gone in an hour?"

"Yes, I'm going to dash up home.  I won't be more than fifteen
minutes.

Can you be there?  "

"Yes, I'll be there."

"Oh, God!  Grace!"  He still stood.

"It seems years since I saw you .. touched you."

"Go now.  Quick.  Fifteen minutes, I'll be there."

Before turning into the drive again, she watched him sprint up the



road.  Her head was quite clear, and she made it her business to go
through the kitchen before crossing the hall and out into the garden by
the drawing- room window.  She also looked in at the sand-pit where the
three children were busily constructing a castle.  She did not speak to
them or disturb them, but went hurriedly down the garden, past the
greenhouses and out through the bottom door.  She kept her pace steady
until she entered the wood, and then she began to run.  She crossed
over the stone road and went on upwards in the direction of the
cottage. Their new rendezvous was a clump of shrubbery some way from
the path. It was a place that any couple might have used, but never
before had they been there except in the dark, but this was no time for
discretion.  In little over half an hour he would be gone.

It was doubtful whether the presence of Donald himself could have kept
them apart at this time.  For it came to her as she stood waiting in
the shelter of the thicket that there was an urgency about this convoy
that portended long separation, not just weeks, but months, even years.
Perhaps for ever.  What if Andrew went away this time and never came
back.  She heard his feet racing down the path.  The next minute he was
before her and they were holding each other as if attempting to
exchange their bodies.

"Oh, my darling'!  Oh, Grace, Grace!  Let me look at you."  He held her
face between his hands.  His eyes seemed to lift each feature
separately into the storehouse of his mind.  Then he shook his head
slowly.

"They talk about their women.  Oh my God, but it sickens you.

They've got women, but I've got .  you.  "

"Oh, Andrew.  Oh, Andrew."

"Don't cry, darling.  Don't cry.  It won't be for long.  It can't be,
and then we'll be together, you understand together."



Before her lips could part to speak, his mouth was on hers again and
they swayed drunkenly for a moment until, without breaking their hold,
they lowered themselves to the ground.  The bliss was still on them as
they stood folded quietly together, and it was in their last kiss, soft
and tender, that they were wrenched apart by a harsh, grating voice
exclaiming with awful condemnation, "God Almighty!"

Grace stared open-mouthed with shock and fear at Mr.  Maclntyre where
he stood supporting himself by two sticks not more than three yards'
distance from them.

"Why you dirty sod!  To think that a son of mine ... And the parson's
wife.  God Almighty!"  He raised his stick.

"Get out!  Get to hell away .  out of it!"

Andrew had pushed Grace behind him and his voice was ominously low as
he growled, "Be careful what you're saying or else I'm liable to forget
who you are."

"Dashed in just to see your mother, did you?"  The old man's eyes
seemed to gleam red.

"Does she know about your fancy wife?"

"I've warned you, mind."

"Warned me?"  The old man was shouting now at the top of his voice.

"Well, let me warn you, you bloody upstart.... Show your face in my
door again and I'll brain you.  So help me God!  As for her, the dirty
faggot, and a parson's wife ... Huh!"

Grace flung her arms upwards, straining at Andrew's uplifted hand.

"No!  No!  Andrew!  No ... I Oh no!"

"Get out of me sight."

"Out of your sight?  Aye, I will that, I'll get out of your sight, me
cock-o'-the-midden."  The old man was thrusting forward with one of his
sticks now, emphasising his words.

"I'll get out of your sight and into that English ranter's afore I'm
five minutes older.  And it isn't the day or yesterday I'll tell him
that this started;



I've had me suspicions.  Her slinking about the road.  Aye, I'll away.
"

Still clinging to Andrew's arm.  Grace watched the old man turn and
hobble drunkenly through the trees with an erratic agility that belied
the fact that he was utterly crippled with arthritis.

"Oh, Andrew, Andrew, he'll tell him."

"Yes, he'll tell him."  Andrew's voice was flat.

"He's been wanting something on me for years, to hit at my mother with,
and now he's got it, God blast him!  But it's no use trying to stop him
short of shooting him.  He'll tell him."

He turned his face slowly from his father's disappearing figure and
looked at Grace, and after a moment he said, "Perhaps it's for the
best, for neither of us would have had the heart to bring it into the
open.  I've always known it, even when I wrote that letter.  First it
would have been the children, and then not wanting to hurt him.

Perhaps, after all, this is the best way, a clean cut.  One way or
another you will be free now.  But, oh God!  " He bared his teeth and
jerked his head, " If only I had a day or two and hadn't got to leave
you to face this alone.  " He rubbed his hand swiftly around his face,
and then asked, " What will you do?  Go to Aunt Aggie?  "

Grace shook her head dazedly.

"Yes, yes.  I suppose so.... Oh, Andrew, I don't know where I am.  It's
all happened so suddenly.  Somehow I can't believe it ... and at the
last moment like this."

"Look, Grace... Oh, dearest, don't look like that.... Oh God, if only I
had another hour or so.  As it is, I'll have to dash back and tell my
mother."  He caught her to him and kissed her hard and quickly once
more, then, taking her by the hand he ran with her through the wood
upwards towards the cottage.



Mrs.  Maclntyre was standing on the road, it was as if she had been
looking over the fells in the direction her son would shortly be moving
along the main road.  Her face was tear-stained, and it was evident
that she had been crying bitterly, for her voice broke as she
exclaimed, "Oh, boy, what is it?"

"Dad ... he found us together.  He's gone down to the vicar."

"In the name of God, no ... I Oh, why didn't you stop him?"

"Stop him?  How could I?  If he hadn't told him today he would have
told him the morrow.  You know yourself he's been waiting for something
like this for years."

Mrs.  Maclntyre was not looking at her son now, but at Grace, and now
she exclaimed in a gabble, "He mustn't, he mustn't tell him.... The
children.  Have you thought of the children, and Andrew not here to
take your part?  You cannot stand alone."

Grace could find no words to answer this and Andrew cried, "But how can
you stop him.  Mother?  Anyway ... look at the time, I've got to go.
It's no use."

"I'll stop him, I can stop him."

"You?  Don't be silly.  Mother."

"I can."  She was standing straight and tall facing him, yet already
poised for flight.

"I have one hold over him.  He's terrified at me leaving him."  Before
she had finished speaking she was off round the corner of the house,
flying down the path to the wood.  All at once Grace became quite still
inside.  During the past shock-filled moments she had been strangely
afraid of Donald knowing.

Now she thought: it's as Andrew says, it'll be a clean cut.  They never
would have been able to do it.  If Mr.  Maclntyre reached Donald before



Mrs.  Maclntyre caught him, well, that would be that, she would face
up to it and get it over and thank God.  Yes, thank God.

It was as she thought thus that the air-raid siren sounded and she gave
a startled gasp and exclaimed, The children!  "

They were running down through the wood again.  When they reached the
quarry road they branched off, and in a few minutes he had lifted her
over the ditch and they were out of the wood and tearing down the main
road towards the curve that would bring them in view of the vicarage
gates.  But before they reached it the plane soared over them and they
actually saw it drop its bomb.

Within a split second Grace found herself picked up bodily and thrown
in the ditch, and when Andrew dropped on top of her, the earth heaved
and trembled as it had not done in the village since the night of the
big raid.

"Oh, Andrew!  Andrew!  The children!  The house!"  Her mouth was full
of dirt.

"Wait ... wait, he's coming back."  The plane soared over them again
and then was gone.  There was no more sound; it was as if it had been
sent to deliver a message and had done so.  Andrew rose and pulled her
to her feet and they were running again, flying towards the curve in
the road. When they rounded it they both stopped dead; side by side and
close together they stood leaning forwards as if frozen in flight.

There was a haze of dust pouring upwards from a big hole in the road
opposite to where the vicarage gate had been and on the verge of the
road some way on this side of the hole lay a huddled form which Grace
knew to be Mrs.  Maclntyre.

Andrew had reached his mother before Grace had covered half the
distance, and when she came up to them he had turned her over and was
shouting, "Mother!



Mother!  Mother!  Mother!  " There was a deep cut across her brow and
blood was pouring over her face.

Grace, with her hand across her mouth, murmured, "Is she ... ?"

"No.  She's alive."  He wiped the blood swiftly and tenderly from her
face, then cast his agitated gaze up at Grace as she gasped, "The
children, Andrew, the children."

As she dragged herself away from his side she was aware of men in
uniform racing up the hill towards them and then, like someone in a
daze, she was stumbling round the crater.  There at the other side and
what had been the beginning of the drive were two men bending over the
torn, twisted body of Mr.  Maclntyre, and about a dozen yards farther
up the drive, lying on his back, his head near the root of a tree, was
Donald.  She made to run towards him, then stopped, her hand over her
mouth again, this time because she knew she was going to vomit.  The
guilt that was filling her was turning her stomach not the guilt of
loving Andrew but the guilt bred of thoughts that had escaped in less
time than it had taken for the bomb to explode.  She hoped he was dead.
Oh, no!  No, no, no.

She must have paused for only a second, for she was bending above the
white, blood-drained face as a voice to her side said, "He's breathing.
It doesn't look as if anything's hit him.  The blast likely knocked him
against the tree."  She watched the khaki-clad figure lifting Donald's
head, and then the man said, "Yes, it's as I thought.  He's bleeding a
bit there, but it doesn't look much."

"Oh, ma'am, you all right?"

Grace straightened her back and turned dazed eyes on the wiry figure of
Mr.  Blenkinsop, and as she did so she took in that the place was now
swarming with people and two men were running towards them with a
stretcher.



As they came up one of them said, "Coo!  It's the vicar, poor--' He
did not add the epithet.

She watched them lift Donald on to the stretcher.  She did not speak or
make any move towards them; and then Mr.  Blenkinsop, taking her arm,
said, "Come on away out of it, ma'am, up to the house."

The house?  No, she must go to Andrew and his mother.  Poor Mrs.
Maclntyre!  Her poor face.  But there were the children.  She startled
Mr. Blenkinsop by tearing away from him up the drive.  But she had not
gone far before she pulled herself to a stop.  What was she thinking
about? The bomb had dropped at the gate, and if the children had been
with Donald there would be evidence of them.

As Mr.  Blenkinsop came panting up to her side, Peggy Mather appeared
at the head of the drive and she called coolly, "Who's got it this
time?

That was near enough.  The house almost bounced.  "

Peggy Mather had never used the prefix 'ma'am'; and although its lack
was on occasion decidedly noticeable, Grace had never had the nerve to
enforce it.  When Donald had pointed out it was her place to do just
that, she had said it wasn't worth the bother.  Peggy Mather was only
temporary .  the war over, she Would go.  In this moment of shock,
fear, and revulsion, she was further startled to hear herself
exclaiming in a high voice, "When you speak to me in the future, Peggy,
will you kindly address me as ma'am or Mrs.  Rouse.  Now, where are the
children?"

Peggy Mather's features had contracted until they looked like a piece
of dried leather.  The fact that she was taken aback was evident, and
after a moment, during which she glowered at her mistress, she said
with telling flatness, "Round the back where you left them ma'am.



The verger, taking hold of Grace's arm once more, said soothingly,
"We'll go and have a look, ma'am," and he led her away towards the back
of the house, and as they went he told himself that the poor thing was
suffering from shock or she would never have stood up to that one like
that.  A good job, too, and not afore time.  His Mary, God rest her,
would never have talked to the young mistress without a ma'am, but that
Peggy Mather!  He didn't know why Miss Shawcross kept her in her house;
if she knew half of her carry-on she wouldn't.

It was with something of wonder that Grace looked down on the three
children.  They had apparently not moved out of the sand-pit.  Stephen
looked up at her now and explained, "There was a big bang.  Mammy, and
Veronica said it was a bomb and wanted to go into the shelter, but I
told her it wasn't 'cause Daddy said God wouldn't let any bombs drop
today because it was so nice and sunny.  And, anyway, I told her if it
was a bomb you would have been here, wouldn't you.  Mammy?"

She did not answer, only stared down on them, thinking God would not
let any bombs drop today.

"What are you making?"  Mr.  Blenkinsop was now bending his creaking
joints over the sand-pit and looking down on Beatrice, but it was
Stephen who as usual answered for them all.

"Oh, she's just muddling, she's still trying to build a castle.  But
I'm building a dugout, and Veronica's building a God-house."

"Huh!  Huh!"  It was in the nature of a deep chuckle from Mr.
Blenkinsop.

"A God-house, eh?"

"Yes, that's what she calls them.  But Daddy says God hasn't got a
house, just churches.  Veronica's silly.... You are!  You are!"  He
pushed her, but she showed no resentment, only laughed, and went on
industriously poking holes in a square of sand.  And as Grace now



looked down on her the words began to revolve in her mind, A God-house
a God-house .  a God-house, until they turned themselves into a
mad-house .  a mad-house .  a madhouse.

"Oh, there you are."

Miss Shawcross came hurrying towards them, and as Grace turned from the
sand-pit there penetrated the whirling maze of her mind the thought
that Kate Shawcross looked distraught.  And it also came to her with a
strong feeling of impatience that this woman had the power to imbibe
the essence of any event, for she looked at this moment as if she had
partaken of the actual experience of the bombing.

"They're taking him to hospital ... the vicar?"

"Yes."  Grace nodded.

"He ... he was wounded?  And ... and you let him go alone?"

Something slipped in Grace's mind, lifting the haze from it, and her
voice was cut tingly cool as she said, "He wasn't wounded, he had
merely struck his head on a tree-trunk."

"But ... but you ... ?"  Miss Shawcross's voice was breaking, 'you let
him go alone?  " Her words faded on a note of recriminating
judgement.

Grace found herself rearing upwards, her head going back and her small
breasts thrusting out.  This woman .  this woman to criticise her, and
in front of Mr.  Blenkinsop.  She had stood enough .  she had put up
with enough all these years one way and another.  Kate Shawcross had
usurped her position right from the start yes, right from the start.

How dare she!  She would show her that she had reached her limit.

"When you speak to me.  Miss Shawcross, will you kindly remember that
I'm the vicar's wife."

