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1 Chapter One




	Auckland, February 1924

	The clatter and rumble of the train seemed to have taken on a harder tone. Amy glanced through the window and saw that the patchwork of hedges and paddocks was giving way to the backyards of houses. They had reached the outskirts of the city at last.

	It was always a delight to spend those long weeks of summer with her son and daughter-in-law on the farm where she had raised her boys, and with the rest of her valley family close at hand for a round of visiting. And then it was just as delightful to come home to her daughter and the big house in Auckland. So blessed she was; so very blessed. Amy sometimes thought that if she were offered three wishes like someone in a fairy tale, she would struggle to think of anything to ask for.

	And right now she had even more reason than usual to be grateful. Daisy would be going to the university in Auckland, just across the road from Sarah’s house, in preparation for her future medical studies. For the whole of this year Amy would have both her grandchildren living with her.

	The sun was well to the west now. A stray beam cut through the grime of the window and struck Daisy’s hair, brightening its rich auburn to something closer to Eddie’s flaming red.

	“Not much longer now, darling,” Amy said. She placed a hand on Daisy’s arm, raising a wan smile in response.

	The only thing that might have even remotely disturbed Amy’s current sense of deep contentment was an awareness that Daisy was in a low mood. Not that Amy had heard a word of complaint from her all day. There had been no grumbling over the discomforts of the long journey, and she had shown a proper degree of interest in every feature of the landscape or small settlement that Amy pointed out to her as they trundled along. But Amy could tell she was not herself. While Daisy was never a rowdy girl, nor a boisterous one, Amy was used to seeing a brightness about her granddaughter, those green eyes of hers sparkling with lively intelligence. Today that brightness was dimmed, the way a summer’s day was when a veil of cloud passed over the sun.

	Well, it was an upheaval to go so far from home, and Daisy was very young still. After earlier being full of excitement over coming to Auckland, she had been quiet for the last week or two, when Amy came to think of it. Perhaps she had not quite taken in until then that she would be leaving home and the valley.

	But Daisy would not have to live among strangers; not until she went to the Medical School in Dunedin, and that was still a year away. She would be among family, surrounded by those who loved her. Her low mood was unlikely to last. Eddie would be at the train station to meet them, and that was sure to cheer Daisy up. Those two had always been such friends.

	*

	The train drew to a halt with a harsh metallic squeal, followed by a loud huff that sounded to Daisy like a tired sigh. Through the clouds of steam billowing over the platform to engulf the waiting people she made out a tall figure. Eddie was there, just as she had known he would be.

	She and Granny climbed down from the train, and Eddie cleared a path for them through the milling crowd. When they were in a relatively quiet spot near the ticket office he gave Granny a peck on the cheek, then turned to do the same with Daisy.

	With Granny standing right there and dozens of people pressing around them it could be no more than a fleeting contact. But Eddie’s eyes were full of warmth as he raised his head.

	“I’m glad you’re here,” he said, smiling at her.

	Daisy managed to smile back, and a moment later Eddie had darted off to fetch their luggage from among the piles now being unloaded from the baggage car.

	She could still feel the sensation of his lips against her cheek. He had kissed her like that when she had seen him off at the wharf back in Ruatāne; a kiss safe to be seen by others. And before that, when the two of them were alone out on the farm, he had kissed her on the lips. Softly, ever so gently. Just two weeks ago, when the world was a different place. When she did not have that knowledge lying heavy within her, like a stone in her belly.

	

	Eddie returned with their suitcases loaded onto a trolley he had procured from somewhere, and led them a short way along the street to the waiting carriage.

	“You’ll remember Walter,” Eddie said, and Daisy looked more closely at the man on the driver’s seat who had just tipped his hat to Granny and her.

	“Yes, of course I do,” she said, smiling up at him. It was true enough; she did remember Walter Jenson from her earlier visit to Auckland, the only other time she had ever been to the city. She kept to herself the fact that she would scarcely have known him without Eddie to tell her who it was she was looking at. Nine years ago, Walter Jenson had been assistant to his father and already doing the bulk of the work in the gardens and the stables. She remembered him hoisting her onto the back of a horse with not the least visible effort. He had been younger then, she thought, than Eddie’s current age of twenty-one, so must still be in his twenties. He looked much older than that.

	The war had done that to him, of course, just as it had to several of Daisy’s own uncles. There was a look about such men. She knew from what Eddie had told her that the war had also left Walter with a mangled leg that Eddie was fairly sure still pained him. He could walk reasonably well, but with a halting gait and a tendency to stumble if he attempted to lift anything heavy. A boy came around once or twice a week to dig over garden beds and the like, but Walter was insistent about taking on most of the work himself, and Daisy knew Eddie worried that he might aggravate that leg by trying to do too much.

	Walter made to climb down and help with the cases, but Eddie waved him back.

	“No, best you sit there and keep hold of the reins. Samson looks a bit jumpy, you know how he gets with all these motor lorries about,” he said, pointing to the nearer of the two horses. He handed Granny and Daisy up into the carriage, stowed their baggage in a compartment at the back, then jumped up to take his own seat facing Daisy. Walter flicked the reins and the horses set off at a brisk trot, clearly eager to be home.

	Eddie talked away about the latest news at Aunt Sarah’s, and Daisy did her best to look interested. After working on their aunt ever since last winter, he had at last persuaded her that a motor car would be a good idea. When the older of the carriage horses needed to be retired, which Eddie thought could not be too far off (here he cast a somewhat apologetic look over his shoulder, as if the horse might understand him), they would send both horses away, and the carriage would be replaced by a smart new motor car.

	“Samson—that’s the younger one—doesn’t like the noise of the engines, anyway,” Eddie said. “And there’s more motor cars and lorries on the roads around here all the time, so we couldn’t really have kept him on much longer. He’ll be happier out in the country somewhere, pulling a governess cart or taking a few kids to school on his back. The old fellow can go with him, he should be up to carrying a little kid around a paddock for a good while yet.”

	A familiar mix of keen interest and cheerful anticipation animated him. Daisy knew that what she had to tell him would quench the smile currently lighting his eyes. It had to be done, and she had to be the one to do it. 

	But not just yet; certainly not while others were within hearing. Daisy did her best to match Eddie’s lively interest as he talked of which model of motor car they might choose, and the lessons Walter had been taking on how to drive one and how to look after it. Eddie was thinking of taking a few of those driving lessons himself, so he would be able to drive the motor car as well.

	“I shouldn’t think it’s very hard to learn,” he remarked. Eddie was always inclined to think things would be easy; no doubt because for him they generally were.

	It was not far from the station to Aunt Sarah’s, and just a few minutes’ drive brought them to what Daisy considered the grandest in a row of grand houses. 

	She had been here once before, when she was a little girl of eight years old and had been brought up to Auckland to spend a wonderful holiday with Eddie and Granny and Aunt Sarah. Back then the house had seemed like a palace from a story book. Now it looked like what it actually was: a large and gracious building containing all the luxuries a sensible person could wish for, and above all a comfortable home.

	Aunt Sarah was there on the verandah to usher them into the lofty entrance hall. Eddie brought their bags inside before darting back out to help Walter with the horses, and after a minute or so of hugs and well-wishes and inquiries over how the journey had been, in the midst of which a maid appeared from somewhere and helped them off with their hats and coats, Aunt Sarah took charge.

	“I’ll show you up to your room, Daisy,” she said. “I’m sure you and your grandmother would both like to freshen up after all that time on the train.”

	“Yes, I would, thank you,” Daisy said. “I think I could do with a wash, anyway.” They had left Rotorua at nine o’clock that morning and arrived at Auckland a little after four in the afternoon, and the only chance she had had to stretch her legs during that long, weary day was when they changed trains at one of the larger stations, and she and Granny had pushed their way along the platform for tea and sandwiches in a busy tea room. She felt rumpled and grubby, and weighed down by the sort of tiredness you got from too much sitting still, not the honest weariness of doing any actual work.

	Aunt Sarah went ahead up the beautiful curved staircase and a short way along a passage, then ushered Daisy through a doorway.

	“This will be yours while you’re with us,” she said. “I hope you’ll find it comfortable.”

	“It’s lovely,” Daisy said, quite sincerely. The room was more than twice the size of her own little bedroom at home on the farm, decorated in shades of blue that made it feel cool and airy. The bedstead was polished brass, with a thick mattress and a pretty frilled coverlet. “Thank you, Aunt Sarah.”

	“You’re most welcome, dear. I’m delighted to have you here with us. Although I’m afraid I’ll have to ask you to give up your room for a short while later in the month, when Mr and Mrs Kelly bring Benjy up to Auckland.”

	Daisy was not the only person in the family who would be starting at the university that year. Benjy was Grandma and Grandpa Kelly’s son, and as he was Daisy’s mother’s brother he was actually Daisy’s uncle, but with only a year and a half between them they had always been much more like cousins. They had shared a bench at the little valley school, and then later had attended the high school in Ruatāne together, both of them in the same class after Benjy had had to miss a year of school to help Grandpa on the farm while his older brothers were away at the war. Now they would both be going to university here in Auckland, though they would probably not be sharing any classes. While Benjy had not yet decided what he would do after university, he had made it clear to Daisy that he had no interest in becoming a doctor, or in anything else that would require him to study a lot of science subjects. Whatever he ended up doing, Daisy thought it was sure to involve a clever use of words, something Benjy had always been good at.

