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said, he would have passed out long
hefore he drank enough to kill himeelf.
ANd there was no sign of anyone there
drinking with him, so unlikely that
anyone poured more down his gullet.”
Thefrench door openedand Jeremy's
nouseman stepped through onto the
terrace Interrupting whatever he was
going to add. "Yes Digby,"

"I was wondering if you had
aecided where you and Mrs.
Hamstead were to dine. Mrs.
Hensman tells me that we will be able
o serve up in twenty minutes " the
man seia with stiff formality.

"Hilda, | don’t believe | introduced

Digby to vou when he served our
Hrinl(c:

so may | present Dighby
mensman, my man of all work and
long suffering guardian. Flora
Hensman, his wife, is mv cook. Digby
has been with me for thirty vears and
knows all my faults.”

"How do you do Mr. Hensman,"
Hilda responded.
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‘I am pleased that someone has
been looking after him allthese vears,"
Hilda smiled.

"Now then, Hilda, where would you
like to dine? ...the dining room? ....the
breakfast room? ...here on the ter-
race?" Jeremy invited.

"rere on the terrace would be very
nice, if it's not too much trouble?"

"Done then. Whiie vou are getting
thinge in readiness, Mre, Hamstea
ana | wili just take a stroil." Jeremy
stood and offering Hilda his arm, took
her off to look at the gardens.

As they walked slowly between the
formal flower beds along the bricked
pathways, Hilda found herself saying,
"How can vou thin of getting married,
with the Hensmans caring for your
every need?”

"Not my every need, as you put it.
Aside from the obvious one." he
pointed cut, chuckling at Hilda’s blush
Of chagrin. D€

if vou will

*Altnough they have been
with me a long time, they are not my
confidants. | would like someone with
whom to share my thoughts and con-
cerns. Someone {0 look forward to
seeing each day as | wake, or when |
come home from work. Someone to
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with me." He paused and turned her
to rtace him. “You are the oniy person
| have ever considered in that role.”
Hilda met his gaze, "You flatter me
JEI’E:I'T‘#}! itis Suaﬂue ISn'Tit.. .. YOU aicT
the one person who has seemed to

have always been there. All my life

ge of mj-,r censmuusness EVEN
when | was married to George. |
remember looking for you as | walked
down the aisle on my wedding day
and peing pleased you had accepted
our invitation." She paused as she
tried to read the expression in his
eyes, Was that sadness she saw?
Sne nuiried on. "Were | ever to con-
sider marrying again, it would be to
you.... but | am content as | am.®

"Was there something about
Geerge tnat put you off marriage? he
asked gently.

'Our marriage as marriages go,
was very happoy, We were friends as
weill as husband and wife. When we
had no children, | thought George
would be terribly disappointed, but he
always said they would be a distrac-
tion, and that he enjoyed having me
to himself. No, our marriage was
happy. We were happy together shar-
ing our lives."

"On weil. | did say | wouldn't pres-
sure you, and | meant it. But | am
going to break down vour defenses.*
he challenged as he led her on to

show her the next flower bed.

Dinner at the Thorns, was turning
into a mild disaster. Amy found her-
self trying to include her father in con-
versation, getling him to address Ed-
ward or even to reply to a question of
Edward’s. Instead herfather did noth-
ing but make innccent sounding com-
ments apvout each course of the meal
as she served it. Because each refer-
ence he made, aftthough sounding
tenign and at times complimentary,
inferred a comparison with either her
mother's or Hilda's cooking, Amy
found little to congratulate herself
abcut the meal and even less to
recommend her father's conduct
throughout it. They had reached the
coffee stage of the evening, without
her dumping a plate of dessert over
nis neada.

"Would you gentlemen like your
coffee on the patio? | can serve vou
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and clear away the dinner
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things while you are having it."

"That would be nice...” and “i’'d iike
mine in the study." were the replies
from Edward and her father reaner-

2eheC
LTvcly.

‘In that case, why don’t you take
your father’s to him in his study, and
I'll etart clearing away the last of thece
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dlSnca VWe can have our coffee w 1S

we're through cleaning up,’ Edward
suggested.
Realizing his mistake too late, Mr.
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Thorn could Qo iittie put taxke nimseir
off to his study, ieaving the field clear
for Edward. He did so with little grace

and no attemptto excuse himselffrom
their guest.

"Your tather is a bit out of sorts this
evening," Edward observed casually,
when Amy returned from taking that
gentleman nis coffee.

"He's annoyed with Hilda | suspect.
He invited her to dinner, but she had
already accepted an invitation from
Or. Fegan." She began to place the
dirty dishes into the dish washer, |
suppose he resents Dr. Fegan usurp-
ing Hilda's time, as he thought he had
a monopoiy on it.”

"He may have taken that for
granted, but I'm sure Hilda didn't see
it that way," Edward said, handing her
a stack of plates.

"What do you mean?"

‘| think Hilda loocks on whatever
their re|atlon5hlp IS, as aconvenience
to both of them. Saves them going
out and about alone. You know how
people in this town match make, well.
if they were together there was no
need for matcn making and they were
left alone.”

‘Perhaps that's how Hilda saw it
but from comments father has made
this visit, I'd say he had something
more in mind."

"‘Mavbe he should have told Hilda
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"Toid Hiida what?" Mr. Thorn
demanded from the doorway, w
he stood, cup in hand. "l come out to
saveyouatripinfor mycup, and! find
you discussing my private life with this
youngd..... young...." he sputtered, at a

loss for words.
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talking about Hilda. | was expiaining
that she was having dinner with Cr.
Inbute conr'd po. X