Twice in less than five minutes she had done what she had never dreamed
of doing during the seven years of her



marriage .  pointed out her position as the vicar's wife.  She saw how
ludicrous the situation was.  Now, when she had ceased to be the
vicar's wife, when Mr.  Maclntyre had made it unnecessary for any more
posing or lying, she was laying claim to the supposed privilege.

As she walked past Kate Shawcross, whose whole face was twitching, Mr.
Blenkinsop said in a small placating voice, "There, there, we're all
upset, very upset.  There, don't take on, Kate ... there now, there
now."

His voice was soothing, and Grace had the impression that he was
patting Miss Shawcross's arm.  Patting her arm .  she would like to
slap her face.  Yes, she would .  Why hadn't she gone to the hospital
with Donald?  She was not only repeating Kate Shawcross's question but
asking the question of herself now.  Why hadn't she gone?

They would have let her.  But she'd had to see to the children, hadn't
she?  Had it been Andrew lying there what would she have done?  There
was no need to answer that question.

She did not make her way into the house through the kitchen because
Peggy Mather was there, but went towards the front door, telling
herself that she must sit down, if only for a minute, before going back
to the gate.  She felt sick and faint .  oh, she did feel faint.  As
the earth came up suddenly to meet her she heard Mr.  Blenkinsop's
voice crying, "Steady ... I steady ... I' When she came round she was
in the drawing-room and a voice was still saying, " Steady .  I steady!
 " but this time it was David's voice.

"Now drink this up."

She drank some bitter stuff from a glass, then he gently lowered her
head on to the couch again.

After a moment of blinking she looked wearily up at him.

"David."

"Don't talk."

"I must.  Mr.  Maclntyre ... is he ... is he dead?"



"Yes."

Dazedly she watched him look away, rubbing at his chin, and when his
eyes came back to her he said, "He's never been down as far as this for
years; in fact I've never known him come to the village.  He must have
come down to the road with his wife to see Andrew off."  He paused.

"You know, of course, that Andrew was passing through with a convoy?"

She stared at him, not saying a word.  He knew all about her that is,
up to now.  But she couldn't tell him the dreadful truth that she was
responsible for Mr.  Maclntyre's death.  It was she who had killed him,
not the bomb.  He never came down to the road, no, and he wouldn't have
come today but for her.  She saw him lying in a twisted heap.  She saw
Donald lying against the tree.  Had he managed to tell Donald
everything before the blast blew them apart?  Mr.  Maclntyre would have
wasted no time, he would have out with it.  Yet if they had been
standing together wouldn't Donald have received the full force of the
blast too?  Perhaps they hadn't met.  perhaps Donald was just coming
towards him down the drive .  perhaps, perhaps.  The thoughts were
trailing around in her mind.  She felt sleepy.  That stuff in the glass
she made an effort to rise, saying, "I must see ... see."

"Go to sleep."

"No, David, I must see...."

"There now, go to sleep.  That's it."

As David Cooper stood looking down on her he thought with analytical
coolness that it was a pity the position of old Maclntyre and the vicar
hadn't been reversed.  Then Donald would have been saved a great deal
of mental agony, which, when this was over and Andrew Maclntyre was
home again, he would certainly be called upon to face.  He could not
see any evasive action, no matter how



skilfully used and he had come to recognise this vicar as an expert in
this field being proof against these two young people and their needs.
As for Grace, the vicar's death would have given her a reprieve, a
mental reprieve.  When Andrew Maclntyre had given her the child it had
saved her from a breakdown, yet now she was heading fast that way
again.  The cure was in a way turning out to be worse than the disease.
He wondered why old Maclntyre had been down on the road with his wife;
he hadn't for a moment believed the reason was the one he had suggested
to Grace.  If he had gathered anything from his visits to the cottage
over the years it was that Douglas Maclntyre hated his son while the
mother loved him too much.  This latter, no doubt, could in the first
place have accounted for the old man's spleen, added to which he was
full of the pride and bigotry which self-education engenders in some
Scots.  No, Mr.  and Mrs.  Maclntyre had not come down to the road to
see their son off.  Of this he was certain.

He did not know what the outcome of all this would be, but he hoped he
wouldn't be living in the house when the balloon went up.  It was very
awkward.  Although all his sympathy lay with Grace, there were
definitely two sides to be taken into account.



"The man's not all there, he can't be.  Do you mean to say he hasn't
mentioned it in any way?"

Grace shook her head slowly.

"Not a word."

"Not a word?"

"No, Aunt Aggie, not a word."

Grace looked beyond Aggie's broad figure towards the window and the
garden, a gaily flowered window-box, and she remarked to herself that
there hadn't been a thing out in the box the last time she had sat
here.  She was finding like Donald, she could be talking of one thing
while thinking of another.  She should be keeping her mind on what she
was telling Aunt Aggie; instead she was thinking of the window-box.

She had not seen Aggie since three days before the bomb dropped, and
that was well over a month now.  On that fateful day Aggie had taken
herself off to Devon to have a week with her late husband's sister, but
the week had spread into four, for Aggie had got her nose into some
property not selling it this time, but buying it.  She had, during her
stay there, purchased three houses.  One of her purchases she was very
enthusiastic about, a dilapidated cottage in a wood near Buckfastleigh.
She had apparently picked it up for a song, and not with the idea of
letting when the war was over, as she intended doing with the other
two, but of making it a place where Grace and the children could go in
the summer for the holidays.  Grace's thoughts now hovered about this
cottage; it seemed to be the very answer to her



present need.  If it could be made habitable she would take the
children there and be away from everybody Kate Shawcross and Peggy
Mather, all the faces in the village away from Aunt Susie and Uncle
Ralph and their 'committee meetings'.  Her thoughts touched on everyone
but Donald.

But what about Mrs.  Maclntyre?  The last words Andrew had said to her
over the phone were, "Will you see to my mother, Grace?"  and she had
promised with loving emphasis "Yes, oh yes, I'll see to her, darling.
Don't worry, I'll see to her."  Perhaps Mrs.  Maclntyre would come with
her when she came out of hospital.  perhaps.  But what if she were
really blind?  No, no, she mustn't be blind, she couldn't be blind. 
They could do such wonderful things now, she couldn't be blind.

Oh no!  The protest against Mrs.  Maclntyre's blindness became loud in
her head.  She couldn't be made to carry that weight on her conscience
too, Mrs.  Maclntyre's blindness.

"But one way or another he could have mentioned it."

"Yes, Aunt Aggie, one way or another he could."  She found she was
repeating everything Aggie said.

"Is he aiming to push you round the bend?"

"Whether he's aiming or not, he's succeeding."

"Well, be damned, it's up to you, girl, not to let him.  If old
Maclntyre did tell him, why doesn't he come out into the open with it
like a man, and if he doesn't know everything why doesn't he speak of
the bombing?  He came off pretty lightly, anyway."

"He's supposed to be suffering from shock."

"Shock be damned!"

"Yes, that's what I've been saying to myself.  About this cottage. Aunt
Aggie, how many rooms did you say it has?"

"Six but mind, they're just boxes."



"And it is furnished?"

"Yes, if you can call it that.  It was left as it stood at the
beginning of the war and the stuff wasn't very great then."

"Could it be made habitable?"

"Oh yes.  My, yes, of course it could.  I'm only saying it isn't
another Willow Lea, but it will be a grand little place when it has a
good clean-up and some attention.  All it wants is a handyman on it for
a few weeks.  I'm going down there in the summer and I'll rake out
somebody and get the place shipshape."

"It will be ship-shape before that.  Aunt Aggie."

"What do you mean, girl?"

"I've got to find some place, some place for the children, some place
where he won't think of looking for us.  I'm just going to pick them up
and go.  It wouldn't be any use asking him if I could, even for a few
months, he' wouldn hear of it.  He'd just shut me up.  In one way or
another he'd shut me up ... and effectively.  No, the only thing is to
pick them up and go."

Aggie was staring down at her niece.

"So you've made up your mind at last?"  she said quietly.

"Well, I'm glad to hear that.  Sometimes I've thought you must be
barmy, for anyone else in your place would have made the break after
Stephen if not before; and you know, sometimes I've thought he's got
some weird power over you, keeping you there.

It's as if he's got you inside an elastic band, and he's just got to
twang it and back you spring.  "

"Well, Aunt Aggie, I won't spring back this time.  My mind's been made
up for me.... I ... I'm pregnant again."

Aggie's eyes and mouth, even her whole face, seemed to spread outwards
before she exclaimed, "God Almighty!  Are you out of your mind
altogether to go and do a thing like that?  Oh!  God above!"  She waved
her two hands as if



in supplication and then said angrily, "But why weren't you careful? I
warned you, girl."

"How could I be careful, Aunt Aggie, when I wasn't expecting to have to
be.  He only had an hour remember, and half of that was taken up with
seeing his mother.  I didn't think there would be any need for care.
These things just happen and you can't say at such a time as that, " No
no, I'm not prepared for it".... It's no use, Aunt Aggie, it's done.
And don't look so upset.  I'm not.  It had to be this, it had to be
something like this to bring things into the open.  Andrew said that
day, " Let my father tell him, it needs something like this to bring
matters to a head", but that didn't work out.  Or if it did, Donald's
holding on to it like a secret weapon.  But he can't hold on to this
one.  He won't be able to turn his back on this rising fact, or make
any claim to it."  With a crudeness foreign to her she patted her
stomach, then rose to her feet.  And as she got up Aunt Aggie sat
down.

Of the two, she was the more agitated.

Grace looked down at Aggie now and asked, "Have you told Aunt Susie and
Uncle Ralph about this cottage?"

"No, I only got in last night and I haven't been round there yet,
although she was on the phone this morning to see if I was all right,
all in one piece.  I'm to go round there for tea."

"Then don't tell them about the place.  Aunt Aggie, because if Donald
started working on Uncle Ralph he would soon give himself away.  Uncle
Ralph is a strong believer in the rights of husbands."

"But you'll have to let me get something done to the place before going
in, the roofs leaking at one side."

"Could we go down and see it?"

"Yes, we could make the trip, say, next week-end I couldn't do it
this."



That'll do.  I'll ask Aunt Susie to have Beatrice.  Stephen will be
all right at home.  I'd like to be settled in it within three months. 
" She did not say, " Before I start to show.  "

Grace now went and stood near the window and looked down on the
window-box.

"You know, Aunt Aggie," she said, "I've got a feeling I'm going to
enjoy carrying this one.  Donald would have to stretch his imagination
some to lay claim to it.  There will be nothing he can do about it, and
you've no idea what a feeling of relief that is.  Knowing that I won't
have to witness any more daddy-boy acting.  That in itself was a form
of torture.  Oh, Aunt Aggie, what an odd life I've had."  She turned
round now and smiled at Aggie, but Aggie could not return the smile she
was crying quietly.

Four months later Grace was still at Willow Lea but poised, as it were,
for take-off.  One incident after another had managed to delay her
flight, two of the most important of them being that handymen and
materials with which to repair the cottage were difficult to come by,
and not until just over three weeks ago had it become ready.  Then
Stephen went down with measles, followed in turn by Beatrice and
Veronica.  But now there were no more obstacles.  She did not think of
Donald as an obstacle, for he would know nothing until they were
gone.

She hadn't been idle during the past weeks.  Everything was packed,
and, to make things easier for her, she was no longer under the keen
eye of David.  Three days ago he had taken up his new home in rooms
over Stanley's shop.  He had taken on a housekeeper, a Mrs.  Maitland,
a war widow with a child of three, and Grace felt, and hoped sincerely,
she would soon change her name to Cooper.



She was already penning in her mind the letter which she would write
to Donald later tonight telling him she was leaving him because she was
going to have a baby, whose father was also the father of Beatrice and
Stephen.  She would tell him not to try to find her, for if he should
and made to claim the custody of the children she would have to speak,
and in court, about things which would be embarrassing and painful to
both of them.  So it was better, etc.  " etc.

Over the past few weeks she had been taking certain of their clothing
and belongings to Aggie's, and she was going now to get a box from the
top of the nursery cupboard in which to pack some toys.  In her own
room she had just taken off the loose three-quarter length overall she
usually wore, presumably to keep her dress clean when dealing with the
children.  The ritual of the four-o'clock drawing-room tea had ended,
partly from choice and partly because meals since the advent of David's
coming into the house had been somewhat erratic, so her wearing an
overall, it being an attractive one, had brought no comment from
Donald.

She was reaching to the top of the cupboard and had the box actually in
her hand when her attention was drawn towards the door .  and Donald. 
He was staring at her.  Her vocabulary had no words with which to
describe his look.  His eyes were not on her face but on the globe of
her stomach, which was accentuated by her skirt and her extreme
thinness.

He stepped slowly into the room, closing the door behind him.  They had
the nursery to themselves, for the children were at this minute racing
across the drive, their yells rising up to the open window.

She did not try to cover herself up; there was nothing to do it with
anyway, except her hands, and these she kept hanging idly at her sides



as she looked at him, thinking that she would have given anything to
avoid this.  She had tried, she had done her best, he had treated her
for months now with coldness, almost ignoring her for days on end,
except when in the company of David or visitors, when his manner was so
skilfully general that no-one could have picked out of it any
particular attitude towards herself.

"You ... you're...."

' .  Yes, I am.  " Her voice was quiet and held no tremor.  She did not
feel any fear of him at this moment, nor any shame at the admission. At
last, at last, the air was going to be cleared.  The dreadful years of
lying were finished, her life would be open and aired, and from this
day forward she would keep it aired.  If she was forced to live in sin,
well and good, it would be all right with her.

That's how she was feeling one moment, the next she had her hands in
front of her face shielding herself as she cried, "Don't!  Don't!"  In
a split second Donald had whipped up from the nursery table a large,
heavy, cut glass water jug.  It seemed impossible that it wouldn't
crash down on her head.  She cowered almost double, when from the crook
of her arm she saw it fall against the nursery cupboard, still held in
his grip.  Not until it had slid some way down the door did he release
it, to fall to the ground with a crash but not to break.

She staggered back now away from him towards the wall.  His face looked
blue as if he was going to have a heart attack.  He looked enormous
standing there, his eyes pouring out their hate of her.  Then much like
those of an old senile man, the muscles of his body began to twitch.

His legs, his arms, his face, he looked all at witch With a swaying
movement he turned and faced the cupboard door and, putting his arm on
it, he leant his head against it.