	Benjy was the youngest of Grandma’s children by quite a few years, and she had never been as strict with him as she had with the older ones. “I can’t understand how he’s turned out as nice as he has, the way Ma’s always spoiled him,” Daisy had once overheard her mother remark to her father. “By rights he should be a real little brat.”

	Grandma Kelly was inclined to treat Benjy as if he were still a little boy, and it had taken some effort from Grandpa and from Benjy himself to persuade her that it was a good idea for him to go away from home to study. She was still so reluctant to part with him that he would not be leaving Ruatāne until a few days before the term was to begin, and astonishingly enough Grandma and Grandpa were actually coming to Auckland with him.

	Daisy did not think Grandma had ever spent a night away from the valley, let alone travelled such a distance. Despite never having been to the city, she tended to speak of it as a place with dangers lurking around every corner, and now it seemed she wanted to be sure Benjy would be living somewhere she considered suitable. So Grandpa, who had been to Auckland several times over the years and knew there was nothing much to worry about, had in his usual good-natured way agreed to bring her up to see Aunt Sarah’s house for herself.

	“You’ll be in that little room next to mine while they’re here, the one you stayed in years ago,” Granny said. “But you won’t mind that, will you, Daisy?”

	“No, I won’t mind a bit,” Daisy said at once. “That will do just fine.”

	“I’ve had the room next to Eddie’s made up for Benjy,” Aunt Sarah said. “It’s not nearly as nice as this one, but Eddie assures me boys don’t care about that sort of thing. It’s almost as small as the one you’ll be using, though, and none of the other upstairs rooms are properly furnished as bedrooms. There’s never been the need before, you see.” Daisy’s aunt smiled. “I’m not sure this house has ever had so many people living under its roof as there’ll be this year, with you and Benjy both gracing us with your presence.”

	“The bed in that room might be a little bit small for you, now you’re growing up so tall,” Granny said. “I’m sure it won’t be for long, though—your grandpa won’t want to be away from the farm at this time of year.”

	“I really don’t mind, Granny,” Daisy assured her once more. “You’re right, it’ll probably just be a few days. And it’ll be nice, having the room right next to you. Just like when I was little.” When she was still a child. Back when the world was so much simpler.

	“Well, just let one of the maids know if there’s anything you need,” Aunt Sarah said. “I’ll have tea brought to the small sitting room when you’re ready, Amy,” she added to Granny.

	“Yes, that will be lovely,” Granny said. “I’ll come down as soon as I’ve changed, I shouldn’t be long.”

	Aunt Sarah left the room, but Granny lingered by the doorway.

	“Don’t feel you have to hurry downstairs, darling,” she said. “I shouldn’t think we’ll be having dinner before seven. Perhaps you should have a little sleep before then.”

	“Thank you, Granny, but I’m fine really,” Daisy said, making a fresh attempt to look cheerful in response to the concern she saw on her grandmother’s face. “I feel a lot better now we’re off the train. I’ll come downstairs soon.”

	“All right, dear. Just as you like.” Granny smiled at her and went out, pulling the door closed behind her.

	And Daisy was alone, for what felt the first time in a very long while. No one to see her; no need to find anything sensible to say or to be careful about what her face might reveal. She sank onto the bed, but stood up again at once, remembering the likely state of her dress after those hours on the train. The dark fabric was quite effective at hiding any marks, but it was sure to have picked up the odd patch of soot along the journey from the clouds of dirty grey smoke that were inclined to envelop the carriages, and she would not like to leave any unsightly smears on the pretty, pale blue bedspread.

	One of the maids must have slipped upstairs while Daisy and the others were talking in the hall, as her luggage was there already, neatly piled on the floor next to the dressing table. Unpacking properly could wait, but Daisy opened the largest case and rummaged through it until she found a cotton dress that she often wore around the house back on the farm. It looked even plainer than usual in the grand setting of Aunt Sarah’s house, but would be cool and comfortable, which was what mattered just now.

	The house had a real bathroom, complete with running water, but going along the passage felt too much of an effort. Her room had its own washstand, and the jug was warm to the touch; filling it was another task the maid must have done earlier.

	It was a relief to shrug out of the heavy dress she had worn on the train. Daisy draped it over the back of a chair; a few sooty flakes dropped onto the polished wood of the floor, but she did manage to avoid getting any on the cream-coloured rug. She crossed to the washstand, splashed her face and patted it dry, then reached around under her petticoats with a damp wash cloth, rinsing away the stickiness of perspiration.

	Yes, that felt much better. Daisy sat down on the bed, the mattress soft and yielding beneath her. It felt so very comfortable that she briefly considered taking her grandmother’s suggestion and curling up for a nap, but rejected the idea almost at once. There was no sense hiding away from everyone. And she did not want Granny suspecting that anything might be troubling her.

	Plain though it was, the cotton dress felt light and clean against her skin as she slipped it over her head and belted it loosely around her waist. She retrieved a comb from her bag and tugged the knots from her hair before pulling it back with a ribbon to hold it in place.

	Daisy studied herself in the dressing table’s mirror. She looked neat and tidy, though more solemn than she wished to appear. She practised a smile, trying several versions until she managed one that appeared natural. Yes, that would do.

	She found Granny and Aunt Sarah in a room that despite being referred to as “the small sitting room” was larger than the parlour back on the farm. But it was cozy and inviting for all that, with well-stuffed armchairs and couches in a floral-patterned fabric, and thick rugs that her feet sank into as she crossed the room.

	Eddie was still outside helping with the horses, Granny said. “I expect he’ll be back soon, though.” She indicated the spot beside her on the couch, and Daisy took the offered seat. Aunt Sarah poured an extra cup of tea, which she passed to Daisy, along with a plate of dainty biscuits to choose from.

	Her grandmother and aunt had corresponded regularly while Granny was in Ruatāne, but they still seemed to have a good deal of catching up to do, judging from the lively back and forth of their conversation. Daisy joined in when addressed directly, whether to comment on some piece of family news or to agree how nice it was to have a proper cup of tea after the dubious, over-steeped brew they had made do with on their journey, and to drink it out of Aunt Sarah’s pretty porcelain tea set rather than the heavy china of the station tea rooms.

	Eddie came through the doorway after a few minutes of this. He waved aside Granny’s offer to pour him some tea, but did help himself to one of the biscuits.

	“Come outside and see the garden, Daisy,” he urged. “It’s looking really good just now.”

	“Eddie, let Daisy sit quietly for five minutes before you go dragging her off!” Granny laughed as she said it. “She hasn’t even had the chance to drink her tea yet.”

	A small corner of Daisy’s mind told her to keep sitting just where she was; to put off what she dreaded for as long as possible. The larger, more sensible part knew it was best to get it over with. 

	“No, it’s all right, Granny, I’ve just about finished,” she said. “I’d quite like to have a little walk and some fresh air.” She gulped down the remaining contents of her cup, and rose to leave the room ahead of Eddie.

	Aunt Sarah’s gardens were large by city standards, and beautifully kept. As Daisy had expected, rather than choosing one of the more open areas Eddie led the way out one of the rear doors and to a quiet spot surrounded by thick shrubs that screened it from the house and the neighbouring properties. On the way he talked about the work he had just been doing with the horses, and about the alterations the carriage house might need before the motor car arrived, but his words trailed off as they reached this secluded spot and came to a halt.

	There was a wooden bench here, dry enough in this weather to sit on without any risk to clothing. Eddie made straight for it and brushed off the few scattered leaves and dead flowers. He turned to Daisy, his eyes sending an invitation to join him there. He was already lowering himself onto the seat, so sure he was that she would come and sit by him. Would press close against his side, her fingers twining around his, the very air between them set thrumming by the contact. Would tilt her face for his lips to brush against hers, just as they had kissed on that last day back on the farm.

	She did not meet the invitation in his eyes; did not move to join him on the bench. Instead, she took a few steps across the tidy patch of grass until she was standing by one of the garden’s larger trees; an oak, she saw from its foliage. Daisy reached out to run her fingers over the rough bark.

	“I’ve been counting down the days till you’d get here,” Eddie said. “It seemed a lot longer than two weeks! But you’re here now.”

	Turned away as she was, she could not see his face. But she could hear the smile in his voice. She pressed against the tree trunk, digging her fingers into the grooves.

	“Daisy? What are you up to there? The tree can’t be as interesting as all that.” His tone was all warm amusement, with not the least hint of uncertainty.

	Her fingers were hurting, Daisy realised. She lowered her hand, and turned to face him.

	“Come and sit down,” Eddie said, patting the spot at his side. The skin around his eyes crinkled with the smile that curved his lips.

	Daisy stood where she was. She reached out to the tree once again, with her other hand this time, and flattened her palm against the trunk as if she could somehow draw strength from that hard, unyielding surface. She felt her hand trembling, just a little.

	“I had a talk with Mama, just after you left.” Her voice was low, and she saw Eddie lean forward to catch her words more easily. “I think she must have noticed about us, when we came back from our walk that last day. She could… could tell how things were. And she told me something—I already knew it, really, but I’d never thought it through properly, not the way she had. It’s about you and me.”

	Still the smile hovered over his lips, though he looked more quizzical now.

