
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]


      
   



COPYRIGHT




Published by Hachette Digital


ISBN: 978-1-4055-2188-8


All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public
domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely
coincidental.

Copyright © by 2000 Anne Douglas

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a
retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior
permission in writing of the publisher.


Hachette Digital

Little, Brown Book Group

100 Victoria Embankment

London, EC4Y 0DY


         www.hachette.co.uk.





      
      For Amy, with gratitude




   

      
      Author’s Note

      Although this novel is set in real places and concerns real bridges, the characters and events themselves are fictitious. The Ardmore Boarding House and the Queen Margaret Café in South Queensferry, the Mer-Civic engineering firm and the 1954 maintenance
         operation for the Forth Rail Bridge are all imaginary.
      

      Once again, I am indebted to Edinburgh librarians for all their help, and this time I should also like to thank the staff
         of the library at South Queensferry.
      

      Of the many works consulted for reference, I found the following particularly useful:

      Queensferry: A Guided Walk (Published by the Queensferry Association, 1996)
      

      A Tale Of Two Bridges by Albert Mackie (Commercial Enterprises Edinburgh, 1964)
      

      The Forth Road Bridge Official Story (Published by The Forth Road Bridge Joint Board, 1964)
      

      Glasgow: The Forming Of The City edited by Peter Reed (Edinburgh University Press, 1993)
      

      The files of the Edinburgh Evening News

   



      
      Part One

   



      
      
      Chapter One

      
      A ferry was coming over from the north shore. Josie Morrow could see the cars lined on the deck, the passengers looking towards
         the pier. She stood for a while with those waiting to take the next crossing, but she wasn’t going anywhere. Only the café
         to have a cup of tea and maybe a word with Lina. Afterwards, she’d do the messages, as promised.
      

      
      That June afternoon in 1954 was sunless, the Forth at South Queensferry a study in grey. Even the famous red of the railway
         bridge spanning the mile of water to Fife seemed dimmed. As the expected rain began to fall, Josie tied a scarf over her rich,
         mahogany-brown hair.
      

      
      Lovely hair. Everyone said so. Such colour, such thickness! ‘My only beauty,’ said Josie, though she knew it wasn’t true.
         There was a distinction about her face which had a beauty of its own. Not so instantly recognisable, perhaps, as her friend
         Lina’s blonde prettiness but there all the same. And recognised by Lina’s brother, Angus. He and Josie had had an understanding
         since he’d returned from National Service. Josie had been seventeen.
      

      
      Now she was nineteen and still here. Hadn’t done anything, hadn’t gone anywhere. Hitching her shopping bag to her shoulder,
         she pushed her hands into the pockets of her raincoat and stared at the ferry now docking at the Hawes Pier. Men were jumping
         off, making the ropes fast. Soon the foot passengers would be streaming away and the cars driven off. Going where? Edinburgh. The south. Did it matter?
         Somewhere different.
      

      
      Angus was now working in an Edinburgh chemist’s shop, travelling to the city every day by train from Dalmeny station. He had
         passed his pharmacy exams and one day would have a shop of his own. When they were married, Josie would work in the shop,
         too, selling cosmetics and bath salts and that sort of thing. Which would be at least as interesting as helping her mother
         run Ardmore, her boarding house in the Queensferry High Street. Sorry, guest-house. That was what her mother liked to call
         it.
      

      
      Watching the cars rolling away, Josie chewed her under-lip and wondered what it would be like to drive off into the blue.
         Not just to Edinburgh, nine miles away. Not just to Angus, putting up pills and cough mixture, writing out labels in a careful
         hand: ‘Take Three Times A Day After Meals’. What would it be like to keep going? Keep going, driving south?
      

      
      Josie had only once been over the border and that was just to the Roman Wall on a school trip. She had never been to London,
         never been abroad. But who had? She didn’t know anyone who had been out of the country except Callum Robb, Lina’s young man,
         and he worked in a travel agent’s. But it was Callum who had told them that in only a few years’ time everybody would be able
         to afford holidays abroad. They would buy a package and go in a group, Josie couldn’t believe it, but her eyes sparkled at
         the idea. She’d go anywhere – in a package, in a parcel, any old way – just so that she got to see something new.
      