Still against the wall Grace stood and watched him.  She was trembling
all over.  She had always guessed that something like this would
happen, that's why she had wanted to get away without having to bring
the matter into the open.  He had nearly hit her with the jug: the
suave, polished, controlled minister had nearly hit her.  The blow
might have killed her, and the child.  She had dealt a blow to his
pride that all his veneer was no proof against.

He turned now but did not move away from the door, seeming afraid to
leave its support, but he looked across the room to where she stood and
after gulping twice in his throat he muttered, "You you've brought me
to this, you've made me ... He looked at the jug, then his head drooped
suddenly forward and he swung it from side to side.

"You've done this to me, shamed, humiliated...."

At this moment Beatrice's voice bordering on tears, came from directly
below the open window, screaming, "No!  Stevie.  No, don't, Stevie."

Stephen answered but his words were not distinct and there followed
another high scream from Beatrice.

Grace, knowing that Stephen must be up to something, wanted to go to
the window, but she couldn't take her eyes from Donald.  At this moment
her whole being was filled with pity for him.  She watched him stagger
like a drunken man towards the low nursery table and stand with his
knees against it for support.  His body was still twitching and it
twitched forward across the table as he groaned out under his breath,
"You're debased .. no better than a street woman ... a whore."

Her pity vanished.

"Who's to blame for that?"  She did not allow him to get anything in
but went on quickly, bitterly, "Well, tomorrow I'm relieving you of my
de based self, I'm going ... and for good."



He pulled himself upwards, and as Beatrice's screeching reached an
ear-splitting crescendo he thrust out a shaking hand towards the window
and demanded in awesome tones, "The children, you'd leave the
children?"

"No."  She shook her head.

"No, I'm not going to ... As if he were jumping bodily into a breech to
prevent some fatal catastrophe he now flung his arms wide and began to
move in the narrow space between the table and the wall with the
gestures of a rapidly animated clockwork being, and as he moved he
shouted, " You can't leave my children .  my children.  You would leave
them motherless and with disgrace on them.  Do you hear?  Disgrace!  "
The jerking movements stopped for a second before he went on, again
gabbling, now almost incoherently, about his children, his children.
Grace looked at him.

He was like a child putting up a defence mechanism.  He would not
listen to the words that he knew she was about to say, "I'm taking the
children with me."  He would not admit such a possibility.  If he
talked fast enough about his children, then she couldn't possibly say
she was taking them.  His attitude now was like that of some backward
individual who had only the sound of its voice to prove its power.

Suddenly she shouted as she sometimes did at the children, "Stop it!

This minute!  Stop it, I say!  " And when he stopped and stood staring
at her, the sweat running down his face, she said in slow definite
tones, " I'm leaving tomorrow and I'm taking the children with me.  Do
you hear?  And .  and I'll tell you now .  they're not your children. 
" There, it was out.

He bent low and placed his hands on the table looking like some great
orang-outang in this attitude.  His voice even held some animal's
guttural quality when he said, "They are my children; you'll never get
them from me



. never.  Do you understand that?  Never will those children leave my
side, I swear on it.  "

"Stevie!  Stevie!"  Beatrice's voice was still screaming from the
drive, and Grace shivered now as her calmness seeped from her and fear
took its place.

In his bent position, with his head up, they were on eye level and they
stared at each other while Beatrice screamed.  They stared at each
other until slowly Donald straightened himself up and, groping for his
handkerchief, wiped the sweat from his face.  He stood looking
downwards for a few minutes taking in great breaths of air, and then,
in a voice more like his own now, he said without looking at her, "I
want to hear no more, and I will forgive you if you will promise before
God that this will never happen again."

"I don't want your so-called forgiveness, and I give no such
promise."

His head came up slowly and he stared at her again.

"Grace ... I said I would forgive you.  Don't you realise just what it
has taken for me to say those words?  I'm a priest of God, but I am a
man and you have done me a most grievous wrong, the most grievous wrong
" Grievous wrong?  Huh!  " It was a laughing sound but the muscles of
her face did not stretch.  In her head was a rising spate of swear
words, which some part of her was trying, unsuccessfully, to press
down.  She nodded quickly at him now as she said, " Once again I'll say
to you:

don't be such a bloody hypocrite.  Grievous wrong.  Oh, my God!  "

"Stop that swearing.  I won't have it, do you hear?  Call me hypocrite
or whatever your trivial mind suggests, but I won't have you swearing
in my presence...."

"Mammy!  Mammy!  Mammy!"  The words rose up in a paroxysm of screaming,
and such was their intensity they forced Grace to the window, and as



she went there threw bitterly over her shoulder, "Grievous wrong."

Even as she glanced out of the window she was only giving a fragment of
her attention to the child who was kneeling on the gravel below beating
her little fists as she screamed, for her mind was still full of words,
dreadful words, wanting to hurl them at Donald.  Then in another second
Beatrice had her whole attention, for, following the child's petrified
gaze, she saw to her horror what had all this time been eliciting her
screams.  Stephen was climbing the trellis work that led up to the
nursery window.  It was used as a support for the delicate tendrils of
the clematis, and he was now more than halfway up it.  Instinctively
Grace's hand went to her throat.  She knew she must not shout at him,
but the fears and tensions of the last few minutes came over in her
voice as she exclaimed, "Stephen!"  The boy looked up, startled.  Then,
pleased to see that she was witnessing his daring feat, he called,
"Look, Mammy, I can climb...."  Looking up at her in his moment of
triumph his head had gone too far back.  As he released his hand for
the next pull, he overbalanced, and to a scream that out-did Beatrice's
he fell on to the drive.

Grace was out of the room, down the stairs and on to the drive in a
matter of seconds.  Beatrice's screams had reached the point of
hysteria now, but there was no sound at all from Stephen.  As her arms
went round him to gather him up she was thrust roughly aside.

"Don't touch him!"  Donald spoke as if her touch would defile the boy
and brought up in her an emotion that bordered on rage.  But she had to
stand aside to see him lift the child and carry him indoors.  As she
watched him disappear into the drawing-room with the limp figure in his
arms she forced herself towards the telephone, and there rang up David,
and as she gave the number she was surprised to hear herself still
muttering, "Grievous wrong.  Grievous wrong."



At nine o'clock that night Grace phoned Aggie, and when she heard the
brisk tones saying "Hello' she said without any preamble, " Stephen's
had a fall, Aunt Aggie.  They think he might have fractured his
hip-bone.  He's in the Cottage Hospital.  "

"No!"

"Yes, Aunt Aggie."

"And you were to come tomorrow."

"Yes, Aunt Aggie."

"It's fantastic."

"That isn't all.  He's found out about the other ... and you'll be
pleased to know I'm to be forgiven."

"Aw!  Girl."

"He won't let me have the children.... The elastic band has pulled
tight again.  Aunt Aggie."

"My God!"



Grace's third child was born on 1 January 1944, and she called it
Jane.  Donald was confined to bed with 'flu at the time, and so any
lack of interest he might have shown was not observed.

Stephen did not like the advent of another sister, for it took some of
the limelight away from his ironbound leg.  Beatrice did not care one
way or the other; so Grace seemed to have her daughter to herself.  And
this state of affairs went on until the child was six months old.

Donald, to Grace's knowledge, had never looked at the baby, and she was
glad of that.  At least this child would be hers, for Beatrice had long
ago followed in Stephen's footsteps and was Daddy's little girl.

But Jane was hers and would remain hers.

With the birth of the child Grace developed a philosophy, perhaps a
negative one, but nevertheless it had the becalming effect of
acceptance.  It was no use, she told herself, she would struggle no
more.  She would take things as they came what had to be would be.

She had her child it was as if she had only one and Mrs.  Maclntyre.

It was strange the comfort that Andrew's mother had brought to her in
the past months.  It should have been the other way round but no, it
was Mrs.  Maclntyre, now almost blind but for a faint light in the left
eye, who gave her comfort while at the same time killing any hope for
future reprieve from the life she was at present leading, for, as Mrs.
Maclntyre said, her sight was now



in the ends of her fingers and these had become familiar over the
years with every article of furniture in her home.  Moreover, when she
stood outside her front door she did not need anyone to point out what
lay in front of her.  The air on her face, mist-laden, wet, warm or
stinging with snow particles, told her how the fells would be looking
at that moment.  Was there any hope, then, that Andrew would leave his
mother alone in the cottage, 'and go and live his own life a little way
off, as she would say to Grace?

"But not too far, so that he could look her up betimes?"  No, the
pattern was already set.

But her new philosophy said: "Don't worry.  Wait and see, take it in
your stride."  That was until the morning of her twenty-sixth birthday,
which Donald had not acknowledged.  From that day she no longer told
herself to take it in her stride: she told herself to fight.

The telephone had rung as Donald was crossing the hall and he picked it
up, and as she went into the drawing-room she heard him say, "Oh,
hello, David', and then a long pause and, " I'm very sorry'.  A few
seconds later he was standing in the drawing-room.  She was gathering
some papers up from the table, her back to him, when she realised he
was looking at her.  This hadn't happened for a long time, not since
the night in the nursery.  She turned and faced him.

"David has just phoned.  He tells me He paused, " They have heard that'
his voice sank 'that Bertrand Parley's been killed in action.  "

She allowed him to hold her gaze as she thought: Oh, poor Bertrand .
poor fellow.  But as she looked at him her mind told her why he was
giving her the news of Bertrand Parley's death in this way.  He
thought, he actually thought, that Bertrand was the father of the



children.  No bubble of laughter rose in her at this revelation only a
faint sense of wonder at the knowledge that this could prove that he
knew nothing about Andrew.  And yet against this supposition was the
fact that he had never once mentioned anything concerning the bomb
being dropped.  Nor had he ever spoken of its effect on Mrs. 
Maclntyre.

She turned from him and sat down on the couch, and it took all her
control, when he stood in front of her, his gaze directed down on her
as he said, "I'm sorry.  You know that, don't you?"  not to cry out,
"Don't be such a bloody fool!"  This was the first time she had sworn
inside her head for a number of weeks, and it brought the usual feeling
of sick revulsion against herself and she cried out at it, "No not
again, don't start that again."  After a long, silent moment Donald
left her and the spate of words died away.

But that very afternoon they returned in force.  It was when Donald
looked at the child for the first time.  Not only looked at her but
took her up in his arms.

She was standing at her bedroom window looking towards the sand-pit.

The pram was near the edge of the pit and she saw Donald coming towards
it to tell the children as always that he was at hand again, for never
did he return to the house, even after an absence of only an hour, but
he made his presence known to them.  Stephen was not in the pit but
sailing a boat on the small fish pond some distance away, and on the
sight of Donald he sprang up with the hampered agility of the iron
supporting his leg and made a dash towards him, and once again, perhaps
for the fourth or fifth time that day, he was lifted up high.

Then it was Beatrice's turn, for whatever Stephen had she must have
too.  Even if she hadn't demanded it Donald would have seen that she
got it.  It was with one on each side of him that he walked towards the
pram and, standing in front of it, looked down on the gurgling, fat and
anything but pretty face



of Jane.  He stood for a long time like this while the children
jabbered and talked and prodded their sister in various ways.  Then
through the open window Grace heard his voice remonstrating with them
gently, "Now, now, Stephen, you mustn't be rough.  No, Beatrice, no,
not like that."  When she saw him bend slowly forward and pick the
child up into his arms her stomach seemed to turn over.  The sensation
was similar to that created by an enema sickly sweat-making.  And what
followed next did nothing to lessen this sensation.  She saw her
husband carry the child to the garden seat, where, placing her on his
right knee and putting his arm about her, he took hold of her right
hand, then with his left hand he drew towards him Stephen's right hand
and placed Jane's podgy fist in it.  Then, taking hold of Stephen's
left hand, he joined it to Beatrice's left with his own.  There was now
formed a circle and the circle was almost encompassed by his two
arms.

The ritual had been accomplished without a word.  Daddy was showing
them a new game and the children's faces were alight.  Words were not
necessary.

The feeling in Grace's stomach had brought a weakness to her legs, and
she leant against the stanchion of the deep window-sill and in the
silence of the room she talked to him, spitting out the words, "You
won't do it!  No, by God, not with her you won't!  You shan't take her
from me.  No, Donald, I'll play you at your own game.... You ... I You
...I You ... I You're inhuman, you must be.  Oh the cruelty..  You ...
I You...!  You...!..."

The new phase was given its seal on the Sunday following this ritual of
possession, for Donald preached a sermon on "Forgive us our
trespasses'.  She was sitting in their pew, Stephen on one side and
Beatrice on the other, and Donald, standing above her in the pulpit,



asked the congregation how could they expect to be forgiven for their
shortcomings if they did not forgive others, and not just for small
sins, but for grievous sins.  The sin of unfaithfulness had been bred
like a germ through this war, but sins, like germs, must be attacked
and exterminated.  Yet who would think of exterminating the man because
he carried in his body the germs of, say, influenza.  No, you could
kill the germs and save the man.  So it was with sin.  And he told them
they were incapable of forgiveness unless they became humble.... Grace
was rearing inside.  Unless you were humble.  My God!  Humble!

Donald humble!  And these poor Air Force fellows in the congregation
and those girls.  They would all be thinking he was at them.  She
wanted to turn to them and say, "Don't worry, it's not you he's getting
at."

Forgiveness .  unless ye become as little children .  humility.

She looked straight at him, but he did not once let his gaze rest on
her.  Humility.  What about stealing?  Practised, calculated
stealing.

Not the stealing in a passion- inflamed moment of another man's wife.

That was a clean thing, almost a virtue, compared with the daily,
hourly, sucking in to himself the lives .  the whole lives and
emotions, the loyalty and love of two children whom he was determined
now made into three.  Humility!

She just had to see Aunt Aggie.

When later that same day she made a flying visit to Newcastle she flung
her arms wide as she asked Aggie, "What can I do?  I feel helpless
against such ... such wiliness.  Oh, I could go, but ... but it's
Stephen."

In reply Aggie made a statement which was not an answer.

"The unnatural swine," she said, 'blast him to hell's flames.  "



As one nerve-strained day melted into another Grace fought Donald in
every way she could to resist his usurping of Jane.  The conflict was
all the more intense because no mention of it was made by either of
them.