	“About us being cousins.” Her voice sounded odd, almost as if she were listening to a stranger. “She explained it to me, how we’re a complicated sort of cousin, the way it’s on both sides. We’re first cousins because your father and mine were brothers, but Mama and your father were cousins to each other, too, because their grandfathers were brothers. So that means you and I are related closer than ordinary cousins. We’re sort of halfway between first cousins and… and brother and sister.” The last few words had to be forced out through the tightness clutching at her throat.

	Eddie sat on the bench as if frozen in place, and for a moment his smile lingered, as if the muscles of his face had not yet caught up with what he had just heard. Daisy blinked back tears, by sheer force of will preventing even a single one from escaping to leave a telltale trail. It would upset Eddie to see her crying, and just then the most important thing in the world was not to hurt Eddie any more than she had just done. She watched as the last trace of that smile slid away, and saw utter bleakness there instead.

	It was gone almost at once, so quickly that it was as if a sort of shutter had come down over his face.

	“That’s quite right,” Eddie said, a false heartiness in his voice that went with the bland cheerfulness of his expression. “Halfway to brother and sister—more than halfway, maybe. Must be why we get on so well, eh?” He barked out a laugh so unlike his real one that Daisy winced at the sound.

	“Eddie, I—” she began, without knowing quite what she might say next. But Eddie rose abruptly and turned away.

	“I’m going out for a bit,” he said. “I’ve got something to do. I’ll see you at dinner if I’m not back before then.”

	He loped off, half a dozen of his long-legged strides taking him out of sight. 

	Daisy stood where she was until she could no longer hear his steps on the gravel path. The tree trunk where her hand still rested felt cold and lifeless. She pushed against it and tottered over to the bench, lowering herself to the spot where Eddie had just been sitting. A trace of his warmth seemed to linger there; or perhaps that was just her imagination.

	She did let herself cry then; no loud sobs or flinging herself about, but hot tears that welled up to turn the world into a glassy blur before spilling down her cheeks in twin rivulets. Tears blinded her, but before her in memory was a clear image of Eddie’s face with the happiness dashed from it.

	Her handkerchief was sodden before the flow of tears slowed then finally stopped. Daisy blinked away the last of them and sat there a little longer until she was sure she had herself under control. Her face felt sticky where the tears had dried, and her eyes must be red and swollen.

	She rose from the bench and set off for the house. If she was quiet about it, she should be able to slip indoors and up to her room without anyone seeing her. That way she would be able to wash her face and make herself fit to be seen in that decorous sitting room where you sipped tea from dainty china with a pattern of roses twining around the sides.

	*

	The rattle of a wheeled vehicle forced itself into Eddie’s awareness, and he came to a halt right on the edge of the footpath as a cart passed barely a yard from him. He was already several minutes’ walk from the house, with only the vaguest memory of having got this far.

	Without any conscious decision on his part, his feet had been leading him to the Domain, the park that as well as garden beds and stands of trees had large open areas and playing fields. He sometimes played rugby there in the season, and the team used it for training, as the university had no sports grounds of its own.

	Yes, the park would do. This late on a weekday afternoon he was unlikely to see people he knew, which was all to the good. Right now he did not want to talk to anyone, not even Daisy. Especially not Daisy. He needed to be by himself, and he needed to be moving.

	On his way from the house he had snatched up the canvas bag holding the shorts and top he wore for sports practice that he generally kept in a room just off the stables. The maids knew to retrieve the used clothes if Eddie forgot to put them in the wash, and a quick look in the bag revealed a neatly folded clean set. He would not have to go running in his good clothes; that was one scrap of something like luck on this wretched afternoon.

	As soon as the road was clear he crossed briskly, then headed uphill for the last part of the walk. His footsteps struck an orderly rhythm, in stark contrast to the churning within. He was aware of nothing so coherent as settled thought, just a simmering resentment at the world in general, struck through with flashes of actual anger. Something had been stolen from him, even as he was first becoming aware that it might be his to steal. Something as tenuous as a dream, but no less precious for that. It was not fair. That was the rhythm his feet were stamping out now. Not fair. Not fair.

	He emerged through a stand of trees and into the open area of the park, then headed towards the cricket pavilion, where he could use the nearby toilet block to get changed. Once in his running gear, Eddie stuffed his good clothes into the bag then went back outside and over to the empty rugby ground.

	No one else was in the immediate area, just as he had hoped. He let his bag drop onto the grass and set off along the edge of the pitch. Strong as the urge was to launch straight into a furious pace, Eddie forced himself to keep to an easy jog for the first few minutes. The whole thing would be pointless if he pulled a muscle and had to stop when he had barely begun. 

	The trouble with going at little beyond a brisk walk, of course, was that it gave no respite from that roil within him, as tormenting and as unproductive as ever. He quickened his pace as soon as he dared, and as his legs adjusted he sped up further.

	He felt the sting of sweat trickling into his eyes, and his shirt was sticky against his torso. A February afternoon was a foolish time to go running, but the prickling discomfort was to be welcomed if it offered a distraction from that simmering, seething anger writhing inside him.

	And now there was nothing but the pumping of his arms and legs, and the great gasping breaths as he forced air into his lungs to fuel his limbs. He made himself go faster, then faster again. There was pain now, each breath a line of flame down his chest. He embraced the pain like a friend.

	And then quite abruptly his body decided that it had no more to give. He came to a staggering halt and planted his hands on his thighs, lungs complaining with each gulp of air. Sweat dripped from his forehead and his face felt on fire.

	He stood there in an awkward half-crouch until his breathing slowed and his heart ceased pounding as if it might burst from his chest, then gathered up his bag and returned to the toilet block.

	Eddie splashed his face with water from one of the taps, the sharpness of its cold like a slap, then pulled off his shorts and shirt and washed away the worst of the sweat. He had not thought to bring a towel—he had done precious little useful thinking this afternoon, come to that. But he used the sweaty shirt to pat himself more or less dry; on a warm day like this he was unlikely to take a chill just by walking around slightly damp.

	He scooped up more cold water and splashed his face again. He felt a good deal calmer now, the futile anger burned away leaving a sort of hollowness in its wake, and the world seemed to be revealing itself with a sharp-edged clarity. Clearest of all was the memory of Daisy, utterly bereft and on the point of tears. That was how she had looked when he had last seen her. And then he had turned away and left her there in that state, while he went off to feel sorry for himself. That was no way for a man to behave, not if he deserved to be called a man at all. Eddie sometimes saw a harassed-looking mother or a nursemaid in Albert Park, not far from Aunt Sarah’s house, trying to cope with a small child roaring and raging over not getting its own way. He had behaved no better than a spoiled child himself.

	Enough of such self-indulgence. It was time to start behaving like a man. He put on his now somewhat rumpled good clothes and set out for home.

	He had often heard their grandmother say there was no use dwelling on things you could not change, you just had to make the best of it. That was the sort of thing Granny said; Eddie was not sure he had ever heard her complain about anything at all. It was not a philosophy he had had much need of himself, ever since he grew free of the constraints of childhood and being told what to do.

	He recalled once saying to Daisy that he had everything he wanted. He had meant it quite sincerely, and without giving the matter much thought had assumed it would always be the case. He had been wrong, though, and he knew better now. He could have anything he wanted except the one thing he wanted most of all.

	And there was not the least use railing against that. It was just the way the world worked. The most important thing was to look after Daisy; to keep her safe, and to do his very best to see her happy and contented in life. He could not claim to care for her if he refused to do that.

	Eddie walked homewards at a steady pace. That sense of a hollowness in his core was still there; perhaps had grown even stronger. But it could be ignored, he was sure, if he only made a proper effort. He was going to do right by Daisy. That was what really mattered.

	*

	The lingering redness must have vanished from around Daisy’s eyes by the time she again joined her aunt and grandmother in the sitting room, for neither of them seemed to notice anything out of the ordinary in her appearance. Granny looked a little surprised when Daisy said Eddie had “gone off somewhere”, but Daisy managed to make light of it, saying that Eddie never did like sitting still for long, and Granny smiled and said she was quite right.

	Eddie himself returned an hour or so later, just after Aunt Sarah had glanced at the mantel clock and remarked that dinner time was not far off. He poked his head in the door long enough to say that he would be back in a minute, and duly reappeared in a fresh set of clothes, his hair damp and combed into brief submission. His expression had a matching serenity, his face betraying no sign of whatever his inner preoccupations might be.

	Dinner was served in the elegant dining room, with its long table of polished wood set with lovely china and the silverware sparkling in the electric light. Daisy found that the main topic of conversation, constantly interrupted as it was by the serving up of some new dish or the clearing of plates, was what she herself might be doing over the next few days. Aunt Sarah and Granny were talking over what outings might be most interesting for her, and Granny had just raised the topic of shopping for new clothes, when Eddie broke in.

	“I’m taking Daisy over to the university tomorrow to show her around,” he said. “And then we’re going to buy her textbooks and notebooks and everything.”

	He gave Daisy an encouraging sort of smile, and it was not hard to meet it with one of her own. It was a relief to see him looking more himself again, and Eddie had always been able to lift her spirits, no matter how bleak things might seem.

	“She’ll need some new things before she starts, though, dear,” Granny said, pressing the point in her gentle way. “More than she did just going to high school.” This was true enough; back at high school Daisy had worn a gym slip every day, a uniform she had been more than content to leave behind in Ruatāne to be given to some family in straitened circumstances.