      
      Yet she was fond enough of Queensferry, the ancient township where she’d lived all her life. The waters of the Forth, the
         ferries, the wide arc of the sky … these were part of her. So was the bridge. With its viaduct and three massive cantilevered
         sections, it had dominated the town since it was finished in 1890, and even before, in the long years of its making. But for
         the Morrows it held a special significance. One terrible day in 1938, Josie’s father John, while working on painting maintenance, had fallen through the
         girders and injured his back. He had never worked again except for light duties during the war at the Rosyth naval base across
         the water in Fife. Though he had accepted the accident as the Lord’s will, his wife, Ellie, had never forgiven the amazing
         structure that was the gateway to the north.
      

      
      ‘Eighth wonder of the world, they call it,’ she would cry. ‘All it’s done is take away our livelihood!’ Yet she knew as well
         as anyone that it was the bridge that had put the two Queensferrys, North and South, back on the map. And the compensation
         John Morrow had received, if it had not gone very far, had at least helped to equip the house they had rented to run as a
         boarding house. So they had a new livelihood, or Ellie had, while John filled in his time with odd jobs and paperwork for
         the local kirk, of which he was an elder. But Ellie still would not look out of the back windows of Ardmore if she could help
         it. From those windows, if you twisted your head to the right, you could see the bridge.
      

      
      There was a train crossing now, and Josie strained her eyes through the curtain of rain to see if she could see folk throwing
         out pennies for luck, as they liked to do. Och, she could see nothing and was getting soaked! She shook herself and laughed.
         Better get across to the café, then, before Lina saw her from the windows and thought she’d gone crazy.
      

      
      It was said that Queen Margaret, wife of King Malcolm III, had founded the original ferry back in the eleventh century when
         she’d crossed to Fife to see some holy man. Whether that was true or not, she’d given her name to the two Queensferrys that
         faced each other across the Forth. And also to this little teashop close to the old Hawes Inn, where Lina Braid worked as
         a waitress. The Braids and the Morrows lived next door to one another. Josie and Lina had been friends as long as they could
         remember, had started school together, though only Josie had gone on to take the leaving examinations. Lina, who’d had a variety of jobs, had never
         wanted further education, or a career. While Josie – she had her plans.
      

      
      ‘Looking for Lina, Josie?’ asked Mrs Tassie, the large, plump owner of the café, hurrying through her crowded tables. ‘Och,
         we’re that busy – everybody’s come in out of the rain. Lina, Josie’s here!’ As Lina bounced out of the back room, carrying
         a tray, Mrs Tassie added kindly, ‘Nae bother, Josie, we’ll fit you in somewhere. Your mam and dad OK, then?’
      

      
      ‘Fine, thanks, Mrs Tassie. Just out for the messages.’

      
      ‘Aye, and to have a bit of a break, eh? You’ll be kept on the hop, this time of year.’

      
      ‘We’re no’ doing too badly,’ Josie agreed. And thought: Makes a change.

      
      ‘Look at you, you’re wet through!’ cried Lina, who had set down a customer’s pot of tea and fancies and was now grasping Josie’s
         arm. ‘Come away to the back, I’ll hang your coat up, and that scarf. You’ll have to dry your hair.’
      

      
      ‘Only summer rain,’ said Josie, allowing herself to be led into the back room where the tea urn was hissing in the warmth
         and there was the delicious smell of fresh baking. Now that things were easier and rationing ended, Mrs Tassie made all her
         own scones and cakes, which was one of the attractions of the Queen Margaret for Josie. Apart from seeing Lina and being fussed
         over. Everyone here was a friend.
      

      
      ‘Wets you just the same!’ laughed Lina. ‘Sit yourself down. Mrs Tassie’ll no’ mind you coming in here.’