The ill-effect of the situation on Grace was added to when she had to
face the fact that never would she be able to take Stephen away from
Donald.  She might as well drain off the boy's blood and expect him to
live as separate him from the man he called Daddy.

The whole pattern of her life was becoming unbearable; only the sight
and touch of Andrew could have brought her easement.  But Andrew was in
Italy.  From North Africa and Sicily he had gone to Italy.  His letters
from there awaited her at Aggie's every Saturday morning, but they
nearly always ended with, "It won't be long now, it's nearly over, it's
near the end."

When the end finally came, hope for a time brought colour back into her
face if not flesh on to her bones and she thought continually, "Maybe
tomorrow.  Maybe tomorrow.  Maybe tomorrow."  But it was many months
later, and peace an accepted thing, before she saw Andrew.

One Friday night, at six o'clock, Peggy Mather, in the act of putting
on her coat and wrapping a scarf around her head against the snow
buzzard that was raging, heard the telephone ring, and she was about to
pull the back door open to leave when she heard it ring for the second



time.  She stopped.  The vicar was making so much bloomin' noise in
the nursery with those hairns that he couldn't hear the bell.  And
where was she?  she wondered.  She stamped across the kitchen and
through the baize door into the hall, and when the phone rang again she
picked it up and said, "Hello?"  After a moment she put it down and
went to the bottom of the stairs and yelled in her loudest voice, "It's
for you ma'am!"  Never once did she use the word ma'am without giving
it a telling quality.

Grace was in the bathroom tidying up after having bathed the children,
and she only just heard the call.  When she got to the top of the
stairs Peggy Mather, from the folds of her scarf which she was now
pulling over her mouth, muttered, "Phone."

"Thank you, Peggy."  Grace screwed up her face and cast her eyes in the
direction of the nursery, from which were issuing high-pitched, gleeful
yells.

When she took up the phone Aggie's voice came immediately to her
saying, "Hello there, you been asleep?"

"No, Aunt Aggie, but there was so much noise going on upstairs I
couldn't hear the bell."

"How are you?"

"Oh ... you know ... as usual."

"How are you off for beef for the weekend?"

"Beef, Aunt Aggie?  Well ... Grace shook her head as she repeated, "
Beef?  Not at all, we've had mutton for the last four weeks.  I'm sick
of the sight of it.  Can you get me a piece of beef?  "

"Yes, a prime bit, real Scotch."  Aggie laughed at this point and
added, "And not from under the counter either."

Grace was smiling into the phone.  Aggie sounded happy, even excited;

she was always digging up something on her rounds.  She knew so many
people.  But a piece of beef!



"Grace."

"Yes, Aunt Aggie?"

"Hold on to something, I've got a surprise for you.  In fact it's the
Scotch beef in person."

Grace moved the phone from her ear and looked at it, and then it was
tightly pressed against her flesh as a voice, a low, deep voice, came
over the wire saying, "Grace ... Grace."

She closed her eyes and gripped at the edge of the telephone table, for
not for the life of her could she utter a sound.

"Grace ... The voice was lower, deeper.

"Grace ... darling, are you there ... ?  Grace."

Her mouth was open, the words were swelling up in her ready to pour
out, when she heard Aggie's astringent tone calling sharply, "Grace . I
Grace, do you hear me?  Are you there?"

"Yes.  Oh, Aunt Aggie!"

"Is anybody about?"

Grace shook her head again and was on the point of saying "No' when she
heard the door of the nursery close overhead and Donald's footsteps
coming towards the stairs, and she said hastily:

"Yes, Aunt Aggie, yes."

"You'll be in tomorrow morning, then?"

"Yes, Aunt Aggie."  Donald was in the hall now and she forced herself
to talk.

"I've got enough coupons to get Beatrice the outfit that we saw.  Yes,
I'll be over in the morning ... and ... and meet you.

Good night, Aunt Aggie.  Good night.  "

She put the phone down as Donald went into the study and, running
upstairs towards her own room, she paused on the landing for a moment
and looked towards the nursery.  She should dash in there now and



gather them to her and cry, "Children!  Children!  Your daddy's come
home.  Three years and you haven't seen your daddy.  But he's home now,
home for good, for ever and ever and ever.  Just like the fairy tales.
Yes, just like the fairy tales, for ever and ever."



Grace paused for a second before inserting the key into the lock of
Aggie's front door.  In spite of the snow on the ground and the
knife-edged air she was sweating and trembling with it.  She had not
slept all night waiting for this moment, and now that it had come she
was filled with a mixture of shyness, elation, and dread the dread
centred round Andrew's reactions to her changed appearance, for she
felt that she was no longer beautiful.  It was impossible to feel as
she did inside and still remain beautiful, and there was the evidence
of her mirror to prove it.  She was thin to the point of drabness, the
bones of her face pressed forward through her skin, her eyes no longer
sparkled, her blonde hair now appeared tow-coloured to her and hung
limply, without life.  Would Andrew see her as she saw herself?  The
key seemed to turn of its own accord and the door swung open to reveal
Andrew, an outsize, bronzed Andrew, standing rigidly posed halfway up
the stairs.

"Grace."

He did not leap towards her but advanced slowly, taking one step at a
time, his eyes riveted on her.

When he reached the foot of the stairs she hadn't moved from the open
door.  Not until his arms came out towards her and he spoke her name
again in a tone so deep it was akin to a groan did she fling herself
forward into his arms.

"Darling, darling!  Oh, Andrew!"



His mouth was moving in her hair, over her brow, around her face, and
all the while she kept repeating his name, "Andrew, Andrew."  When her
mouth was covered with his the tenseness seeped from her body, and she
seemed to fall into him, right through his hard bony frame into the
centre of his being.

Clinging together, they went into the sitting-room, and, still
together, they sat on the couch; and together they lay back, not
speaking now, and kissed their fill.

It was some time later when Grace whispered, "Aunt Aggie ... where is
she?"

"She had important shopping."  Andrew smiled whimsically.

"She's very tactful, is Aunt Aggie."

They both laughed softly.  Half an hour later Grace lay gazing into
Andrew's face.  It looked healthy and attractive, made more so by the
unusual white tuft of hair to the side of his brow.  Her fingers moving
over it lovingly, she said, "It might have killed you."

"It might, but it didn't ... it didn't even give me a week in hospital
I was never lucky."

"Oh, Andrew!"

"Only in finding you ... there's no-one in the wide world like you."

He had her face cupped in his two brown hands.

"You still think that?"  Her question had a plea in it, and he pulled
her towards him and held her tightly as he said, "I'll go on thinking
it until the day I die."

There was a silence between them now until he asked softly, "Tell me,
how are the children?"

There followed another silence before she answered him, and then her
voice cracked as she said, "Fine, they're fine."  In the silence she
had pictured herself on the landing last night after she had received
the news of his coming, when she had wanted to run into



the nursery and say to them, "Children, your daddy's home."

A strange sadness was now enveloping her; it was seeping into the joy
of the moment, depriving it of harmony, of its high pinnacle of
easement, and all because it had been impossible to say to her
children, "Here is your daddy," and also impossible to watch the light
of ownership, the pride of the creator, as Andrew looked on his
children after a long separation.

She had longed, ached, lived for this moment, and she told herself that
this was heaven and she desired nothing more.  She thrust at the
sadness, pushing it away, denying herself incompleteness, denying that
a vital section of herself was even now in the nursery at Willow Lea.

When Andrew, with a soft yearning in his voice, said, "What does
Stephen look like?"  she refrained from saying, "Like you," as he had
refrained from asking, "Does he look like me?"  but she compromised by
saying, "Tall, thin," and then added, "He could be dour at times."

They laughed together at this, and he playfully punched her cheek
before he asked, "And Beatrice?"

She ran her finger down the bridge of his nose, saying, "This is in
evidence and I don't think it's going to add to her beauty."

He touched his nose and the twinkle deepened in his eyes as he
remarked, "It's a decent enough neb ... at least my mother always said
so."

"Mothers are prejudiced."

"Are you prejudiced?"  He was pressing her head into his neck now and
she nodded it against him as she murmured, "Yes, very much so."  Then
she added softly, "Wait until you see Jane.  She's like her name, plain
and podgy, but she's a darling."

"Yes?"  He went on stroking her hair, pressing her face into his neck,



keeping it hidden so that she would not see his expression and she
knew this.  In yet another silence that followed she knew that they
were both stalling, warding off the time when Donald's name must be
mentioned.

The sound of a key turning in the lock relieved them for a moment, and
when the drawing-room door opened they were leaning against the back of
the couch, their faces wreathed in smiles, each with a hand
outstretched towards Aggie.

"Will you have a drop of soda with it?"

"No, I'll take it neat, thanks, Aunt Aggie."

Aggie handed the glass to Andrew where he sat at the side of the
fireplace, then, sitting opposite to him and bending forward, she asked
quietly, "What is it, Andrew?"

Andrew swirled the drink around in the glass, looking at it the while,
and then, leaning his head against the back of the chair, he cast his
eyes ceiling wards before saying, "The war was easier than this at
least I could handle my part of it."

"Something gone wrong between you and Grace?"  There was an anxious
note in Aggie's voice, and Andrew brought his head quickly from the
back of the chair as emphatically he said, "No, no, not between her and
me."

"What is it then?"

"It's the children."

"Oh."  Aggie nodded her head slowly.

He finished the whisky, and after putting the glass on the table at his
hand he bent forward, and, placing his forearms on his knees, he looked
at Aggie and said, "You know I had visions of picking her up the minute
I got home, her and the children, and my mother as well, and going off
somewhere.  I was even prepared to live on her money until I got a job
I knew it wouldn't



take me long to find work.  I even played with the idea of accepting
your offer' he smiled a little here before adding 'even when I knew it
was the worst service I could do you.  I'm not made for selling things.
Anyway, I knew I wouldn't be out of work.  Wherever there was soil and
cattle I would find a job.  It seemed easy, simple, when I was all
those miles away.  It even seemed simple a week ago today when Grace
and I met in this room, but it's simple no longer.  "

"Did you go to the house?"

"Yes, I went to the house."  Andrew now turned his eyes towards the
fire.

"I wasn't looking forward to meeting him.  I felt ... well, a bit
scurvy somehow.  That was before I saw him and then all that feeling
went.  I can't explain it, but when I looked at him any remorse at my
underhand dealings vanished.  He didn't appear to me like a man at all.
I hadn't the feeling I had betrayed a man.  When he stood there with
Jane in his arms and said to me, " You haven't seen Jane, have you?  "
I could have taken it in different ways that he was taunting me, for
instance, telling me he knew all about everything, and yet I reasoned
that if that was the case, then it would be impossible for him to act
as he was doing at that moment, for he was jolly and laughing and his
face looked open.  I couldn't credit any man with the power of being so
subtle, of being able to act such a part."

"Where was Grace in all this?"  Aggie put in.

"She went into the house.  I don't think she could stand it."

"I don't think so either."

"You know.  Aunt Aggie, I'd been a bit perplexed the first few days
because Grace didn't talk about the children, but when I stood on that
drive and saw him with the three of them I understood, for if ever I
saw three hairns adoring a man it was those three ... my three."



His face was turned completely away from Aggie now, and she could only
see his profile, with the ear and jaw-bone twitching.  After watching
him for a moment she said, "I've been afraid of this, but it's
something you've got to face up to.  I, me self have had to face it,
Andrew.... Grace can't take those children away from that man.  Jane
perhaps yes, but not the other two, and never Stephen, and she won't
leave them and come to you without them."

"I wouldn't want her to."  His voice was brisk and the words clipped.

"Well then, you've got to look at this thing squarely.  You give her up
and go away, or you carry on as you are."

He had turned on her first words and now he answered them by saying,
"Oh, Aunt Aggie, don't be silly," and then, moving his head from side
to side, he added hastily, "I'm sorry, but you know what I mean.

There's no separating Grace and me whatever happens it's one of these
things that's there for life.  "

"Well then, you've got to face the consequences, and don't forget,
there's your mother she won't leave the house.  You're as tied as Grace
is."

"I know that only too well, but the awful thing is, Aunt Aggie, that I
want the children more than ever now because of yesterday."

"Yesterday?  What d'you mean?"

Aggie watched Andrew pull himself to his feet and walk to the window
and back before saying, "Stephen said he didn't like me."

"What?  Stephen said that?"

"Yes."

"How did that come about?"

"It was when I was on the point of leaving.  Grace came out again; she
was standing by the boy, purposely



I think, and she said to him, "Say goodbye, shake hands with Andrew" I
went down on my hunkers and held out my hand, and .  and he backed away
from me and put his hands behind his back and said, "I don't want to,
I'm not going to."  Grace spoke to him sharply.  I could see that she
was vexed, so I made my goodbyes, and had just turned away when the boy
said clearly, "I don't like him, I don't like that man" It brought me
round in my tracks like a bullet.  "

Andrew's eyes were looking into Aggie's, and the pain in them struck at
her so sharply that she put out her hand and gripped his, saying,
"Don't take any notice of that.  Why you know what, I remember telling
my own dad that I wished he was dead and I would like to bury him, and
I was only eight."  She laughed at this point.

Andrew, ignoring the joke, said, "Yes, yes.  I've thought of all that
about kids being funny and saying unpredictable things, but the unusual
thing about it was that he ... the vicar ... never checked the boy.
Grace was all het up, but not him; he didn't even react like a normal
man in such a situation and threaten the lad with a skelped backside or
something like that.  He just stood there with a smile on his face.  I
felt dreadful.  Aunt Aggie, I don't think anything will ever hurt me as
much as hearing that child say " I don't like him".  I felt in that
minute that I couldn't risk going through anything like that again and
I'd have to get away.  I felt like that until I reached home and saw my
mother sitting before the fire.  She hadn't said much since I returned,
but she must have sensed that there was something wrong and she started
to talk.  She told me she was all right and that she would manage, she
had managed all the time I'd been away, and I was to make my own life
make my own life.  And there she sat staring into nothing and all



through me, and she was telling me to make my own life, and as I
looked at her sitting there it came to me that I had no say in the
matter, either about Grace, or the children, or her.  If I left the
fells that minute it would be alone, for neither Grace nor the children
nor she would be with me.  Nothing had seemingly altered; it was as if
I had never been away ... well, there it is, Aunt Aggie."