	“She’ll need her books more,” Eddie insisted. “Dresses and all that can wait. You think the same, don’t you, Daisy?” he said, turning to her.

	She could answer readily enough. “It’ll be nice to go shopping with you, Granny, but I really would like to see the university and get all my textbooks first.” She had come to Auckland to study, after all, not to buy new dresses.

	“Anyway, I promised I’d take her over there on her first proper day here,” Eddie said.

	“Well, you must keep your promises.” Granny smiled as she said it, but Eddie’s expression had turned a little solemn.

	“Yes, I must,” he said. “Especially promises to Daisy.”

	It sounded so portentous that Daisy was not surprised at the brief silence that followed, with even the sound of cutlery against plates ceasing. But a moment later Eddie grinned around the table at them all.

	“I don’t want her getting lost trying to find her way around when her lectures start,” he said, his tone making light of it. “Next thing she’d be thrown out of her classes for not turning up, and it’d all be my fault. I’d never hear the end of it!”

	His expression became one of mock horror. Granny and Aunt Sarah both laughed at his nonsense, Granny agreed that there would be plenty of time to shop for new clothes, and everyone’s attention was soon once again on the meal set before them.

	When dinner was over, they went through to the drawing room, which was perhaps the grandest room in the house. But the furniture was comfortable as well as elegant, as Daisy found when she sat down next to her grandmother on one of the well-stuffed sofas. 

	There was a piano in the room, which Daisy knew her aunt sometimes played, but tonight Aunt Sarah instead settled into a chair close to the fireplace, which at this time of year was left unlit. Her leather-upholstered armchair looked like a piece of furniture that had originally been intended for a man. Over the mantelpiece hung a painting of Aunt Sarah at about Daisy’s age, wearing a blue silk gown, and there was a framed photograph on the mantel itself of Aunt Sarah in the same dress standing by a kind-looking white-haired man sitting in this very armchair; that must be Aunt Sarah’s father, Daisy decided. Aunt Sarah picked up a book from a small table next to her chair, opened it at an embroidered bookmark, and began reading.

	Eddie had a similar armchair, also covered in leather, although his was a little less substantial, and perhaps more modern in style. He had a small pile of books about things like rocks and trees and insects by his chair, along with a notebook Daisy recognised as one in which he liked to record the details of plants and animals that caught his attention while out exploring, often adding quick sketches. When Daisy glanced past their grandmother she saw a book at her side, too. This seemed to be a room where, although everyone sat together of an evening, it was not considered rude to read or do other things on their own rather than spend the whole time talking to each other.

	Eddie was leaving his books undisturbed this evening, though, and Granny had taken up a piece of embroidery. The three of them talked of Benjy’s upcoming arrival and what Grandma Kelly might think of Auckland, along with the latest news from the valley, little enough of that as there was. Aunt Sarah’s book did not seem to be claiming much of her attention, as she chimed in from time to time.

	Daisy admired her grandmother’s embroidery, but there was a limit to how much could be said in praise of a stitched bunch of flowers. Without the distraction of food that the dining room had provided, it felt awkward to be discussing the most ordinary of things like how the farms were getting on, when her thoughts clamoured with the memory of those brief minutes in the garden with Eddie. His stricken expression at what she had told him; the way he had gone off with barely a word. She longed to know what he was thinking, but in this grand house with its bewildering number of rooms and only four people living there including herself, the one thing that seemed to be in short supply was any opportunity for private conversation of an evening.

	The talk shifted to recent progress on a new building being erected at the university. Aunt Sarah had abandoned her book and was speaking with some authority; Daisy knew her aunt owned several properties in Auckland. The university building was a subject that Daisy felt she should rouse herself to show more interest in, but it seemed too much of an effort just now. When her opinion was actually asked she murmured polite agreement with whatever had last been said, but mostly she just watched Eddie.

	He looked much as he usually did, except that the calmness that had hung about him all evening was a deeper one than she was used to seeing. When he sensed her eyes on him, as he often seemed to, he smiled his usual warm smile.

	And that was good. Of course it was. She did not want Eddie in the grip of the bleak hopelessness she had seen in his face that afternoon. She wanted him to be happy. She pushed hard against the treacherous thoughts doing their best to force themselves on her. Not resentment—never that, not with Eddie—but despite her best efforts, as the evening wore on she found herself bewildered; even hurt. Did what she had told him that day mean so little to him? How could that be?

	Her mood shifted abruptly; now she was angry with herself for wishing Eddie discontented just because she was unhappy. But even that could not last, not when she was feeling so very tired. This day seemed to have already lasted twice as long as an ordinary one, and it was becoming harder than ever to appear bright and cheerful. A yawn escaped before she had the chance to cover her mouth with her hand, and this time it was Granny whose eyes happened to be on her.

	“I think perhaps you should have an early night, dear,” she said. “You look quite worn out after the long day you’ve had.”

	“And I’ll be walking you off your feet tomorrow, showing you around everywhere,” Eddie put in, his calm seemingly as imperturbable as ever. “So you’d better get a good night’s sleep, eh?”

	Daisy was not about to argue the point. She at once rose from the sofa, said her goodnights to them all, and was out of the room and on her way to the staircase before Aunt Sarah had quite finished wishing her a comfortable night’s sleep. Granny had begun stretching out her arms to draw Daisy into the familiar embrace, but she had pretended not to notice. It was not just a longing for her bed that made her leave so precipitously. She and her grandmother always exchanged a kiss at bedtime when they happened to be under the same roof; and so did Daisy and Eddie. Tonight she did not trust herself to kiss Eddie as if it were nothing beyond an old habit.

	When she reached her bedroom, she pulled the cord that turned on the electric lamp and closed the door behind her, then stood there with her eyes shut, drinking in the relief of being alone once again.

	She opened her eyes and looked around the room that was to be hers this year. It really was quite lovely, with lustrous satin drapes over its tall windows and the brass of the bedstead glowing in the lamplight. The dainty dressing table against the far wall had a bentwood chair pushed close to it. One of the maids must have been up here while the family were at dinner, for the drapes had been closed and the covers turned down; even the dent Daisy had made by sitting on the bed had been carefully smoothed out.

	Her bags were just as she had left them, piled on the floor with only the largest one open, but the heavy travelling costume she had left draped over a chair was nowhere to be seen. After a short exploration she found it hanging in the oak wardrobe, neatly brushed and with the creases shaken out. The maid must have seen to that as well. This was the sort of house where soiled things were whisked away and reappeared neat and tidy as if by magic rather than by someone’s hard work.

	The sight of the spacious wardrobe containing nothing but a solitary garment was a reminder that she still had her unpacking to do. Granny would probably have said to leave it till the morning and just get straight into bed, but Daisy no longer felt so sleepy now that she was away from the drawing room. There was no point lying awake brooding; better by far to be doing something useful.

	She did not have so very much luggage, so the task did not take long. As well as shelves in the wardrobe the room had a capacious set of drawers, and even with all her things put away there were still several empty ones; more than enough, Daisy was sure, for Grandma and Grandpa to use during their visit.

	There was no clock in her room, but Daisy was sure it was not yet time to be thinking of going to bed; especially since she still did not feel sleepy enough to be confident of nodding off quickly.

	In the course of unpacking she had come across the one book that had seemed worth bringing to Auckland, a Latin text given to her by her uncle a few years ago; Uncle Richard had been teaching her Latin while she was boarding with him and Aunt Maudie, as Ruatāne’s high school did not offer it. Latin was the subject she was most nervous about, as she could not gain entry to the medical school in Dunedin without a pass in the subject, so the Latin examination she would sit later in the year was of vital importance. Given that her only knowledge of the language came from those informal lessons with Uncle Richard, passing the examination was not something she could afford to take for granted.

	A cane armchair stood in one corner of the room, generously proportioned and well-supplied with cushions. There was a heavy-looking footstool to go with it, but Daisy ignored that, instead curling up in the chair with her feet tucked under her. She let the book fall open to a page at random, then ran her finger along the lines of text, murmuring the words under her breath as she did so.

	It was no use. The words refused to make any sense whatsoever, even in supposedly familiar passages. The physical effort of unpacking and stowing away her belongings had been enough to keep her focused on the task at hand, but no longer. Now what she saw in her mind’s eye was not the page immediately in front of her. It was Eddie’s face; the dawning wonder after he had kissed her that last morning on the farm; the warmth of his gaze today in Aunt Sarah’s garden, and the way every trace of happiness had drained from it. And then the mystifying calm of the drawing room, when it was almost as if she had imagined all that had gone before. A wave of confusion and loss and even a kind of loneliness washed over her. When she forced her attention back to the book open on her lap, the meaningless lines blurred before her eyes.

	She blinked away the unshed tears and tried once again to focus on a line she had read at least three times now, concentrating so fiercely that when a noise caught her attention it took a moment for her to realise it was a soft knock on her door. It was her grandmother, Daisy was sure; Granny must have seen the light under the door, and had decided to come and give her that missed goodnight kiss.

	“Come in,” she called. 

	The door opened, but it was not the diminutive figure of her grandmother who stepped into the room. It was Eddie.