      
      Lina’s creamy skin was flushed with the heat, her flaxen hair damp and clinging in tendrils to her brow. The only sister to
         three brothers, she had always been a little spoiled, especially by her father, but he had died in the war at Arnhem and Lina
         had then grown closer to her mother, Kitty. Of the three brothers, Angus, George and Bernie, Angus, the eldest, was her favourite;
         she’d been thrilled when he and Josie formed their ‘understanding’.
      

      
      ‘Can’t wait to be your bridesmaid,’ she told Josie, her large golden-brown eyes glowing.

      
      But Josie’s response was swift. ‘Come on, there’s plenty of time for that. No one’s talking about weddings yet.’

      
      ‘Not even me!’ Lina agreed.

      
      ‘Och, you’ve got Callum on a string.’

      
      ‘Must like it or he’d cut himself off, wouldn’t he?’

      
      Is it that easy? Josie wondered.

      
      Patty MacAndrew, another waitress, another girl Josie had known all her life, came flying in with an order for toasted teacakes,
         and Mrs Tassie followed, to begin splitting the buns and heating the grill.
      

      
      ‘I’ll give you a hand,’ volunteered Josie, but they all pushed her back in her chair, giving her tea and buttered scones,
         ladling out the strawberry jam.
      

      
      ‘You’ve enough to do back home,’ Mrs Tassie said sympathetically. ‘Bright girl like you should be away, studying or something.
         Patty, Patty, here’s the teacakes! Now have you thought about teaching, Josie? I think you’d make a wonderful teacher. You
         talk it over with your mam.’
      

      
      ‘Och, you know how it is, Mrs Tassie,’ she replied uneasily. ‘I did do that typing course, but Mum’s got nobody but me. Dad
         can’t do much.’
      

      
      ‘It’s mebbe no’ for me to say, but your mam could surely get somebody in. Doesn’t have to be you.’

      
      ‘I suppose it’s easier.’ Josie bit into her richly buttered scone. ‘If it’s me.’

      
      ‘See you in a minute,’ Lina murmured, resting her hand on Josie’s shoulder before hurrying back for orders, and Mrs Tassie
         said no more.
      

      
      There was little time to talk, everyone was so busy, but the break had been very pleasant and now the rain had stopped and
         the sun was struggling through. Josie, putting on her dry raincoat, said she’d better be on her way.
      

      
      
      ‘I’ll come round tonight, shall I?’ asked Lina. ‘We could go out, if you don’t mind me playing gooseberry to you and Angus.
         Callum’s away.’
      

      
      ‘Away? Where?’

      
      ‘In Spain. Looking at hotels.’

      
      Josie’s mouth twisted a little. ‘Lucky devil.’

      
      ‘Och, he calls it work! Well, shall I come round? With Angus?’

      
      ‘Yes, fine. Make it the usual time, when we’ve done the dishes.’

      
      ‘When you’ve done the dishes,’ Lina said smartly.
      

   



      
      
      Chapter Two

      
      Outside the café, in the sunshine, it was a new world. Like a black and white film turning into Technicolor, thought Josie,
         watching the tourists hurrying to snap the bridge in case the clouds came back. But the only clouds were small and white,
         in a washed blue sky. Everything was standing out in relief – the great bridge, craft bobbing vividly, the distant shores
         of Fife. And now another ferry-boat was churning towards the pier, painted sides starkly black and white, cars gleaming in
         the sun, passengers putting up their hands to shield their eyes.
      

      
      ‘Lord, I’d better go!’ cried Josie. Her mother was cooking fish that night, Josie had to get potatoes for chips. But her spirits
         were soaring as she ran down the long straight road that led to the High Street of the Royal Burgh of Queensferry. Like most
         people, she always felt better in the sun.
      

      
      The township that had grown up around Queen Margaret’s ferry had had a chequered history. At one time it had been a thriving
         port. Trade had been good, money had been made, and merchants and sea-captains had built fine houses in the terraces that
         rose above the main street. But though the houses had lasted, the trade had not. Queensferry had dwindled in status, in spite
         of having become a Royal Burgh. It wasn’t until the coming of the Forth Bridge that it took on new life again. Some of that life still lingered, though the boom building time had long gone and the busy war years,
         when the town was filled with soldiers and sailors, were pretty well forgotten too. There wasn’t a great deal of money around
         in 1954. Certainly not coming the way of Ardmore.
      