Aggie said nothing; she was searching for words that would be of
comfort to him.  He had, she realised, already faced up to the
situation before he came to her and he wasn't finding it pleasant.  She
rose and picked up his glass from the table and, going to the cabinet,
she poured him out another whisky, and then she said an odd thing, "Do
you think Stephen's yours, Andrew?"

He did not take the glass from her but stared with narrowed eyes into
her face before saying, "What makes you say a thing like that.  Aunt
Aggie?"

"Here, take it."  She thrust the glass at him, then, sitting down
again, she went on slowly, "Well, a number of things.  The lad's
disposition, for one, for he's like neither you nor her in ways.  Then
his looks. There's not a feature of yours in him that I can see,
Andrew.  But the main thing that's set me thinking this is a bit of
reading I did recently, it was by a doctor and he was on about... you
know ... well, about impotency.  He said the writer he was a doctor
well ... She hesitated, embarrassed in her attempt at this delicate
explanation.

"Well, he said a man could be nearly impotent and yet be able enough to
give a woman a child.  Impotency didn't mean he ... well, he wasn't
fertile ... These things have been in me mind a lot lately and I
couldn't say anything to Grace.  And if it was his you wouldn't feel so
badly about the lad's rudeness, now would you?"

The whisky still remained untouched in Andrew's hand.  He seemed to
have forgotten it; he even seemed to have forgotten Aggie for the
moment; and then, with



a sudden lift of his arm, he threw off the drink in one go and put the
glass down.

"I'd rather go on thinking he was mine even if he hated me guts, Aunt
Aggie."

"Aye, I suppose you would ... it's only natural.  There ... I was just
trying to ease you."

He touched her hand.

"I know, I know."



So the pattern of life was resumed, dominated by the circumstances
that their love had created.  Andrew went to work once again on
Tarrant's farm with the promise of promotion .  "Perhaps to manager,
who knew?"  Mr.  Tarrant's own words.

Grace, once the jigsaw had fallen back into place again, tried to
accept the situation.  She had Andrew and that was all that mattered,
she told herself.  For days her mind would stay at a level of
acceptance, until some subtlety of Donald's would send it spiralling
upwards into a spasm of aggressiveness and hatred.  One such occasion
was when she came across him holding Jane high above his head; he was
wriggling her fat body between his big white hands as he chanted over
and over again, "Daddy's girl, Daddy's girl," only to break off and ask
the question of the laughing face, "Whose girl are you?"  and then to
give the answer, "You're Daddy's girl."  It was a form of
indoctrination.

She found the scene sickening, even sinister.  There was something
almost unclean in his insistence to lay claim to the children,
especially this last one.  She asked herself time and again how,
knowing that the child wasn't his, he could try to project himself into
her mind as her father.  The words hypocrite and mealy-mouthed had
ceased to have any meaning with reference to him.  His attitude, his
enure approach to life, needed words and exclamations that she herself
was not capable of giving.  She only knew that more and more proximity
with him



repulsed her.  She shrank inwardly from him as if from something
unclean.  His sexlessness was more repulsive in its way than the
extremes of a lecherous old man, and the miming of a father-figure more
frightening than mad fantasy, and she was experiencing mad fantasy at
nights now.  In spite of Andrew's return or perhaps because of it,
because he was so near and yet so far her nights were filled with
dreams, mad fantastic dreams, dreams that she was wallowing among
reptiles, flying, armless, legless, slithering white bodies, eyeless,
mouth less that turned themselves into hands, great soft white hands
belonging to neither man, woman, nor child.

Then there was added to the complexity of her life something that was
both irritating, and in a way humiliating, for Peggy Mather started to
set her cap at Andrew.  Openly, blatantly, she waylaid him, and openly
she was rebuffed.  As Adelaide Toole now married to her cousin had
waited for him on the road as he returned from Tarrant's, so now, on
certain evenings, did Peggy Mather.  And as time went on and she made
no headway the atmosphere in the kitchen suffered.

When they were together at Aggie's, Andrew would laugh about the
situation with regards to Peggy Mather, as also did Aggie in an
endeavour to make Grace see the funny side of it.  But this Grace could
not do; although Andrew was still only a farm-worker and she felt no
shame in loving him, the fact that she was in a way contesting with a
woman like Peggy Mather hurt her pride.

And then there was the cottage.  She had never hood winked herself as
to the reason why she had bought the cottage from Aggie.  When it had
failed to serve the purpose of a refuge for her and the children, she
could have forgotten about it, but no, she determined to buy it, to



make it her own, and not with the intention of it being a holiday home
for the children.  It was to be a place where she could be with Andrew
alone for days, but strangely, except on two occasions, it never worked
out like that.  Andrew first saw the cottage during the second week
after he was demobilised, when, accompanied by Aggie, he took his
mother there for a short holiday.

From that time on it became known in the village that Mrs.  Maclntyre
liked, every now and again, to visit her sister in Devon.  If during
this time the vicar's wife went away for a week-end or a day or so to
Harrogate or Whitley Bay with her aunt, who in their wildest dreams
would connect the two incidents?  Donald?  Only once did he phone the
hotel in Harrogate, and then Aggie answered him.  Grace had gone on a
day's coach tour, she herself was a little off colour.  Late that night
Grace phoned the house .  and from the hotel in Harrogate.

The strains that this particular way of life imposed on her began to
show as the months mounted and fell into years, and the stolen hours
with Andrew seemed to have less power as a soothing salve as time went
on.  As the children grew, the silent battle for their love between her
and Donald grew more intense.  There were days when they did not
exchange a word, not even at mealtimes, but communicated with each
other through the children.

"Go and tell Mammy so and so.  Go and tell Daddy this or that."  This
form of strategy hoodwinked practically everybody except David
Cooper.

In the village the parson's wife was known as 'a nervy piece', which
was odd, they said, when the vicar himself was such a jolly chap, and
so fond of the hairns .  by, he was fond of them hairns.

At one period David Cooper felt bound to warn her of where she was
heading.

"The brain is like a boil, Grace," he said.

"Give it enough anxiety poultices, and it will come to a head and
burst."



The boil in Grace's brain took ten years to reach this point, and when
finally it did burst it was not through the application of a heavy
poultice but through what could be termed a light dressing in the form
of Donald repeating a statement he had made many years previously .  he
was going to engage a part-time gardener.  It was on an August
afternoon in 1957 that Donald made this statement, but it was preceded
earlier in the day by an incident with Stephen.

The boy had locked his door, and when Grace went to go into his room
and found the door shut against her she asked for an explanation.

Stephen, a slim, tall youth, still looking like neither his father, nor
his supposed father, nor yet herself, told her that Donald had
suggested him locking his door because he was being pestered by his
sisters and it prevented him from getting down to study.

"Very well," she said, 'then leave the key where I can get it.  Peggy
must clean the room and I want to see to your school things.  "

When with a coolness that could have been termed insolence he answered
her with, "I'm not leaving it about, Peggy can come and ask for it,"
she suddenly screamed at him, "Stephen!"

Stephen, his face paler even than usual, was standing looking at her
with a frightened look in his eyes when Donald bounced up the stairs.

"What's the matter?"  He glanced quickly from one to the other.  Then,
his gaze coming to rest on Grace and his voice dropping into a tone of
reprimand, he said, "Screaming like that!  What is the matter?"

"It is about the key, Father.  I locked the door."

"Oh!  Really!"

The vicar closed his eyes for a moment.  Then, looking at Stephen, he
said quietly, "Leave it to me," and indicated that the boy should go



downstairs.  And he waited a moment before looking at Grace again.
Then, still in a subdued tone, he said, "Have you no control, yelling
like that?  Aren't you aware that Beatrice has two friends in the
garden?  What will they think?"

Her tone was as low as his but of a different quality as she hissed
back at him, "I don't care what they think.  Do you hear?  I just don't
care what they think."

"Well, you've got to care, especially what ... what ours think.  They
are young people growing up, full of impressions, they are--' " Oh, my
God!  Be quiet before I .

I .

She choked, then gasped, "Full of impressions!  Yes, they are full of
impressions.  And what have you done with their impressions over the
years?"  She was thrusting her face up to him now.

"I've just seen the result of your impressions.  My son dislikes me....
Impressions ... impressions .. my son dislikes me.  Do you hear?  He
was coolly insolent to me.  He was showing me one impression you have
given him of me."

Donald, his face stiff and white, looked back at her, and his words
were still quiet as he went on, "I am not going to argue with you, now
or at any other time.  That's what you want, isn't it, to brawl and
argue.  Splash your emotions all round the house for everybody to
hear.

I never have argued and I'm not going to start.  The only thing I'm
going to say is that, whatever your son thinks of you, I'm sure you
deserve it.  "

As she watched him walk away there came a strong animal desire in her
to leap on his back and bear him to the ground.  She rushed into her
room and, gripping the bed-rail, stood looking down on to the bed.  He
had achieved what he had set out to do: made her son dislike her, and
without saying a word against her, for he was too clever to malign her.
He had done that: turned her son against her.  She wanted to run to
Andrew, just run



to him and look at him and become calm.  Andrew could make her feel
calm.  But Andrew was in Morpeth, at the market with the cattle.

It was nearly two hours later when she went downstairs and into the
dining-room, and saw through the.  open French window that Peggy had
set the tea near the willow tree.  In the far distance behind the line
of firs she could hear voices coming from the tennis court, a recent
addition to the garden.  She was about to step on to the paved terrace
when she saw Donald coming across from the court accompanied by a young
man.  She recognised him as Gerald Spencer, the brother of Beatrice's
school friend who lived in Morpeth.  He was in some car business.  She
didn't like him, he was too brash, but his sister seemed a nice girl.
The tennis players now came round the trees, Beatrice and her friend,
Stephen and Jane, and Jane as usual was not walking but hopping and
dancing from one foot to the other, waving her racket over her head.
And now she threw it up in the air yelling, "Mammy!  Mammy!

We beat them, Joyce and I beat them.  " She raced across the lawn and
did a war dance in front of Grace, and Grace, putting her hand out,
said, " Jane, stop a minute.  " She was listening to what Donald was
saying to the young man.

Donald's arms were stretched wide and he was saying, "Not for love or
money, they can make so much more in factories, you know.  I've been
without help now for nearly three weeks and it's beginning to look like
it."  He gave his ha-ha of a laugh.

"I'm not much of a gardener.  I did try my best during the war, but,
truthfully speaking, I'm not a man of the soil."  Again there was the
ha-ha.  At this point he turned a chair round for the guest and looked
towards Grace, yet as she stepped across the terrace he continued as if
unaware of her presence, "I'll get a part-time man as I did before the



war, just a few hours a week, and things went very smoothly then."

"If you are anything like we are, you'll find the part- time ones as
difficult to come by as the full-time ones."  The young man buttoned up
his coat, then unbuttoned it.  If added an air of authority to his
words.

Donald was handing the guest a sandwich as he replied, "Oh, well, you
know, you're in the town and we're in the country.  People are
different in the country.  Oh' he turned his head between Grace and the
young man " I forgot.  You have met my wife, haven't you?  Yes, of
course you have.  What I mean is, you've seen each other today?  "

The young man shook his head in denial and smiled, but Grace remained
still.  Somehow she was waiting for Donald to go on and he did.  As she
poured the tea out he sat down on the left of her and, stretching out
his legs, carried on the conversation, addressing her through the guest
this time.

"I thought of asking Andrew Maclntyre again," he said.

That was all.

The cup Grace had in her hand clattered to the tray, bringing all eyes
to her, and as Donald's hand came out to rectify the damage she smacked
it aside and, getting up from the chair, rushed into the dining-room.
But she hadn't reached the hall before he was behind her.

"Grace!"  It was an order and not a quiet one now.  She took no notice
but sprang up the stairs, and when from the foot his voice cried again,
"Wait!  Do you hear me?  Come here this minute!"  she turned.  She was
at the head of the stairs now, and looking down on his upturned,
outraged countenance, she cried, "You ... I You ... I' The saliva was
spluttering from her lips.

"You'll bring Andrew Maclntyre back as your gardener.  With just a lift
of your little finger you'll bring Andrew Maclntyre ... '



"Grace!"

"To hell with you!  You try to stop me talking, go on!"  Her voice was
rising.

"You swine!  You swine of a parson!  You cruel, sadistic, unnatural
swine."

She saw him bounding toward her, taking two stairs at a time, and when
he gripped her by the shoulders she struggled to free herself, yelling
now, screaming now, mouthfuls of abuse.  The boil had burst.  She was
on the bed and he had one hand over her mouth while with the other he
pinned her shoulder to the mattress.  Her straining, staring eyes saw
the amazed faces of the children in the doorway, and when Donald cried,
"Get away and close that door!"  she saw Beatrice and Jane disappear,
but not Stephen.  Staring-eyed she watched him moving timorously
towards the bed and heard Donald cry angrily, "Get out of here at
once."

Donald did not look at the boy, and when he realised that Stephen was
not obeying him he yelled, "Get out!  Do you hear?  Go on, get out...
Ring Uncle David ... now, at once."

As she struggled to draw breath into her panting lungs through her
nostrils she was aware that something had burst in her head.  It was in
a way a relief.  Words were still pouring into her mouth but she
couldn't get them out.  Cunningly now she became calm, and when she
stopped struggling Donald slowly relieved the pressure on her mouth and
shoulder.  She waited, watching the seconds as it were, waiting to pick
the right one.  When it arrived she gave a leap and was free from his
hands and in a second was on the other side of the bed and the poison
from the boil was once again flowing.  But now it was more terrifying,
for she was laughing at it, and him.  "The gentle parson.  Dear, dear
Vicar.  Dus yer mother want any coke?



Dus Kate want any coke?  I mustn't talk Geordie.  Oh no, it isn't
refined.  You've shut my mouth for years, haven't you?  But no longer,
no longer.  The children mustn't hear me.

The children .  our children.  Oh, that's funny.  Our .  our .  OUR
children!  Stay where you are!  If you come near me I'll tear you to
bits, I will!  I will .  I' She was screaming now, her arms hooked, her
fingers clawed.  When she felt her nails tear at his flesh the laughter
stopped in her and she was enveloped by fury alone.