	For the moment she was too startled for speech, but as he crossed towards her she realised she had put out her hand as if to bar his approach, unsure whether it was right to have him in her bedroom.

	“Don’t worry,” Eddie said, answering the unspoken warning. “It’s all right, I won’t be long. But I’ve got to talk to you, I don’t want to leave it till tomorrow.”

	He drew the footstool towards him and plumped down on it, his long legs bending at what looked an awkward angle, while Daisy lowered her feet to the floor and sat properly upright, placing the Latin text to one side.

	Eddie noticed the book and smiled. “Trust you, getting straight on to studying when you’ve only just arrived.”

	“I’m not making much of a job of it,” Daisy said, sending a rueful glance of her own in the book’s direction. “I can’t seem to make any sense of it tonight.”

	“Well, it wouldn’t do you any harm to take a couple of days off. It’ll all come back to you quickly enough once you start your lectures.”

	“I hope so,” Daisy murmured. Eddie’s unexpected arrival, breaking in as it had on the tumble of confused thoughts and anxieties that had taken possession of her that evening, had left her feeling a little light-headed.

	Eddie knew how important Latin was to her, and how anxious she was about it; the two of them had talked it over often enough. “There’s no need to worry, you know,” he said. “You’ve done jolly well already, for not studying it at school. And I’ll be here to give you a hand with it any time you need me to.”

	“Thank you, Eddie.” In spite of everything, Daisy felt her spirits lifting a little.

	“Sorry I was such an idiot, rushing off like that and leaving you there on your own,” he said, grimacing at the memory.

	“That’s all right,” Daisy said. “I know it was a shock, hearing it all of a sudden like that. I’d already had time to think about it.”

	“And now I have, too. I’ve thought it all over.” He leaned forward, his gaze serious. “So it turns out we’re just about brother and sister. We always have been, you know—I mean, we’ve known each other since you were a baby, and I suppose I used to think you were my sister, more or less.”

	Used to. Back when they were both children. Once, Daisy remembered, when she was too small to know any better, she had asked her parents why Eddie was not her brother. Now the question that tore at her was why the world could not have been arranged to have them related only at a safe distance. 

	“So we’ll carry on just like we always have,” Eddie said. “Just the same as before… you know. Before all that happened down on the farm.”

	Except that things could never be just as they used to be. Because the two of them were not the same as they had been. Daisy did not need to say the words aloud. In that moment, she was as sure of his thoughts as she was of her own.

	“Yes,” she said. “We’ll go on just the same.” It was not a lie. They would behave as they always had. The difference would be on the inside, and no one but themselves need ever know.

	“You’re like my sister, and I’ll always look after you,” Eddie said. “I don’t need anything more than that. You’ll always be enough for me, just as we are right now.”

	He must have seen the alarm in Daisy’s eyes as he rose from the footstool and leaned towards her. “It’s all right,” he said, his voice very gentle. “There’s nothing wrong with kissing my little sister good night.” He lowered his head until his face was close to hers, then touched his lips against her cheek in a just-right kiss that pressed just firmly enough and lingered just the right amount of time and not a moment longer. And Daisy gripped the underside of her chair with both hands, using every ounce of willpower not to take hold of him and draw him closer.

	Eddie rose to his feet and smiled at her, and Daisy had never before realised that a smile could hold as much sadness as any amount of weeping. “We’ll be all right, Daisy,” he said. “I’ll make sure we are.”

	He turned away, crossed to the door and pulled it closed behind him, leaving the room feeling empty.

	Daisy released her grip, slid back in the chair and hugged her knees to her chest, turning his words over in her mind. A brother was someone you could love. She did love Eddie—she always had and she always would. And he loved her. No, things could never be the way she had allowed herself to imagine them on that precious day back in the valley, but it was not as if she had lost Eddie; not really. That aching sense of loss was for something she had never really had at all.

	Not everyone got married, anyway. Aunt Sarah never had, and no one could say she showed any dissatisfaction with her life. Of course Aunt Sarah had her grand house and lots of money, and busied herself with all sorts of committees and good causes, but Daisy was going to be a doctor, and that was an important job that would mean she could help people—even save lives sometimes. That should be enough to make her just as contented as Aunt Sarah.

	It would have to be enough, because the world could not be changed just by wishing. Sometimes it did not matter how you felt, or what you wanted. You could not let it matter.

	

	
2 Chapter Two




	Daisy woke to a room that was full of soft light filtered through the blue satin drapes. The bed was just as comfortable as its appearance had promised, and despite her head’s having been full of churning thoughts for much of the previous day she had slept quite soundly.

	It still felt early; at least according to the hours kept in Aunt Sarah’s house, though no doubt back on the farm Daisy’s parents would have been out working for some time already. There was no need to get up just yet, and this might be the last time she would be on her own all day. Daisy lay back against the pillows, closed her eyes, and marshalled thoughts that might otherwise follow their own disorderly path.

	Yes, she loved Eddie. No, she could never marry him, so she would never marry at all. The touch of his lips on hers that day in the valley was etched crystal-clear in her memory; just as clear was the knowledge that she would never again know that sensation. Memories sometimes faded, but this one would not. 

	She could never marry Eddie. There was no use railing against that; no use ranting or weeping. Nothing to be done but accept it, and make the best of what the world still had to offer. This would be an exercise to be gone through each morning from now on, preparing herself to face the world properly. Perhaps it would get easier when done day after day. She would go on with it whether or not that was the case.

	That was quite enough lolling about dwelling on things. Daisy got up and made the bed, then opened the drapes and fetched a skirt and blouse from the wardrobe; it would certainly be smart enough for the breakfast table, and she could ask her grandmother’s opinion on whether it would do for going out later. 

	The light had lost its early morning paleness by the time she was dressed and had put her hair up. Granny was probably awake now, so if Daisy went to her room they could go down to breakfast together. Before leaving her own room Daisy paused in front of the mirror, checking that she looked suitably calm and cheerful. Wearing the right expression, she had begun to realise, was just as important as putting on the right sort of clothes.

	*

	Daisy’s skirt and blouse was deemed quite suitable for the day’s outing; first by Granny, then over breakfast by Aunt Sarah. Eddie, who was the only person in the house who regularly spent any time at the university, said when Granny asked his opinion that as far as he was concerned she looked as smart as any of the other girl students.

	With breakfast over, and coats and hats duly fetched, Daisy set out from the house at Eddie’s side. When she caught sight of the university buildings through the trees of the front garden she felt her heart give a little leap, and was so startled at her own reaction that her steps faltered. 

	With a quick skipping movement Daisy matched her pace to Eddie’s once again. There seemed to be too many feelings in her at the same time, and as she walked along she did her best to sift through them until they made some kind of sense.

	There were layers, that was it; layers of feelings and thoughts and memories. Sometimes a particular layer might be the one on top, the way pleasant anticipation was right now, but that did not make the rest of them any less real. And the painful ones might not hurt so sharply all the time, not when those layers were nowhere near the top, but the pain was like a thorn that you had never quite managed to dig out, ready to take you by surprise when you put pressure on just the wrong place.

	Perhaps those layers could be moved around. The one holding the thoughts of what she and Eddie could never be to each other would still be there—would always be there—but with practice and with an effort of will it might be possible to keep it safely muffled beneath other layers for much of the time. That should be part of each morning’s exercise on how to face the day ahead with a suitably cheerful face.

	“Watch out for the traffic,” Eddie said, his voice breaking into her musing. They were right on the edge of the road now, with a horse and cart coming in one direction and a motor car in the other.

	“Yes, it wouldn’t do to get knocked down on my very first day.” Daisy smiled as she said it, and got an answering grin from Eddie.

	“Best not to get knocked down at all, come to that,” he said. “I used to hold your hand crossing the road when you were little, but I don’t think I need to now.”

	He looked away, apparently feeling the need to search for more distant traffic, and as they stepped briskly onto the road Daisy kept to herself the thought of how nice it would be to have him take her by the hand.

	According to Eddie, there had been arguments over a suitable site for Auckland’s University College for many years, which meant it was far behind colleges in the country’s other main centres when it came to proper facilities. Buildings of various ages and states of repair were spread around the university grounds. Most of them had been built for other purposes before the university even existed, Eddie told her, and several looked undeniably shabby. The largest, just across the road from Aunt Sarah’s and still under construction, was the one Daisy had heard the others talking about last evening in the drawing room. It was currently half-hidden by a thicket of scaffolding, but from Eddie’s description it would eventually be an impressive structure, two storeys high and with a tall tower formed into a sort of latticework, the whole to be clad in plaster and in white stone brought up from the South Island. This was to be the Arts Building, so Benjy would probably spend more time in it than Daisy, but it would also contain the new library, which Eddie said would be a vast improvement on the current situation, where departments housed their own modest collections in rooms of varying degrees of unsuitability.

	They had only walked on a few steps when Daisy halted, her eye caught by what appeared to be a section of wall built of black stone.

	“What’s that?” she asked. “It looks quite old.”

	“Eh? Oh, that’s the barracks wall,” Eddie said, following the direction of her pointing finger. “It’s been there forever—eighty years or so, anyway.”

	The wall, Eddie explained, had been part of the fortifications erected on this spot in the eighteen-forties, when it was feared that the battles in the north between Māori and British settlers might spread to Auckland. This short section of wall was the last remnant of that military site, its rough-hewn blocks of basalt incongruous alongside the up-to-date building taking shape just next to it.