      
      The house was one of a pair built in the late nineteenth century in the centre of the High Street, its name from Islay considered
         a little fanciful by Ellie. But then, what of Seafields next door? Where were the fields? Come to that, where was the sea?
         The Firth of Forth was an estuary. But then that house had been divided into flats, its name didn’t really matter.
      

      
      Both houses were three storeys high, solidly built of local stone, with good large rooms and basements. Ardmore, however,
         looked rundown; it bore the signs of its Edinburgh landlord’s neglect. Seafields, as a conversion, had fared better, with
         each tenant taking a share in the repairs, in painting and pointing and the upkeep of the roof.
      

      
      When the Morrows first moved into their house in 1939, the Braids were already next door in their ground-floor flat. Arthur
         Braid worked at the town’s distillery plant, the family wasn’t too badly off. But after the war, with Arthur gone and money
         to find, Kitty had sacrificed her front room for a hairdressing salon where she permed and pincurled for reasonable prices,
         and somehow fitted her family of four into the rooms behind. It was Angus who did the repairs for her, when he had time at
         weekends, but John Morrow, who couldn’t of course go up ladders, always turned down Angus’s offers of help on principle. If
         it was that Edinburgh fellow’s responsibility to look after the house, John argued, why should he no’ do it?
      

      
      ‘Och, Dad’s great on matters of principle,’ commented Josie. ‘While he’s talking, Ardmore goes down.’

      
      ‘Write another letter to the landlord,’ Angus advised.

      
      But letters to the landlord brought only promises. One day, someone would come to mend the chimneys and the doors that didn’t fit, paint the window-frames, fix the bell-push. Until then, thought Josie, coming back with the shopping,
         she’d just have to do what she could herself. At least inside the house was as neat and clean as she and her mother could
         make it. Net curtains snowy, furniture polished, worn carpets brushed. Even the faulty bell-push gleamed with Brasso.
      

      
      ‘It’s no’ too bad once folk are inside,’ Josie said to herself, humping the shopping through the hall to the kitchen. ‘We’ve
         just got to get them through the door.’
      

      
      Just at that time, they were doing well. Because it was summer, people were booking up. All the rooms were taken, with the
         exception of the best room, the first-floor back, which had a beautiful view of the Forth. They’d had a cancellation for that
         only yesterday morning, which had resulted in bent brows and bad tempers all day, but looking at her mother’s sunny face now,
         Josie guessed that something good had happened.
      

      
      ‘Josie, Josie, where’ve you been?’ cried Ellie Morrow, starting up at her entrance. ‘I’ve just let the first-floor back. Oh,
         Josie, you should see the man who’s taken it! He’s like a film star. And a gentleman!’
      

      
      ‘Oh, yes?’ commented Josie, without interest. ‘Shall I get on with the tatties?’

      
      ‘No, no, Josie, listen!’

      
      Mother and daughter faced each other in the long, narrow kitchen that was filled with light from its high windows overlooking
         the water. This was the room where the Morrows spent most of their time, their living room being given over to the ‘guests’.
         There were chairs by the stove that was always on because it provided hot water, a second-hand fridge clanking in the corner,
         a great scrubbed table, and a gas cooker where that evening Ellie would fry her fish.
      

      
      She was a slender woman in her late forties. Her eyes, a paler blue than Josie’s, were large and beautiful, her brown hair
         thickly silvered. On her short imperious nose was a pair of shell-framed reading glasses which she now removed and waved, to emphasise her point.
      

      
      ‘Josie, I tell you, Mr Guthrie’s really handsome. Black hair, very dark eyes, that pale skin some folk have with that kind
         of colouring. When he knocked on ma door and said he’d seen the Vacancies sign and was there a room, I didn’t know where to
         look! I mean, I could tell at once he was a professional man. It was his accent, you see, and his manner – you’d never mistake
         them!’
      