Once again she was on the bed, glaring up now into his blood-spattered
face.  He was holding her from all angles.  One of his knees was
pinning down her legs, with one hand he was gripping her two wrists,
while with the other he kept her mouth shut.  He was visibly worn out
and was showing it when the door burst open and David came into the
room.  But he did not release his hold on her, he merely turned his
face silently towards the doctor.

Grace became still as, over the rim of Donald's hand, her eyes
beseeched David, calling loudly to him.

"Let her go."

"You must give her something first."  Donald's voice was thick.

"I will in a minute.  Let her alone."

"But..."

"Leave her alone."  The words were more like a bark, and Donald, after
a moment's pause, lifted his limbs one after the other cautiously away.
And when he stood at the foot of the bed wiping his face with his
handkerchief, Grace hitched herself up into a sitting position and,
grabbing at David's hand, started again, "He's ... he's a devil, David
a swine ... a bloody swine.  You said I should...."

"Now, now.  Grace."  David's voice was quiet.

"But, David, David, I can't stand any more.... I'm going away ... I'm
going away now, tonight.  I must



get away.  I'll take Jane.  He's got Stephen .  I'll never have
Stephen. David, Stephen doesn't like me, he doesn't.  My son doesn't
like me.  Oh, I must get away.  I'm going.  You .  you bloody .  I'
"Now, now, stay where you are."  David took one hand swiftly out of his
case on the side of the bed and stopped her from rising, at the same
time speaking to Donald over his shoulder, saying, "It would be better
if you went."

When Donald did not move.  Grace with another spurt of energy made to
rise from the bed, and David, holding her hard now, said soothingly,
"Now, Grace, be still.  Lie quiet and let's talk this over ... eh?

Look, stay still just a minute.  Do that for me, will you?  "

After a moment he took his hands away but kept his eyes on hers as he
went to his bag again, but Grace was staring past him now at Donald,
and although she didn't move she began to talk once more.  First in a
low mixture of abusive swearing, then suddenly her voice rose almost to
a scream, and David, the syringe in his hand, said, "Quiet, quiet;

they'll hear you in the village.  Grace.  " He smiled tenderly down on
her.

"Let them, let them, David.... They laugh about the vicar's wife in the
village, do you know that?  I'm one of the war-time jokes ... the
vicar's wife locked herself in the cellar the night of the raid.

Everyone eke turned out to help but not her, oh no.  She dropped the
key and couldn't find it.  That's rich, isn't it?  She dropped the key
and couldn't find it.  And when the lights went out, there were no
bloody matches either .  for why?

"Cause the vicar had swiped them, that's how it goes, the vicar had
swiped them.  Serve her right.  Oh!"

She put her hand quickly towards David's.

"That hurt, David.  What is it?  What are you doing?  I'm going away..
Kate Shawcross set that yarn around, but he told her.  You told her,



didn't you?"  She leaned forward, glaring at Donald.

"Dear Kate.  Dear, dear Kate.  When I'm gone you'll have her here,
won't you?  She likes this house, I can't leave it a minute but she's
up here.... Oh, I know, I know.  I've got a spy, too.  You'd like to
know who it is, wouldn't you?"  Her voice was becoming quieter.

"Oh yes, you would, so you could take it out on him an' all."  She did
not mention Mr.  Blenkinsop, and she addressed herself now to David,
but with her glassy stare still on Donald.

"D'you know what his latest is, David?  You'll never guess, not in a
month of Sundays, you'll never guess.  The sadistic swine.  He's going
to ask Andrew to come and do the garden ... just like that."  She
snapped her fingers.

"As if he was a serf, so he can torment me and make me pay for my--'
Her voice was cut off on a gulp as her mouth was once again compressed
but this time vertically as David gently pressed her cheeks together
and said, " There now, no more of it.  And why shouldn't Andrew
Maclntyre do the garden, eh?  Although I don't see where he'd get the
time.  " He shook her face gently as he stared down into her eyes,
compelling her to silence.

"Andrew's a good gardener, none better, which I've often thought is an
odd thing in a farmer.  Now, now," he pressed his hand tightly across
her chest, 'lie still, you'll feel better in a minute.  You're going to
sleep now.  There now, there now.

Lie still, that's a good girl, that's it.  "

It was some minutes later when he released his hold on her and she lay
limp looking at him.  Her lips moved slowly as she said, "David ...
Jane ... I want Jane."

"Jane will be all right.  There now, close your eyes.  Jane will be all
right.  I'll see to Jane."

When her eyes were closed David stood watching her, and when her hand
slid off her chest he raised her eyelid and let it slowly drop back
into place.  Then turning towards Donald, he said briskly but without
looking



at him, "I must phone for an ambulance."  He rapidly arranged the
instruments in his case before closing it.

"An ambulance?"  Donald was still mopping the bleeding scratch on his
face.

"Yes, an ambulance."  David now looked straight at him and asked
pointedly, "You don't think she can stay here, do you?"

"No, no."  Donald's voice was flat.

"Where will you send her?"

"To Rockforts if I can get her in."

"Rockforts?"  Donald's eyebrows moved upwards.

"Yes, Rockforts, where else?  I suppose you are aware that something
has snapped."

Donald said nothing, only stared at David, and as David returned his
look he saw the protective skin close over the vicar's eyes.  He had
seen this look before and he wanted to shout at the man, "For God's
sake come clean!  Come into the open.  Isn't this lesson enough for
you?"  But he knew the futility of such an appeal.  If the girl on the
bed hadn't been able to get through the barrier there was little chance
that he would succeed.  The man's pride and ego were a protection
stronger than armour plating.

"What are they likely to do with her?"

David was moving towards the door as he said, "Put her to sleep, I
should suppose, for as long as she can take."

"And then?"

David was at the door, and he turned and confronted the minister and
said flatly, and now without the semblance of any sympathetic feeling
for the man, "Try to undo twenty years of strain, I should think... "
The straightening of Donald's body did not check his closing remark,
for as he turned from him he said, "And I wouldn't count on her coming



back here.  In fact, I would go so far as to say the knowledge that
she v have to return will be about the one thing that will t her back
to normality...."

But here David was wrong, for a year later G returned to Willow Lea.



Yet, as David had foretold, it was the knowledge that she was not
going to return to the house that helped Grace's recovery.  She always
looked back on the first three months at Rockforts as her initiation
into hell.  For the first week there she had slept; she would wake and
be given food, then go to sleep again, and this pattern seemed to go on
for years in her mind.  But when finally they allowed her to wake up
and she realised where she was, the shock wiped out any good the long
sleep had achieved.  She became a bundle of visibly trembling nerves.

She was in an asylum, she was going mad .  if she wasn't already mad,
she was going mad.  Nothing could convince her otherwise; even the
electric-shock treatment only succeeded in dulling the fear for short
periods.  Until she came under the youngest of the three resident
doctors.  She took to him because he was not unlike David, or rather as
David had once been.  Brown- headed, slight of stature and bouncing
with energy.  It was he who first took the now intensified fear of
swearing away from her.  What was swearing, anyway?  She could swear if
she wanted to, it was her only weapon, that's why she had used it.  He
encouraged her to talk about her childhood.  He came to know Jack
Cummings and the coal depot.  But it wasn't until he learned about
Andrew that he saw the whole pattern, and the pattern became clear-cut
in outline when she hesitantly told him of her first meeting with
Andrew on the night she had tried to lure her husband by standing naked
before him.



Another thing the young doctor managed to reassure Grace about was
that her power to love would return to her, for now all feeling had
left her, all feeling of affection and love.  She thought of Andrew,
but not with love, only with fear because she felt she loved him no
longer. She had no feeling for anyone, not even Jane.  And she couldn't
cry.

It was not until she had been at Rockforts for six months that the
desire to regain complete normality began to stir within her.  But even
so she had no desire to go back into the world.  She had a very nice
private room; she walked for long periods alone in the grounds;

and the thought that she would one day have to leave this place became
as frightening in its way as when she first realised that she had come
into it.

Andrew was the first person she saw from that other world, for her past
life appeared now as if it had been lived in another world, and she was
amazed at her reaction to him.  She sat on the seat by the stream that
ran through the grounds, her hand in his, but no thrill of love stirred
in her.  She felt dead inside.  It was as if she had had an operation
and the organs that registered emotion ripped out of her.

Vaguely she felt comforted in Andrew's presence, yet strangely
undisturbed by his nearness, or his sadness.

When some time later she asked to see the children, only Beatrice came.
Stephen was at college and Jane was at boarding school.  But Beatrice
came and their meeting roused in Grace the first stirrings of maternal
feeling again, accompanied by one of surprise, for Beatrice, never
demonstrative, flung her arms around her neck, and not only kissed her
again and again but hung on to her while the tears streamed down her
face.  Grace could not help but be touched, yet she did not cry with
her.



It was during Beatrice's third visit, when once again with her arms
round Grace's neck and the tears streaming down her face, that she
begged her to come home.  Because .  because .  and then it had come
out in a garbled rush.  She wanted to get married, she must get married
. she must .  she must.  Grace had pressed her away and looked at her,
and then she knew the reason for Beatrice's need of her.

She did not send for Andrew; it was David she sent for, David would
know.

Yes, David said, Beatrice was pregnant and the shock had caused Donald
to have a heart attack.  He was in hospital.  It was the first time
anyone from outside had spoken of her husband to her for a year, and
David assured her that should she come home again she would not be
likely to meet Donald, for he was in a bad way and there was a
possibility that he might never come out of hospital.

It was some time before the fear of returning to the house itself even
knowing that Donald was no longer there was overcome.  But as the days
went on Beatrice's happiness became more and more important to her. 
And on the day she said to herself, "She is Andrew's daughter, not his'
on this day she informed the doctor of her decision then phoned David,
and wrote to Andrew.... Andrew received the letter when he returned
home from work.  Mrs.  Maclntyre took it from the mantelpiece and
handed it to him immediately he came in the door.  It was the first
letter Grace had written him since her illness, and before pulling his
coat off he sat down and read it.  After a moment he said quietly, "
It's from Grace.  "

Mrs.  Maclntyre was standing by the table, her almost sightless eyes
bent towards him.

"I had a feeling it might be," she said.

"She's coming home."



"Back to the house?"

"Yes."

"Oh, Andrew ... why?"

When Andrew told her she sat slowly down, but did not speak, and after
a time he put his hand across to her and said, "Don't.  Don't cry."

"But... but she's had enough.  Why has this to happen an' all?  It's as
if there's a sort of... influence there ... in that house, holding her
there, bringing her back to it.  I thought now that ... that you and
she would have made a fresh start."

"I'm thinking that the sins of the fathers are not waiting for the
third and fourth generation, we are both going to pay in this by being
kept apart until we die."

"Don't talk like that."

"Well, I can't stand the thought of her going back there.  I imagined
she would have gone to the cottage, for a few months anyway, with Aunt
Aggie having it all fixed and waiting.... Funny."  He moved his head
slowly from side to side.

"I don't feel any concern about Beatrice.  I suppose that's
unnatural."

"No.  No, not at all."  His mother wiped her eyes.

"It's just because you're so concerned about Grace.... I suppose it's
that Spencer boy you were telling inc about."

"Yes, it'll be him all right and I can't say anything against him, for
who am I to pick holes in that direction, anyway."

"It was different with ... Mrs.  Maclntyre did not finish and, as her
voice trailed off, Andrew's head came up and he said, " What is it?  "
He got to his feet and went and stood by her and again he said, " What
is it?  "

Her two hands were pressed tightly on her stomach, her head was bowed
and the sweat was oozing out of the pores of her forehead.  He put his
arms about her, and when at last she was able to speak she pointed
towards



the ceiling and said, "Tablets in the top drawer ... in a bottle."

Five minutes later Andrew, crouched on his hunkers before her, said in
an unsteady voice, "How long have you known this?"

She let her eyes linger on him before she answered, "About two
years."

"Good God."

The two words condensed the searing compassion he was feeling and he
bowed his head before her.

Grace did not like Gerald Spencer, but at least she thought he had one
asset he was not impotent.  The concern in her mind now was to keep any
disgrace from Beatrice, and this lifted her thoughts from herself and
helped her more than anything else could have done at this time towards
readjustment.

Although at times she was subjected to bouts of terrifying fear of the
dark, and swearing, and thought she was back to where she had been at
the beginning, at others she knew, and knew with certainty, that only
now was she seeing the whole situation in its right perspective, for
she faced the fact that she would never be free to go to Andrew until
her children were settled.  Her love for Andrew was seeping back into
place, but it was subject, as it had always been really, to the
children's welfare.

She had decided also, and quite calmly, that if she heard that there
was the remotest possibility of Donald returning to the house she would
take a long holiday, and Jane would go with her.  This could be
accomplished without scandal, for to the village she was still ill.

Those who had been in an asylum were never .  well, the word used was
right.  They would say, "They're never right, you know."  To the
majority, the stigma of an asylum could only be thrown off by death.



Grace was painfully aware of what the villagers thought, but this same
opinion, she knew, would relieve her of their condemnation should she
remove herself from the needs of a sick husband.

Oddly enough, since her breakdown she had acquired a greater fear of
scandal than ever before.  Had the truth come out years ago she herself
would have been the main sufferer.  But not now.  Her family were no
longer children; they were a young man and two young women at vitally
impressionable stages of their lives.  Nothing must affect them.

If there was one thing she was grateful for now it was that she had
been prevented from screaming out the truth on that dreadful night a
year ago.

Yet again things did not work out as she planned.  Two months after
Beatrice had married, David told her that Donald was leaving the
hospital and was going to a nursing home near Have, for he was still
very ill, but the very next day he walked in through the front door and
in to the drawing-room.

It was one evening early in the spring of 1959.  Andrew Maclntyre was
doing the garden, Jane was curled up on the couch where it was placed
before the window, and Grace was sitting by her side, her hands lying
idle in her lap.  She was watching Andrew.  She always felt soothed if
she could look at Andrew; she seemed to draw quietness from him and
into herself.  His rhythmic movements, which appeared slow, but which
speedily disposed of the work, were a kind of joy to her.  Andrew was
good.  She would say to herself numerous times a day: "Andrew is good."
It seemed to sum up his whole character .  his faithfulness, his
reasonableness, and his patience, mostly his patience.