	Most of the other buildings rated only a brief description from Eddie as he led her past. Some were used for subjects she would not be taking, or held administrative offices. He pointed out the location of the Women’s Common Room, which he had never entered, and the Men’s Common Room, where Daisy was unlikely ever to set foot. It was all familiar ground to Eddie, of course; he had studied for his Bachelor of Science degree here, and was currently working towards a Master’s, although he seemed in no particular hurry over that.

	Most interesting of all was the science building on the far side of the grounds. Its central section, which along its front had tall columns with ornate tops, had once been Auckland’s Choral Hall, but a few years earlier the university had purchased it, and new wings had been built either side. Eddie led her in through the grand entrance hall then along a corridor, past rooms that he told her were lecture theatres and laboratories. 

	With term not yet begun there were few people about, and most of the rooms were locked, as Eddie found when he tried the door handles. One laboratory door stood open, though, and a man was inside checking things off against a list. He looked up and nodded a greeting, apparently recognising Eddie.

	“This is Mr Macintosh, he’s a demonstrator in the lab,” Eddie said to Daisy. “This is my cousin Daisy, Macintosh, she’ll be taking science this year. All right if we have a quick look in here?”

	“As long as you don’t move anything, then I’d have to start this lot again from the beginning,” the man said, pointing at his list. But he smiled as he said it, indicating with a wave of his arm that they were welcome to look around.

	It was indeed a quick look, as Eddie, after a glance at his wristwatch, said they should be getting a move on soon. But it was long enough for Daisy to take in the sight of rows of equipment set out on long benches in a space several times the size of the little science classroom back at Ruatāne District High School, all of it looking a good deal newer and better cared for than the school’s had been, as well as more elaborate. A fresh surge of excitement rose in her at the knowledge that she would soon be studying here; would be using this up-to-date equipment; would be a part of it all.

	As they made their way back through the grounds, not far from the science facility Daisy caught sight of a modest little building she had not taken any notice of earlier. It had walls of what looked like corrugated iron, but whoever had built it had added an incongruously ornate entrance, with narrow columns either side of the concrete steps leading up to the doorway, topped by a triangular section of roof, giving it a comical appearance, almost like a poor attempt at copying the old Choral Hall.

	“That’s the tin shed,” Eddie said. “Well, they’re calling it the School of Engineering now, see?” He pointed to a sign just above the doorway. “It’s where the chaps studying engineering go.”

	“It looks a bit… well, tatty, really,” Daisy said, after glancing around to check that she could not be overheard. “Especially compared to the lovely building for science.”

	“Yes, it’s a bit of an eyesore, all right,” Eddie said. “It’s supposed to be temporary, but it’s been there going on twenty years now, so it might be a while yet before the engineering chaps get a decent building of their own. There’s a sort of row over whether Auckland should be allowed to teach engineering at all, you see, so I don’t think much money ever gets spent on it.”

	“That’s a shame for them,” Daisy said. “I shouldn’t think it’s very nice to try and do any work in there, especially in the hot weather.”

	“Well, they carry on turning up every year, so I suppose they can’t mind it too much. They generally take a few science courses as well, so you’ll probably meet the ones that do. A bit rough and ready, some of them, so watch yourself around them.”

	He spoke lightly, and Daisy took little enough notice of his remark as she reflected on the pleasant thought that the science building would be her own main place of study. At least the engineering students were allowed to spend some of their time in it, too, rather than being stuck in the tin shed all day long.

	As they passed close to a building Eddie had mentioned was where some of the administrative staff worked, Daisy noticed a printed sign saying that fees should be paid before lectures commenced. Eddie saw where she was looking, and quietly assured her that it was already taken care of, and she was not to worry about that sort of thing.

	That was thanks to Aunt Sarah, of course. Her aunt had always insisted on paying for anything to do with Daisy’s education, even down to her school uniform back in Ruatāne. Without her aunt’s support, Daisy could never have hoped to study to be a doctor.

	So many people had made it possible. Her parents, for saying she could go to high school and then university, when most girls would be told they should just stay home and help around the house until they got married. Uncle Richard, for not laughing off the idea of her wanting to become a doctor, and for teaching her Latin. And most of all Eddie, prepared to spend the whole of his holidays on the farm helping her with her schoolwork, and always ready with an encouraging word when everything seemed too hard. He had been the first person she told of her secret ambition, and her staunchest supporter ever since. She looked over at him and his eyes crinkled in a smile, and Daisy found she did not need to have her hand held to feel warmth flowing through her.

	They left the grounds and headed for the shopping area, on their way passing through Albert Park. The park had tall trees and pretty garden beds, along with a fountain and statues. One grand statue was of Queen Victoria, but more interesting to both Eddie and Daisy was the statue of a soldier from the war in South Africa. Eddie’s father had died in that war before Eddie was born, and Daisy noticed Eddie give the statue a nod of acknowledgement as they passed.

	The bookshop was on busy Queen Street, in a building several storeys high. Daisy might have been overwhelmed by the sheer size of it all had she been by herself, but Eddie led her straight to what turned out to be the right counter. He had the list of her required textbooks ready, and the helpful man behind the counter confirmed that all of them were either in stock or would be arriving in the next few days.

	Eddie arranged to have the textbooks delivered to Aunt Sarah’s, then took Daisy to another part of the store to buy her stationery and other bits and pieces. He had made a list of the things she should get, but encouraged Daisy to choose just what sorts of notebooks and pencils she liked best, along with different coloured inks and some drawing tools to add to the set she had used at high school, for making charts and diagrams. Her old pen would not do at all, he insisted, and she selected a smart new fountain pen. The whole lot was made up into a parcel for delivery, and charged to one of the accounts Aunt Sarah seemed to have at stores all around the city.

	“Surely I don’t need anything else, not with the lovely lot of things I’ve got already,” Daisy said when Eddie, rather than making for the exit, pointed her towards yet another counter.

	“Just one more thing to collect before we go,” Eddie said. “I ordered it last week, they said it’d be ready today.” He looked rather pleased with himself, Daisy thought as she trailed along at his side, her head still spinning from choosing between various notebook bindings and different types of coloured pencils.

	“An order to collect for Stewart,” Eddie said to the assistant.

	“Ah, yes, Mr Stewart, I have it right here,” the man said. He reached under the counter and retrieved a package wrapped in brown paper. “Would you like to inspect it before you take it away?”

	“Yes, we would. You open it, Daisy,” Eddie said, giving her hand a nudge with his.

	It had all become a little mysterious. Daisy raised her eyebrows at him, then carefully opened the package to reveal a beautiful case of fine brown leather, supple under her hands but clearly of sturdy make, and just the right size to be loaded with notebooks and pens and pencils and all her other paraphernalia.

	“Oh, it’s lovely,” she breathed, running her fingers over the smooth surface.

	“I had them put your initials on it, see?” Eddie pointed just above the brass catch to where “M. A. S.” had been inscribed, with the letters picked out in gold. There was something else, too, engraved between the initials and the catch. Daisy peered more closely and realised it was a flower; actually a small daisy.

	“Just in case you forget your name,” Eddie said, grinning at her.

	Daisy insisted on carrying the case herself when they left the counter, clutching it to her chest for the first few steps then holding it by its leather handle, the better to see how lovely it was.

	“The textbooks and all that lot is from Aunt Sarah, I suppose—she’s paying for it, anyway—but this one’s from me,” Eddie said, smiling at the sight of Daisy stroking the little flower. “I thought it might come in handy.”

	Eddie had paid for this out of his own money; had chosen it himself, and had had those extra decorative details added to make it more especially hers.

	“It’s just perfect,” Daisy said. “I love it. Thank you, Eddie.” 

	The morning had worn on, and it could not be so very far from lunchtime, but Eddie suggested a visit to a tea room before trekking back up the hill to Aunt Sarah’s. He chose one in a side street, small and cozy and with few other customers, so that they had a corner of the room to themselves.

	Daisy rested her new case on her lap, allowing her to admire it in between sipping her tea and taking bites of several kinds of small iced cakes. She looked up to find Eddie’s eyes on her, his own share of the cakes apparently forgotten for the moment.

	“Thank you for this lovely case, Eddie. And for showing me around the university, and… and for everything.”

	“That’s all right, I enjoyed doing it,” Eddie said. “We’re looking forward to seeing you end up a doctor, you know.”

	Daisy felt the smoothness of the leather case under her fingers. She pictured herself carrying it around the university and taking her seat in that grand science building, surrounded by students from up and down the North Island; no doubt almost all of them from much fancier schools than Ruatāne District High. The image gave rise to a familiar muddle of feelings; pleased anticipation cut through with the treacherous thought that she might not be good enough; that it was a ridiculous idea for a farm girl from Ruatāne to think herself capable of becoming a doctor; that she might let everyone down after all the trouble they had gone to.

	Just as he so often did, Eddie seemed to know what she was thinking.

	“You don’t need to worry about getting through your exams or anything like that,” he said. “You’re going to do really well. I know you are.”

	When Eddie spoke with such conviction, those niggling doubts and anxieties were inclined to shrivel up to nothing, like weeds pulled out of the ground and left to wither in the bright sunshine. Daisy returned his smile. Eddie’s steadfast confidence was a part of what sent a small thrill through her at the thought of becoming a doctor. That was a good layer to reach for when one of the less comfortable ones threatened to surface.