      
      Josie, shovelling the potatoes out of their brown paper bag, gave a wry smile. ‘Don’t wish to be rude, Mum, but why’s a guy
         like that taking a room here?’
      

      
      Her mother flushed. ‘Well, you are rude, Josie, and very unfair. You know how hard I work to keep this house looking nice.’
      

      
      ‘So do I work hard, but I know very well we’re no’ the Caledonian Hotel. Who is this man? What’s he doing here?’

      
      ‘He’s a civil engineer,’ her mother answered eagerly. ‘He’s doing a maintenance survey of the bridge with some other engineers.
         They’re booked into the Bell but he couldn’t get in, so he’s having his meals there and just wants room and breakfast here.’
      

      
      ‘That’s a relief. I was thinking I’d have to go out and get some more fish.’

      
      But Ellie was already planning the excellent breakfast she would give Mr Guthrie the following morning.

      
      ‘As long as we have enough kippers,’ she murmured. ‘Though I say it maself, there’s no one cooks a better kipper than me.’
         Suddenly her blue eyes were sharp. ‘Josie, if you see Mr Guthrie now, be sure to be polite.’
      

      
      ‘When have I no’ been polite to our boarders? I mean, guests?’

      
      ‘Well, I mean ’specially polite.’ Her mother hesitated. ‘He’d be – a good person to get to know.’

      
      There was silence as Josie, turning round from the sink, easily read her mother’s mind. Then she laughed.

      
      ‘Angus is coming round tonight, Mum. With Lina. We’ll probably go out.’

      
      
      ‘Angus,’ her mother repeated coldly. ‘If you ask me, you see him too often, Josie.’

      
      ‘We do have an understanding.’

      
      ‘You’re too young to be thinking of getting married. Your dad and me’ve said that all along.’

      
      ‘And understanding just means you’ll get married some time, Mum, Not tomorrow.’

      
      ‘Aye, well, I hope that’s true. I’m no’ saying I’ve anything against Angus, he’s a nice enough lad, but —’

      
      But you think I could do better, thought Josie, and felt a sudden rush of loyalty to Angus. As for the unknown Mr Guthrie,
         she didn’t feel like being polite to him at all, never mind ’specially so.
      

      
      There was a step in the hall and John Morrow came in, carrying the evening paper. He took off his cap and hung it on a peg
         on the back of the door.
      

      
      ‘Could do with a cup of tea,’ he said, nodding to his wife. ‘All right, Josie? Get the messages?’

      
      ‘Fine, thanks, Dad. Yes, I got everything.’

      
      John unfolded his paper and limped to his chair by the stove. At one time he had been a tall man, but since his accident he
         had lost his height, had become crooked and frail. His hair, once as richly brown as Josie’s, had turned into a grey bush;
         his eyes, dark-blue like hers, were shadowed with pain. Yet there were still signs in him of the handsome young man Ellie
         McIver had married in the kirk that was central to his life. And his character was as the same as ever. Firm as a rock.
      

      
      Ellie made the tea and Josie paused in her work to have another cup. Sitting at the table, her eyes looking nowhere in particular,
         she said idly, ‘Know what Mrs Tassie said today? I’d make a good teacher.’
      

      
      Her parents looked at each other.

      
      ‘What’s Beryl Tassie’s opinion got to do with anything?’ asked Ellie, after a pause.

      
      ‘She was just saying.’

      
      ‘Makes nice scones,’ John remarked. ‘No’ much good for anything else.’

      
      
      ‘Thing is, I agree,’ said Josie desperately. ‘I think I’d make a good teacher, too. I mean, I got ma certificates and Miss
         Riley was always telling me I should go to college.’
      

      
      Her father finished his tea. ‘Waste of time for a woman, having a career. Only have to give it up when she gets married. Who’d
         take care of the bairns, eh?’
      

      
      ‘Aye, you have to think of that,’ chimed Ellie. ‘Bairns come first.’

      
      ‘They grow up,’ said Josie. ‘Then you can go back.’

      
      Her father fixed her with a darkened gaze.

      
      ‘We let you stay on at school to do your exams, Josie, and then you did that typing course. Was that no’ useful?’