His mother had died three months ago, and it would not have been
surprising, now he was released from that shackle, and knowing that she
herself could not again bear to live in the same house with Donald, had
he pressed her to go away with him.  At times she had a strong feeling,
and not only recently, that inside, under his patience, he was
straining against the unnaturalness of his life.  It would become most
apparent when, held tight against him, she felt the not infrequent
force of his passion.  But when she would say, "Oh, Andrew, we just
can't go on like this', as she had done over the years, he would
reassure her, saying, " Patience.  Things will pan out.  "

Meetings were no easier to arrange than they had ever been; in fact, if
anything they were more difficult, for now there were often four pairs
of eyes to be wary of.  Only last night, when she had pointed this out
to him, he had said, "Remember years ago, when I told you I could love
you without touching you?  Well, that still holds good."

Then for a few moments he had loved her fiercely.  Andrew, she had
learned, was a strange mixture of passion and reticence.  She could not
fully understand him and considering that during all the long years of
their intimacy the hours they had actually spent together amounted only
to a matter of weeks, this was not to be wondered at she could only be
glad in the depths other heart that he was as he was.  Andrew was good.
The actual words were once again crossing the surface of her mind when
she heard someone enter the room.

After she had slowly turned her head, her hands jerked upwards and
clutched at her throat.  She could not rise, she just sat in a twisted
position, staring.

Donald sat down on the first chair nearest to hand.  He looked
desperately ill, weird, gaunt and ungainly; there seemed nothing of the



suave parson left.  He sat looking at' her quite impersonally, and in
this panic-filled moment she knew he wanted nothing from her, nothing
at all, not even pity.  Neither had he any for her.  She knew that for
him she had died quite finally that night of revelation in the bedroom,
when she became no longer any use as a face-saver.

Still sitting in the twisted position, and too stunned to move, she
watched Jane, who gave an almost agonised cry, fly to him and fling her
arms about his neck.  The demonstration seemed too much for him, and
after patting her head he pressed her from him and asked if she would
get him a drink of water.

Taking a long, gasping breath, he once again looked at Grace.  Then in
a few terse, unemotional words, he told her why he had come back.  He
knew he was to die soon, and he wanted to do it in his own home.

As in years gone by, there welled up in her a flood of pity for him,
but as she continued to stare at him, the man himself, the man in the
soul of him, the suave, evasive dispenser of mental torture, pressed
against the feeling and it subsided.  But strangely, she did not doubt
his word.  She did not say to herself, "He has only come back because
he knows I am alone with Jane, and he is afraid he will lose his power
over her."  No, she believed him.

That his attraction for Jane had lost nothing in his absence she
witnessed in the next second.  Returning at a run with the glass of
water, Jane hovered over him like a mother over a sick child.  And
Grace knew as she looked at them together that if she went upstairs
this minute and packed she would leave the house alone.  She could no
more take Jane away from him now than she could have taken Stephen
years ago.  The very suggestion that she should leave her sick father
would. Grace knew, lose her her daughter now.  No, if she went she
would have to go alone.  But she couldn't lose Jane, she couldn't. 
She



had lost the others, she couldn't lose Jane.  She must talk to Andrew
Andrew .  Andrew.  She cast her eyes to where he stood rigidly stiff,
his eyes riveted on the window, then she pulled herself up from the
couch and made her way towards the door.  And as she left the room,
neither Donald nor Jane seemed to notice her going.  Three weeks later,
Donald, as good as his word, died, and so prevented her from having to
take refuge with Aggie.  He did it dramatically one evening on the
steps of the altar.  And who should be with him there at the end but
Kate Shawcross.  Grace was not sorry that this should be so, for she
had loved him.  But what sickened Grace was the significance the post
mistress gave to it.  Throwing all discretion aside, she declared
openly to Grace while her face streamed with tears that God had willed
that Donald should die in her arms, and that he had done so with her
name on his lips.  She was so distraught she made no secret in the
village of what she spoke of as the Will of God.

The village buzzed as villages will.  Kate Shawcross was a fool, it
said, and brazen with it.  Fancy saying a thing like that!  Then as
usual two and two were put together and conclusions jumped to.  No
wonder the poor vicar's wife had gone off her head.  And everyone
remembered how often the post mistress had gone up to Willow Lea when
its mistress was absent.  Well now, would you believe it?  And they did
believe it.  Until Christmas week, 1960, when Peggy Mather opened her
mouth.



PART THREE



Grace was the only one seated.  She sat at the end of the couch, her
head bowed, her eyes fixed on her tightly joined hands resting in her
lap.  At the head of the couch Andrew stood with his left hand pressed
into the padded upholstery.  To his right, and both standing with their
backs against the end of the grand piano, were Beatrice and Jane, and
on the hearth rug in front of the fire stood Stephen.  Grace could see
his legs and his knee-caps twitching from time to time.  She could not
bear to look at him and see the hate of herself pouring like steam from
his bloodless face.  His colour was that of.  rice paper, his skin had
the same smooth texture.  He had been talking for some time, spewing
words out, words coated with venom, words that ill-became a prospective
man of the Church.  But at this moment Stephen was nothing but a young
man fiercely defending his heritage and denying with every pore of his
body the claim of this rugged Scot as his father.

' .  If you .  if you were to go on your knees and swear on the Cross I
wouldn't believe you, do you hear?  I know what I am, I know where I
came from .  inside here.  " He thumped his chest, and the action,
although intent, had nothing dramatic about it.

"I know I'm like my father.  My father, do you hear?  His thoughts are
my thoughts, his ways, his principles, everything ... everything.."



Grace raised her head, and Andrew, thinking she was about to protest,
placed his hand on her shoulder.  But Grace had not been going to
protest.  She was just looking at her son to try to convince herself
that he was wrong, for listening to him she was imagining that it was
Donald who stood once again on the hearth rug his back to the fire.

And it wasn't Stephen's stance alone that conjured up Donald, for even
without the slightest facial resemblance to Donald he was, at this
moment, almost his chosen father's double.  The doubt that had assailed
her over the early years from time to time recurred, and if it would
have been any help now she would have said, "All right, there is a
doubt, take the benefit of it."  But she knew, even if she could have
made the last great effort and brought herself to say such a thing,
that it wouldn't have helped in the least.  She had talked for what
seemed hours trying to tell them the facts while endeavouring not to
blacken Donald, trying to put him over as David had always described
him .  a sick man, even knowing as she talked that this was merely
white-washing.  But in spite of her knowledge she had done it, and with
what result?  Merely to bring forth Stephen's hate.  She knew that her
son had never really loved her, but now his distaste of her amounted to
loathing.  Whatever reaction the girls would make had yet to be seen,
but one thing was already certain she had lost Stephen.  Yet hadn't she
lost him even as a baby?  Yes, but the pain hadn't been like this.

As she unloosened her hands and pressed them to her throat Andrew spoke
for the first time.

"Whatever you say, it makes no difference.  I know how you feel' his
voice was low and steady and held no bitterness 'but the fact remains,
whether you like it or not, I'm your father."  Yet as Andrew stressed
this statement, a point in the conversation he'd had with



Aggie after his demobilisation sprang to the forefront of his mind,
"Impotency didn't mean a man wasn't fertile."  Whenever he and Stephen
had come face to face in the past few years he had denied this
statement entirely, but now, as he looked at the young man he was
claiming as his son, he acknowledged for the first time a grave doubt,
for he could see no trace of himself or his forebears in the ascetic
face that was glaring at him.  No-one had spoken in the pause and he
now went on:

"If your mother had done as she wished she would have taken you away
when you were a baby, but she stayed here for my sake.  I was tied
here, as she's already told you.  But these latter years she has
remained here not for my sake, but for yours, all of you."  His eyes
moved to the girls.

"She wanted to see you all settled before ... before she began to live
her own life."

Grace's head drooped again.  Yes, that had been her main concern, to
see them settled, with no scandal emanating from her to spoil their
lives. She realised now that, strangely enough, this had always been
the main purpose of her life, to keep herself clear of scandal.  Her
attempts to leave Donald she saw now as halfhearted gestures.  She had
submitted herself to years of mental torture not so much to be near
Andrew, but to keep herself unsullied in the eyes of her children.

Even the breakdown and the language she had frothed out at the time had
left, as far as she could see, no adverse impression on them.

Rather her illness had aroused their compassion.  But now here, at the
very last minute, she had to be exposed to them and in such a way that
it would appear that either fate or God was determined to make her pay
for her sins.  Or was it perhaps the spirit of Donald still at work,
justifying himself and his principles?  As ye sow, so also shall ye
reap.  Whatever it was it was weird .  uncanny, that



the instrument chosen to expose her should be Jane's beloved George.

That this man she had seen only twice, and for a matter of minutes each
time, should be both accuser and deliverer was in itself, she felt,
beyond the bounds of ordinary happenings.

She raised her head to look towards Jane, but was caught once again by
the glare of Stephen's face, and he was speaking to her.  He was
answering Andrew by speaking to her.

"No matter what he says ... what he says, I don't believe a word of it,
do you hear?"

He was shouting now, and Andrew put in sharply, "Don't speak to your
mother like that.  Say what you have to say to me."

"You ... Stephen moved from the rug and it seemed for a moment that he
was going to strike out at the man before him.  But when Andrew neither
spoke nor moved he recovered himself, and after turning one last long
look of loathing on Grace he rushed from the room, banging the door
behind him.

Grace pressed her throat tighter.  He would leave the house, he would
go back to the college.  Her fingers were hurting her neck as she
thought, "That is the last I will ever see of Stephen."  She turned her
head quickly and looked towards the door.  Stephen.  Oh, Stephen. 
Slowly now her eyes turned on to the girls.  Beatrice was staring at
her, but Jane was looking at no-one, her head was sunk deep on to her
chest and she was so still she might have been asleep on her feet.  She
looked back towards Beatrice and from the look on her face she could
almost tell what she was thinking.

Beatrice's mind was moving rapidly as, fascinated, she stared at her
mother.  All these years she had had a lover, and he only a farm
manager . and a mere farm-worker at one time; and now she wanted to say
that this man was her father .  and that Daddy hadn't



been capable of giving a woman a child .  it was shocking.  And the
things she had said were shocking, really shocking.  Yet vaguely she
understood the reason for her mother going off the rails, for she knew
that life would be impossible without .  it.  It being the thing her
mother had inferred her father had lacked.  But she couldn't think of
Andrew Maclntyre as her father, she never would be able to.  It was
awful, really awful, and the worst of it was Gerald knowing.  Her mind
touching on her husband, she thought bitterly, "He started all this.

He could have warned Andrew about the man, but no.  " And she didn't
believe he hadn't guessed her mother was the woman, he must have.  He
was getting his own back and all because he couldn't have the money.

She had been married to Gerald less than three years, but she knew her
Gerald he was spiteful.  But that had given her a shock too .  there
being no money.  She couldn't take it in that her mother was broke and
there was nothing to look forward to in the way of a legacy, and
nothing for the child either.  She looked her mother over now, at the
quiet elegance of her dress, at the heavy diamond and ruby ring
glinting on her finger.  She looked a woman of means.  Would she mind
being poor?  No .  no, she knew somehow she wouldn't; she would be
quite content in a cottage .  the cottage .  with him.  She could not
look at Andrew although she knew he was looking at her.  Andrew, the
superior spare-time gardener, whom her mother liked to refer to as a
friend of the family, was one person, a likeable person, but when he
turned into your father that made him into another person, a detestable
person.  She hated him, almost as much as Stephen did.  And her mother
her mother had made herself cheap, horribly cheap.  It was
understandable for anyone falling she had the grace to blush at the
thought but to keep it up for



years and years and with a working man like Andrew Maclntyre, it was
beastly.  She could stand no more, she must get home, even if it was to
row with Gerald.  She could almost hear him saying, "That was why she
took it all so calmly, us having to get married.  Kind ... huh!"  He
must get the car out and get them away from here before dark.  What a
Christmas Day!  It was terrible, shocking.  And not one of them had had
a bite of dinner.  She dropped her eyes from her mother's as she said,
"I - I - we'll be going home.  I - I can't talk now."  Then, like
Stephen, she hurried from the room, but without banging the door behind
her. There was only Jane left.  As Grace looked at her younger daughter
she began to tremble.  If Jane turned against her, if her reactions
followed those of Stephen and Beatrice, she couldn't bear it.  She
forced herself to say, "Come here, Jane."

When Jane did not move she pulled herself up from the couch and, after
a quick glance at Andrew, she went towards her.

"Jane."  She leaned forward to take one hanging hand into her own, but
it was jerked upwards away from her.

"Oh, Jane, please, please look at me ... Please."

When Jane at last answered the desperate plea, it was as much as Grace
could do to meet her eyes.  Stephen had looked at her with hate,
Beatrice with shocked incredulity, but the look in the young girl's
eyes showed neither hate nor incredulity.  Grace could see that Jane
believed all she had been told and that she was hurt and bewildered,
but above all else she was shamed.

"Jane ... Grace forced herself to go on.

"You have always liked Andrew, now haven't you?  You know you have.
Why, just yesterday you defended him to Stephen."



Jane's eyes dropped from her mother's and her young face became hard
as she murmured, "I - I wouldn't have if I'd known."

"Don't say that."

"It's all right."  Andrew came slowly towards them, his voice unusually
humble as he said, "I understand.  And you will too, Jane, later, when
you're older ... and married."

"Married!"  Now Jane was looking at him and she repeated, "Married!

I'll never marry now, you've spoiled it all.  George will .  With a
swift movement she turned her back on them and leant over the piano.

"George is a good man, I'm sure of that; everything will be all right."
As Andrew finished speaking he looked at Grace and nodded in the
direction of the hall, and she took it to indicate that he was going to
speak to George.  As she watched him leave the room her thoughts,
leaving Jane for a moment, went out to him.  Poor Andrew, what he must
be feeling to be looked down on and spurned as he had been in the past
few hours and to take it all without exploding.  Andrew was big; in all
ways Andrew was big.

"How could you?  How could you.  Mammy?"