	*

	The promised shopping trip with Granny took place a few days later. There had been some talk that Aunt Sarah might accompany them, but then a meeting came up that she said could not be avoided. Grateful as she was for all her aunt’s kindness, Daisy was quietly relieved at this. Aunt Sarah was a very definite sort of person, and Daisy suspected she herself might have had little say over whatever clothes she ended up with.

	As it was, she had Granny to herself all morning, which was a gentle pleasure in itself. After more than an hour of trying on various outfits, with Granny making helpful suggestions while making sure the final choice was left up to Daisy, she had two new skirts and four blouses for ordinary day wear, a pretty dress in pale green silk for outings, a pair of sensible shoes and a much less sensible pair to go with the new dress, socks and stockings and several new sets of underwear.

	“That should see you through till the cooler weather, anyway,” Granny said when their purchases had all been taken to the counter, to be put on one of Aunt Sarah’s many accounts and packaged up for delivery. “I’m glad we managed to find skirts long enough, at least if you don’t get any taller,” she said, smiling at Daisy.

	“I’m nearly seventeen now, I shouldn’t think I’ll grow much more,” Daisy said, smiling back. She already towered over Granny, but then most people did.

	They had morning tea in the store’s tea room, a busy, brightly-lit establishment on the top floor, well-dressed ladies clustered around almost every table and a hum of conversation punctuated by the clatter of forks against plates.

	“I’d like to take your Grandma Kelly out shopping with me while she’s here, if I can talk her into it,” Granny said between sips of tea. “I want to show her one or two of the sights, too. It might be the only time she ever comes to Auckland, after all.”

	“I expect it will,” Daisy said. “Whenever Grandpa says he’d like to take her away on holiday somewhere, Grandma always says she can’t see the point of rushing around the country when she’s got everything she needs at home.”

	“So she does,” Granny said, laughing. “But I think she’d enjoy seeing all the pretty clothes in a big store like this. It’s nicer than buying out of a catalogue, the way she does now for things they don’t have in the Ruatāne shops. Anyway, we can all do with a change now and then.”

	Granny must have seen the doubt in Daisy’s expression—Grandma Kelly had been known to remark that she did not see why people had to go changing how things had always been done just for the sake of it. “Well, perhaps if it’s only a very little change,” Granny said. 

	She leaned closer, and Daisy felt herself drawn into a confidence. “I did have a quiet word with Mrs Jenson about the meals she might like to do while they’re staying,” she said. “She cooks such lovely food, but I think your grandma would rather have the sorts of things she’s used to.”

	Mrs Jenson, as well as being Walter’s mother, was Aunt Sarah’s cook. While the housemaids and kitchen maids lived elsewhere and came to work each day by tram or on foot, the Jensons had a house on the grounds, tucked away behind a thick hedge; just the two of them now, as Mr Jenson had died the previous winter. 

	She was assisted in the kitchen by Polly, who had started as a scullery maid but had been trained up over the years by Mrs Jenson and had now risen to the rank of second cook. The meals served in Aunt Sarah’s house were always very nice, but generally more elaborate than at home in the valley, and when Polly, who apparently enjoyed trying out new recipes, was left in charge some of the flavours could be a little unexpected. Daisy tried to imagine Grandma Kelly’s reaction to something like last night’s dinner: a fish curry that Daisy had found quite spicy, though no one else seemed to think so; chicken in a very rich sauce that seemed to be mostly onions and cream along with what Daisy was told were olives; and a complicated sort of pudding with sponge fingers and glacé cherries set in a wine jelly. Only the need for politeness would prevent dire predictions of indigestion or worse from Grandma Kelly, Daisy was sure.

	*

	On the morning Grandma and Grandpa and Benjy were to arrive, Daisy moved her nightdress and a few other items of clothing into the room next to Granny’s, leaving her own large bedroom free for her grandparents. The bed in the little room, while quite adequate back when Daisy had stayed here as a child, looked likely to be a tight fit just as Granny had warned, but that would not matter for a few nights, even if it meant having to let her feet dangle over the end.

	Aunt Sarah declared it would be too much of a crush in the carriage if they were all to go to the railway station to collect the Kellys, but Granny went along with Walter when he set off. As soon as the clatter of the carriage wheels made itself heard on their return, the rest of the family assembled on the front verandah to meet the visitors.

	It was Grandma Kelly’s reaction that Daisy was particularly curious to see. Grandpa had been to Auckland—and to this house—before, but to Grandma everything would be new and strange, and Daisy had wondered if she might be awed by it all.

	She should have known better than that, of course. It would take more than her first sight of a city that held a population thirty or forty times that of Ruatāne to quell Grandma. While she did remark on the sheer numbers of carts and motor lorries around the train station, her tone was more disapproving than subdued.

	“The streets are that noisy, I could hardly hear myself think,” she said as Grandpa helped her out of her coat. “And so many people rushing about, I’ve no idea how they all know where they’re supposed to go. It must be easy to get lost in a place like this.”

	Her voice faltered on the last few words, and she sent an anxious look in Benjy’s direction. 

	Grandpa placed his hand on her shoulder and let it rest there long enough to give her a comforting squeeze.

	“It’s just across the road to the university, love, not much chance of getting lost going that little way, is there?’

	“And we’ll all keep an extra eye on Benjy and Daisy just at first,” Granny said. “There’s no need to worry, Lizzie, they’ll soon get used to finding their way around.”

	Daisy saw Grandma Kelly’s mouth set into firmer lines. “Of course they will,” she said. “The pair of them are sensible enough, and they’ll have you looking after them. No, I’m not a bit worried.”

	Despite the briskness of her tone, Daisy suspected Grandma was still fretting over whatever dangers she imagined the city might hold, but was making an effort not to show it. She would be worrying far more over Benjy than over Daisy herself, of course; that was just how Grandma was made. Far from feeling any resentment, Daisy accepted the fact gratefully. She did not want people fussing over her as if she were a little girl.

	*

	Granny had mentioned over breakfast that the food might be a little plain while their visitors were with them, to which Aunt Sarah had replied that she was sure it would do them no harm at all for a few days. Dinner that evening was indeed plainer than Daisy was becoming used to: roast lamb, beautifully cooked so it had a crisp layer on the outside while being deliciously moist underneath but with none of the fancy sauces or herb flavourings that usually appeared, served with roast potatoes and green beans, followed by stewed apples and custard for dessert. Grandma had looked a little dubious at first, expressing aloud the thought that the meat might not be cooked right through, but eventually she declared the meal very nice, and Daisy saw Granny and Aunt Sarah exchange a smile. 

	“Very nice” turned out to be what Grandma had to say about everything she saw at Aunt Sarah’s. “It’s not a bad bit of land you’ve got here, Sarah,” she remarked when shown around the garden. “Of course I’d never be able to get used to living on top of each other the way people do in towns, but this is very nice. You’d hardly know you had neighbours just over the fence,” she added magnanimously.

	Grandma, used as she was to a large farm with not another house in sight, even considered the little town of Ruatāne far too crowded for anyone to be comfortable. Eddie had told Daisy of some of the poorer parts of Auckland, where the houses were pressed so close together that there was barely space to walk between each one and its neighbour, and where the influenza epidemic of 1918 had taken a particularly heavy toll; goodness knew what Grandma would have to say about places like that.

	The house itself was also declared to be “very nice”, with Grandma showing polite interest in each of the well-proportioned rooms and their graceful furnishings. The bathroom with its running water received her cautious approval, but she looked dubious as she studied the lights hanging from the ceiling of each room. Grandma had seen electric light before, as some of the houses in Ruatāne had it, including Uncle Richard’s, but she still regarded it with a good deal of suspicion, and was yet to be convinced that it was completely safe.

	“It must take a lot of looking after, a big place like this,” Grandma said, looking around the drawing room that had not a speck of dust to be seen on its shining wood and marble.

	“Yes, I believe it does. I’d be quite incapable of doing any of that myself,” Aunt Sarah said. “Fortunately there’s no need for me to.” 

	She spoke cheerfully, but Grandma’s purse-lipped answering smile did not quite manage to hide her disapproval of such a flippant response. Running a house was a serious matter in Grandma’s eyes, and she might be wondering what Aunt Sarah did with herself all day, with a houseful of servants and no children to look after. Aunt Sarah had known Grandma for a long time, and was most likely fully aware of all this. She looked mildly amused rather than in the least offended. But it was probably a good thing, Daisy reflected, that Grandma and Grandpa’s visit was to be a short one.

	Benjy admired the drawing room’s piano, which apparently was a particularly fine one.

	“We’ll miss the music of an evening at home, with you away,” Grandma said with a small sigh.

	Grandpa was sitting in the chair next to hers. “The holidays will come around quick enough, he’ll be home again before you know it,” he said, reaching across to pat her hand.

	“And I’ll make sure to learn a few new pieces before then, so I can play them for you,” Benjy said. “Aunt Sarah’s got lots of music I haven’t seen before, there’s sure to be some you’ll really like.”

	He flashed one of his most winning smiles, the sort few people—certainly not his mother—could resist. Grandma looked a good deal more cheerful, and said that would be nice to look forward to.