      
      ‘Oh, yes.’ She shrugged. ‘I type out the bills for Mum.’

      
      ‘There you are, then. Let that do you.’ John rose with painful slowness and laid his hand on his wife’s shoulder. ‘You know
         your mother couldn’t have any more children after you were born. You’re all we’ve got.’
      

      
      ‘To help, you mean. Well, I think I do all I can!’

      
      ‘Nobody could do more,’ Ellie said warmly. She pressed Josie’s hand. ‘And we’re very grateful, pet. I don’t know what we’d
         do without you, and that’s a fact.’
      

      
      ‘Supposing I do get married one day?’

      
      ‘To Angus Braid?’ Her father was unworried. ‘He’s a good lad. Good kirk-goer. You’ll be all right with Angus.’

      
      ‘But we might move to Edinburgh, you know.’

      
      ‘No, no, he’ll find a place here. He’s a Queensferry man, he’ll no’ want to move to Edinburgh.’

      
      Josie stared from one parent to the other, from her father, complacently smiling, to her mother, frozen-faced. She leaped
         to her feet and ran out of the kitchen, banging the door behind her. Again, her parents exchanged glances, but in a few moments
         Josie was back and slicing the potatoes into chips without saying a word.
      

   



      
      
      Chapter Three

      
      While Josie and her mother served high tea to their guests – the two ladies from Aberdeen, the hikers from the Borders, the
         married couple from Glasgow – the Braids next door were having sausages and mash with baked beans and fried tomatoes.
      

      
      ‘This is no’ healthy food, Mum,’ said Lina (christened Paulina, a name she disliked and never used).

      
      ‘I notice you’re no’ leaving it,’ her mother retorted.

      
      Kitty Braid was forty-six. She had green eyes and copper-red hair she coloured herself in her front room salon. None of her
         children was like her in looks. They all had the fair hair and golden-brown eyes of her late husband, which suited Kitty,
         for Arthur had been the love of her life. Most like him in character was Angus, on whom she leaned heavily, and though she
         was fond of Josie Morrow and knew she would make a good wife, Kitty always felt a little pain around her heart when she thought
         of Angus marrying her. Or anyone.
      

      
      ‘Should be having salad, though,’ Lina went on. ‘I mean, in the summer.’

      
      ‘Salad!’ jeered George, who was twenty and working at the local distillery. ‘Catch me eating salad!’

      
      ‘Catch me,’ echoed Bernie. He was sixteen and also working at the distillery. In two years’ time, he would have to leave to
         do his National Service. Kitty thanked God every night that Angus and George had come back safely and that the terrible Korean War was over, but was already worrying
         about Bernie. Now if she’d had all girls, she wouldn’t have had to worry. Or, would she? Eyeing Lina, who was looking as pretty
         as a picture in a new cream dress, Kitty wondered.
      

      
      ‘There’s trifle to follow,’ she announced. ‘Suppose you’ll say that’s unhealthy too?’

      
      ‘Mum, stop teasing!’ shrieked Lina. ‘I never say no to trifle!’

      
      ‘Have to let the belt of that dress out, then,’ observed George. ‘Why are you all toffed up, anyway? Thought Callum was away.’

      
      ‘I said I’d go round to Josie’s. We might go out somewhere.’

      
      ‘You said what?’ Angus, who had been grinning with his brothers, was frowning now. ‘You know very well I’m going to see Josie
         tonight. I ’specially want to see her tonight.’
      

      
      ‘I thought I could go with you.’ Lina was looking to her mother for support. ‘Why should I no’ come too? Josie said it was
         OK. I mean, Callum’s away, I’ve nowhere to go.’
      

      
      ‘I told you, I ’specially want to talk to Josie tonight. On her own.’

      
      ‘Why?’ asked Kitty swiftly. ‘What’s so special about tonight, Angus?’

      
      They all turned their eyes to him, watching his handsome face colour and his hand go up to push back his plume of fair hair.
         Kitty felt that anxious little squeeze of her heart again. What was this news he hadn’t told her?
      