She was startled when Jane swung round to her a moment after the door
closed, and she did not reply for some seconds, and then rather
wearily, for of a sudden an overwhelming sense of deflation was sapping
her, she said, "I've told you all I can ... it's as Andrew says, you
won't understand until you're older."

"I'll never understand.... Daddy was so--' " Stop it, Jane.  " Grace's
voice had a cold ring to it now.

"Don't make me say things I'll be sorry for."

"Oh."  Jane shook her head helplessly.  The tears began to pour down
her face and in a broken voice she exclaimed, "I can't stay here ... I
can't.  I'll ... I'll go with Beatrice."



"No, you won't go with Beatrice.  You'll stay here."

"I won't ... I can't ... Can't you see, it would be unbearable?"

"You were going to George's people on Tuesday, wait until then."

"No, no, that'll be over."

"No it won't, darling."

"Don't touch me."

Grace almost jumped back, so sharp was Jane's recoil.  Then, after one
long bewildered look at her mother, she turned from her and stumbled
out of the room, her hands covering her face.

"Jane!  Oh, Jane!  Don't, Jane."  Grace was muttering to herself now as
she stared towards the blank face of the door, then almost like someone
advanced in years she moved towards the couch.  She felt alone as she
had never done in her life before; even the thought of Andrew could do
nothing to fill this gaping void.  Jane, Jane.  She had relied on Jane
understanding .  it didn't matter so much about the other two, not
really .  but Jane.  She put her hands between her knees and pressed
them tightly.  If only she could cry and relieve this unbearable
feeling. Almost the last words of the doctor at Rockforts came back to
her:

"You'll cry, never fear, and when you do you'll know you are better."

It was a paradox.  If only she could cry now; this was the time she
should cry, this moment of realisation that the main efforts of her
life had been wasted.

Gerald was in the dining-room.  He had his back to the wine-cabinet.

His chin was thrust out and nob bled with aggressiveness, and he stood
tall to enable him to look down on the smaller man, as he growled, "Who
the hell do you think you're getting at?  I've told you I



didn't know it was her.  What bloody business is it of yours, anyway?
"

"I should've thought that was plain even to someone as thick-skinned as
you."

"Now look here--' " Oh, stop your blustering.  You can't get away from
it, you intended to show him up.  You knew when I spoke of his wife he
hadn't one, but you couldn't get us face to face quick enough.  You
know what I think of you?  I think you're a nasty swine.  A word from
you and I would have been on my guard and the man would have played up
to it they both would have played up to it; but no, you let me in there
and break up a family.  You know, I could cheerfully murder you at this
moment.  "

"You'd better be careful."  Gerald had stepped from the cabinet and,
stretching still farther, he cried, "D'you hear what I say?  You'd
better be careful."

"Of what?"  The cold question was as rebuffing as a blow, and Gerald
felt it, but was saved by the door opening.

Beatrice immediately sensed the tension between the two men and the
reason for it, also the fact that her husband was getting the worst of
it.  She said rapidly, "Get the car out, we're going home."

"Yes, and I should damn well think so."  Gerald resorted to the
supporting habit of buttoning up his coat, then, turning to the man, he
said, "But let me tell you.  I'm not finished with you over this.

I'm going to have this out.  "

"Any time you like."  The voice was restrained, and as Gerald barged
from the room the man moved to the door and held it while Beatrice,
with her eyes averted, passed him.  He was still holding the door when
he saw Andrew.



Andrew waited until Beatrice and Gerald reached the landing, then he
walked slowly into the dining-room.  After the man had closed the door
behind him they faced each other.

"I can't think of anything to say only I'd like you to know I'm sorry
to the core."

"That's all right."

"I never for a moment guessed, you believe that?"

"Yes."

"What can I say, I'm all at sea.  I - I--' " Don't worry yourself, it's
one of those .  well, coincidences they would say.  I've always felt it
would come out one day, but Grace .  she felt it was all over when he
went, and we were safe she was just waiting until .  until Jane was
settled .  will this make any difference?  "

"Don't be daft, man."

For the first time in the past three hours Andrew's face relaxed from
its grey grimness.  The reply, couched in such a familiar and ordinary
phrase, said all he wanted to know.

"Thanks."

"I love Jane, I mean to marry her.  I did the first moment I saw her. I
would have come here before, but ... well, she was so young.  She told
me she was a year older than she really is, you know."  He smiled.

"But now it can be as soon as possible.  The sooner the better, I would
say."  He paused now before adding, "I never, of course, met the vicar,
but I'm glad that you are her father."

He held out his hand.

From where she sat near the bed Grace heard the taxi draw up in front
of the house, and she stopped herself from rising and going to the
window.  Jane had said she



would write.  Her head bowed as if the shame was hers, she had stood
in front of her a few minutes ago and murmured, "I'll write.  Mammy." 
That was all.

"I'll write, Mammy."  Jane, her daughter, had left her.  She put her
forefinger between her teeth and bit hard on it.

Would that man be good to her?  Yes, yes, he would.  As Andrew said, he
seemed a good man.  He had apologised to her with such deep humility
for being the instigator of the trouble that she had to reassure him
that he was not to blame.  And then he had said, "Let me take Jane to
my home.  I can make up some excuse for bringing her ... suspected
polio ... or something.  And I can assure you she will come round...
I'll do my best to see that she does.  Trust her with me, will you?"

He had taken her hand, and then he had said, "I liked your Andrew the
first time I saw him.  I like him even better today."  Yes, he was a
nice man, a good man.

There came now the sound of the taxi starting up.  She got to her feet
and began walking about the room.  This was what she had been wanting
for a long time, wasn't it, for Jane to be settled and them all to be
gone.  But not in this way, not to scuttle from her as if from a
leper.

That's what she was to them .  a leper.

The house was quiet now.  There was no-one in it but herself and Peggy
Mather.  Her head lifted on the thought.  Yesterday, even this morning,
she had been afraid of Peggy Mather because of what she knew.  Now she
was afraid of her no more.  She would be down in the kitchen now
licking her lips over the day's happenings, knowing that her tongue
would be free to wag.  This past three weeks must have been a torment
to her.  Was it only three weeks since Andrew and herself had been
confronted by her at the door of the cottage?  They had just kissed
good night, and when Andrew opened the door he still had his arm
around



her and instead of drawing it away he had jerked it more tightly still
when they were enveloped by the light from a torch.  It seemed only a
split second before he was flashing his own torch on the intruder and
she had gasped aloud when it revealed the purple, suffused face of
Peggy Mather.  Andrew acted as quickly as if his wits hadn't received a
shock.  In a minute he was facing and talking to the outraged cook. 
She could hear him now.

"One word from you about this and I go to Miss Shawcross.  You're
depending on getting what she's got, aren't you?

Well, you won't stand a dog's chance if she knows you've done time, and
you needn't bother denying it either, for I happened to be passing away
an hour in court at Durham one day when I saw you being sent down .
stealing from your employer, pilfering here and there.  Six months is
what you got, and it was your third offence, if I remember rightly. 
"

Peggy Mather had not denied this.  The strange thing was she hadn't
spoken at all .  perhaps the shock had been too much for her.  She had
pretended for a long time now to hate Andrew Maclntyre, the reason
being that Andrew from the first had shown her plainly he wanted
nothing to do with her.  But why had she gone up to the cottage that
night?  Neither Andrew nor she could see any reason for it, except a
rather delicate one but they would really never know now.  Certain they
were that it hadn't been to spy on them, for she had been the most
startled of the three.

And now she was down there in the kitchen laughing up her sleeve.

Well, let her laugh.  Perhaps she wouldn't laugh so much after she had
heard what she had to say.  For she would say to her, "I won't be
wanting you after tomorrow, Peggy.  I will pay you an extra week's
wages in lieu of notice."  She would pause, then add, "That is when you



return the number of things you have taken from my house over the
years ... there are two rings and the gold watch that disappeared
during my illness ... you ascribed their disappearance to a hawker who
passed through the village, I remember.

And then there is the set of miniature Georgian salt cellars .  but you
will know what you have taken.  " She would be cool and cutting.

She'd had to put up with Peggy Mather over the years because her
dismissal would have offended Miss Shawcross.  Well now, this is where
she could hit back.

But when some time later she entered the kitchen and saw Peggy muffled
up ready to go, she said none of these things, she merely looked at her
straight and said, "I won't be needing you any more after tonight,
Peggy.  I will send your money and cards down tomorrow.  You had better
take your aprons with you."  She pointed to a drawer.

After returning her look with a dark, venomous blaze for some long
seconds, Peggy tore open the drawer and hauled out her aprons.  Then,
confronting Grace, she muttered, "To be pushed off like this after all
these years ... by God, I'll have me own back!"

"I have no doubt of that, Peggy, but I should advise you not to start
until the end of the week when I'll have left the village.  It would be
a pity if at this stage your aunt and you had to part company."

The look that Peggy levelled on her reminded Grace of Stephen, and when
the kitchen door banged she went to it and, after locking it, stood
with her back against it, her eyes closed and her breath coming in
gasps.  Well, that was over.  Thank God that was over.  It was all
over, all the secrecy, the lying, the fear.  She was alone .  alone.

She opened her eyes and saw the emptiness inside of her widen until she
felt she would drown in it.  The next minute she was running through



the hall and up the stairs and into her bedroom.  Pulling the curtains
back from the window, she held them wide for a second, then closed them
before opening them wide again.  Through the gap where the beech had
stood she expected to see a speck of light far up on the fells.  He
said he'd be waiting for her signal.  There was no speck of light.  Oh,
Andrew, where are you?  Come quickly, quickly.  She turned from the
window.  The house was so quiet, empty, bare.  She walked on to the
landing .  "As ye sow, so shall ye reap."

"Ask and ye shall receive."  She had asked for Andrew and she had got
him .  at a price.

But where was he?  He said he would wait for the signal and come down
at once.  Oh, Andrew.  She stopped at the head of the stairs; it was as
if a hand had come out from the ornate frame and halted her.  Slowly
she turned her head and looked up at Donald.  For a moment she imagined
his eyes moved.  His whole face seemed to be moving, smiling, a
self-satisfied proud smile .  there was a supercilious lift to his
lips.

"As ye sow, so shall ye reap."  She put up her hand and crushed the
flowers entwined in the frame .  then slowly her fingers relaxed.  She
had not sworn.  She looked back into the eyes and whispered aloud, "You
can do no more; I will be happy in spite of you.

I can even have another child .  do you hear that .  another child. 
"

But no .  she turned from the picture and went slowly down the stairs
no more children, only Andrew.

Andrew!  She stood in the centre of the hall; the house was so
lonely.

Had anything happened to Andrew?  What if he had fallen out there on
the fells, he could lie there all night.  Don't be silly, don't be
silly. Andrew knew the fells like the back of his hand.  She would
phone Aunt Aggie and tell her what had happened.  What was she talking
about?  Aunt Aggie was down at the cottage.



She had thought it would be a change to spend Christmas there.  Hadn't
Andrew gone down with her and her friend to see them settled in, and
stay with them until Boxing Day?  That had been the arrangement.  But
he hadn't been able to stay away, he had come back.  If only he hadn't
come back .  Be quiet, be quiet.

She went into the drawing-room and looked about her.  It looked gay .
tree, lights and holly.  This was Christmas night and the house was
dead.  She put her hands to her head, and as she did so the front-door
bell rang.  She ran like a child to it, and when she opened it and saw
Andrew standing there she fell against him crying, "Oh, Andrew!

Andrew!  "

"There.  There."

"I signalled and you didn't answer ... I was frightened."

"I've been outside for some time.  I couldn't stay up there any
longer.

I've just seen her go.  "

"Oh, my dear, let me take your coat."

"No, Grace, I'm not staying here."

"What!"  Her mouth was agape.

"And neither are you.  We couldn't start our life here.  Not in this
house.  Go and get your coat, wrap up well.  I'll put out the
lights."

"Yes, yes, Andrew."  She turned quickly from him and ran up the stairs,
and in a matter of minutes she had joined him again.  He looked at her
for a moment, then, pulling the collar of her coat up around her neck,
he led her towards the door, and when they reached it he switched out
the last light.  It took them nearly half an hour to get to the
cottage, and as she stood taking off her outdoor things Andrew lit the
lamp and in its first fluttering gleam she saw that he had prepared for
her coming.

For there before the fire and between the two worn armchairs was a set
tea-table, warm and inviting.



"Oh, Andrew!"

"Sit yourself down and leave this to me ... this is my show."  He was
smiling at her.

"No talking now, just sit there."  He pressed her into the chair and
touched her cheek once before turning away to make the tea.  When he
had done this he sat opposite to her, handing her food and pressing her
to eat, looking at her all the while, and her heart and spirits began
to lift under his look.  His face appeared almost boyish again in the
lamplight.  After some time, during which he still continued to look at
her in this odd sweet way, she said, "What is it, Andrew?"  His eyes
left hers for a moment and he leant towards her across the flame of the
fire and took her hands.  And when he looked at her again he said
softly, "I've dreamed of this for years, ever since the day I saw you
in the kitchen, and you seemed to hold those roses out to me.  It's a
fact, night after night I'd see you sitting just there, and I was
always pouring the tea, not you.... Funny, and it didn't end there."

"No?"

"No."

"Tell me."

"Later when I've cleared away."

And later when he had cleared away he came to her and, pulling her up
gently, placed her on his knee, and they talked, not of the happenings
of the day, but of the cottage near Buckfastleigh and how he would find
work on one of the farms near at hand.  She knew this too was part of
his dream.

Some time later still, the fire banked down, the lamp turned out, he
picked her up in his arms and, walking sideways, carried her up the
narrow stairs; she laughed into his neck.  And when on the tiny square
of landing he placed her on her feet and, chuckling himself, said, "It
was much easier in the dream," her laughter rose,



filling her body, shaking her as if with ague, until with a burst her
mirth exploded in a torrent of tears which seemed to spring from every
outlet of her face.

"Oh, Andrew!  Andrew!"

"There, my love."

"Nothing matters, Andrew; nothing matters any more.  Nothing,
nothing."

Only the loss of Stephen and Beatrice .  and Jane.  Oh, Jane.  Jane.

THE END