	Aunt Sarah suggested Benjy try out the piano for himself, and he played a few songs Daisy knew Grandma was particularly fond of, though she noticed he was careful to keep to the most cheerful of her favourites, avoiding anything at all sentimental. That was just like Benjy. He had a way of doing exactly the right thing to keep everyone happy.

	

	
3 Chapter Three




	Grandma and Grandpa were to have two full days in Auckland before returning home, and Granny had made plans for both days. The morning after their arrival, Aunt Sarah and both Daisy’s grandmothers set off in the carriage for an outing. Grandpa had been invited to go along with them, but politely declined. He intended to make the most of having to be away from the farm, visiting some men he knew through dairy co-operative business and also checking out the most up-to-date farm equipment.

	“We’ll go over to the university this morning so Daisy and I can show you around, then we’ll take you down to Queen Street,” Eddie said to Benjy over breakfast, and Daisy felt a small rush of pride at being considered already quite familiar with their new surroundings.

	The two of them had taken Benjy on a short walk the previous day, just as far as Albert Park, so he had had no more than a glimpse of the university from across the road. Now they led him around the various buildings, this time concentrating on the ones where he would be spending most of his time. Benjy admired the Old Choral Hall, though they did not bother to go inside again. He was especially impressed by the new Arts Building, and philosophical about having to wait until later in the year or even the one following before it might be open.

	“I’m going to be here for a few years, anyway, getting this degree, so I’ll see plenty of it,” he remarked. Benjy was all bright-eyed interest this morning, more openly so than he had allowed himself to be in front of Grandma.

	They went back to the big bookshop and put in an order for Benjy’s textbooks. While these were again charged to Aunt Sarah’s account, Benjy made sure to get a copy of the invoice so his father would know how much to reimburse her. No one expected Aunt Sarah to pay Benjy’s expenses as she was doing for Daisy, although she was so generous that she most likely would have if asked.

	With the morning’s business out of the way, they could devote themselves to some pleasant idling. They rode a tram up to the top of Queen Street and all the way down again, Eddie pointing out the different shops and other buildings as they went, then walked along the busy waterfront, observing the activity from a safe vantage point. Eddie spoke of ferry rides and picnics and outings on sailing boats, and of the time he had gone on a school trip over to Rangitoto, the island with its distinctive profile dominating the view from many parts of the city, and had climbed to the summit over fields of bare volcanic rock.

	They strolled back up Queen Street at a leisurely pace, stopping to look in any shop windows that happened to catch their attention. Benjy duly admired the bookshops and department stores and men’s outfitters, but what clearly engaged him most of all were the theatres.

	There were theatres that showed moving pictures—several of them, each with large signs outside advertising their current offerings, some with exciting titles like “Dark Secrets” or “The Law of the Lawless”. Benjy expressed cautious interest when Eddie suggested the three of them might go to one of these pictures some afternoon, though he admitted to feeling dubious about how successful the story might be with no spoken words, and only a musical accompaniment to make up for that lack.

	He showed no such doubts when they paused before a building that Eddie told them was where plays were staged.

	“That’s what I’d really like to see,” Benjy said, staring avidly at the theatre, uninviting as it currently looked with the doors firmly closed and no sign of activity. “A proper play with real, live actors.”

	As far back as Daisy’s memory stretched, Benjy had always loved anything to do with plays. Unlike Daisy, who had been taken to the theatre when she came up to Auckland as a little girl and had thoroughly enjoyed the outing despite not really understanding what was going on, Benjy had never actually seen the sort of performance people paid money to go to, but that had done nothing to quench his enthusiasm. Back when they were much younger, he had even written a play himself, based on the story of Sleeping Beauty, and they had all acted in it, with Eddie taking the part of the prince when he came down for the holidays. Later, when he and Daisy were in high school, he had persuaded their English teacher to let them do a dramatic reading aloud of the Shakespeare play they were studying, rather than just reading it to themselves and answering questions. There was something like hunger in his face now as he gazed at the empty theatre. 

	“I know there was something on here recently—a comedy, it was—but it doesn’t look like they’re running anything just now,” Eddie said. “There’re generally more plays and concerts and things in winter, though, we’ll have plenty of chances later in the year.”

	“That’d be really good.” Benjy was still staring at the theatre doors, giving the distinct impression he was prepared to stay in that spot for however long it might be until the next play’s season began. Daisy touched his arm to break the spell, and the three of them moved off. 

	Benjy bombarded Eddie with questions as they went along, wanting to know things like how many weeks a play generally ran for, and how soon the next one might start. His eyes grew even brighter when Eddie mentioned that there were several theatres within easy reach of the house, and he was quiet for a few moments; probably calculating just how many plays it might be humanly possible to see in a year, Daisy thought.

	“You’ll be putting on a play in some big theatre yourself one of these days, you’re that keen on them,” Eddie said, smiling.

	Benjy grinned back. “Well, I suppose you never know what might happen,” he said.

	*

	Over dinner that evening the various clusters of household members shared what they had been up to during the day. The ladies had gone to a large park a few miles away, where they had been driven about in the carriage to admire the trees and gardens, and had lunched in a pretty tea room set among the flower beds. An elevated section of the park offered fine views over the surrounding area, and Grandma had returned to the house with a more accurate notion of the city’s size.

	More than once during the meal she felt the need to remark on what a terrible big place Auckland was. She looked across the table at Benjy whenever she said this, and the line between her brows deepened. Daisy was sure Grandma was still brooding on the dangers of wandering off and getting lost. But Grandpa caught her eye whenever she seemed on the point of saying just that, giving her a smile and a nod of approval when she allowed the subject to be changed.

	Grandpa had been busy, too, meeting with several men from the dairy co-operatives and the Jersey cattle breeders’ association. Tomorrow he was to go and inspect some farm machinery in action, which would take much of the day.

	“It might be a bit late by the time I’m back, and then we’ll be off the next morning,” Grandpa said. “So I’d like to have a word with you in private this evening, Sarah, if you can spare a few minutes.”

	“Oh, I really don’t think that’s necessary.” Aunt Sarah seemed amused, while Daisy was somewhat mystified at whatever serious matter her grandfather and aunt could possibly need to discuss.

	“Yes, I think it is.” Grandpa spoke in his usual quiet, considered way, but with a firmness that Aunt Sarah could not have missed. They should speak in her study, she said, since Grandpa was, as she put it, “so determined on the matter.”

	The two of them went off just after dinner, and joined the others in the drawing room in time to hear Benjy play another of Grandma’s favourites on the piano. Benjy had listened to this talk of private discussions with something of a knowing air, Daisy thought, while Eddie clearly had no more idea of what was going on than Daisy herself. Whatever it had been about, Aunt Sarah and Grandpa both looked satisfied, and the evening passed off peacefully until bedtime.

	*

	Benjy provided the answer to that small mystery next morning, as soon as the three of them were alone. They had settled onto benches in the shady garden, in no great rush to decide what to do with their day. Grandpa had set off to see the farm machinery soon after breakfast, as he had some distance to travel, while Granny and Grandma went upstairs to finish getting themselves ready for their shopping expedition and Aunt Sarah retreated to her study, saying that she had a good deal of correspondence to catch up with.

	“Pa and Aunt Sarah have been arguing over paying board for me to stay here,” Benjy said. “Him and Ma were going on about it before we came up here, and then I heard them talking about it again this morning.”

	Eddie looked as startled as Daisy felt. “I didn’t think Aunt Sarah would mind about that,” he said.

	Benjy grinned at their expressions. “No, it’s the other way around. She didn’t want to take any money for it, but Pa said he wasn’t having that. So then she said what she’d let him pay, and Pa said that wasn’t enough. They thrashed it out between them last night, Pa going down and her going up. I don’t know what it ended up being in the end, but it can’t have been very much, because Pa said he’ll send up a few hams and things during the year to make it a bit fairer on her.”

	“I don’t think she’ll be too worried about putting you up, as long as you don’t eat too much,” Eddie said, grinning back. “Still, I wouldn’t mind seeing a bit more of that farm ham—it’s nicer than the stuff we get from the butcher’s.”

	Daisy smiled at their banter, and at the image of Aunt Sarah’s and Grandpa’s most un-businesslike argument. She noticed Benjy shoot a glance in her direction, his grin fading.

	“It’s different with you, Daisy,” he said, his tone unusually awkward; things rarely threw Benjy off-balance. “No one would expect your mum and dad—”

	“Of course it is,” Eddie cut in while Daisy was still unravelling Benjy’s remark. Her father had sent them off with a sack of new potatoes, and her mother had added several pots of strawberry jam to their load, but it had never occurred to her that anyone might offer Aunt Sarah money to have Daisy to stay. “Aunt Sarah’s always been set on seeing that Daisy got a proper education,” he said, echoing Daisy’s own unspoken thoughts.

	“Yes, she has,” Daisy said. “She’s talked about that as far back as I can remember.”

	“And I can remember further back than you, because I’m older,” Eddie said, smiling at her. “She was saying that sort of thing before you could even talk properly. And as far as she was concerned, it was going to be her who’d see that it happened. She’s as pleased as Punch about you being a doctor—her and Granny both.” His smile grew broader. “I think if you’d tried changing your mind about the whole business and said you weren’t coming up after all she’d have gone straight down to Ruatāne so she could talk some sense into you.”
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