      
      ‘Nothing much,’ he muttered. ‘Mr Johnson just said he was thinking of retiring early and his son would be taking over the
         business. He wants to expand, open another shop, take on a partner. Could be me.’
      

      
      ‘A partner! With Niall Johnson!’ Kitty’s fear vanished. ‘Angus, that’s wonderful!’

      
      ‘Nothing much?’ repeated George. ‘I’d say it was plenty. Will you no’ need some cash?’

      
      
      ‘Aye, I’ll have to get a loan.’ Angus’s broad brow was clearing. ‘Mr Johnson says he’ll speak for me at the bank.’

      
      ‘You should have told us all this before, when you first came in,’ said his mother. ‘We could have had a drink or something.’

      
      ‘It’s no’ certain, Mum, it’s no’ time yet for celebrating.’

      
      ‘You just wanted to tell Josie first?’

      
      ‘No, no – well – like I said, it’s no’ definite.’

      
      ‘We’ll leave it, then.’ Kitty stood up and began to clear away the dishes. ‘But you let Lina go round to Josie’s with you.
         After all, the news is no secret now. And no’ definite, as you say.’
      

      
      Angus glanced at his sister. ‘As long as I get some time with Josie on ma own, OK?’

      
      ‘OK,’ she answered blithely.

      
      Upstairs at Ardmore, Josie was getting ready to go out. Her room on the top floor was scarcely more than a cupboard, but at
         least she faced the back and had a view of the Forth. On her narrow bed were her old teddy, a china doll named Shirley, and
         a rag doll named Rita. Pinned to the wall were a number of pictures of film stars she had cut out from magazines when she
         was still at school; Stewart Granger, James Mason, Van Johnson, Gregory Peck. Along with these were a couple of framed certificates
         for Sunday School attendance, and a text worked in cross-stitch that her mother had once bought at a sale. Josie was rather
         fond of it.
      

      
      ‘The Path of the Just is as the Shining Light’, she would spell out as a little girl, and think of moonlight shining over
         the Forth. Once she had asked her mother, who were the Just?
      

      
      ‘The righteous,’ her mother replied, and at Josie’s blank look, had expanded, ‘the good. Folk who do what is right.’

      
      ‘Oh.’ Would the moonlight be hers? Josie wondered. She always tried to do what was right. Did trying count?

      
      Of late she had scarcely looked at the text, but sometimes she thought she should take down the film stars, get some proper pictures. After all, she was a bit old now for pinups.
      

      
      That evening she was worried about her hair. Did it smell of fish? She brushed it hard and sprayed it with eau-de-Cologne
         because there wasn’t time to wash it, then put on a cardigan over her pale green dress and decided she would do. Her father
         didn’t approve of make-up and though sometimes she added lipstick when she left the house, she didn’t really need it. Besides,
         she was only going for a walk with Angus and Lina, it wasn’t as if they were going to a party or anything, or even into Edinburgh.
      

      
      She ran lightly down the stairs from the top floor, heels tapping on the linoleum – carpet, such as it was, didn’t start till
         the first-floor landing – and it was there that she saw a dark-haired man in casual tweeds closing his door. The famous Mr
         Guthrie.
      

      
      Well, she’d promised to be polite. Josie smiled at him.

      
      ‘Hello, I’m Mrs Morrow’s daughter. Everything all right?’

      
      He smiled back and she thought, yes, he’s handsome. Or maybe striking was the word. Those very dark eyes, the pale skin –
         you’d have thought he’d be tanned, being out on bridges so much. But he was tall, a good deal taller than Angus, and her mother’d
         been right about his manner. Cost a lot of money, a manner like his.
      

      
      ‘Everything’s fine, thanks,’ he told her, and his voice was like something on the wireless. ‘The view’s beautiful.’

      
      He was looking at her with some interest and making no move to go. She felt a little self-conscious.

      
      ‘I – I thought you’d gone out for your dinner,’ she said at last, making towards the stairs.

      
      He followed. ‘Yes, I’ve eaten. Came back for some notes I needed. I’m working this evening.’

      
      ‘Shame, it’s so fine.’

      
      All the way down to the ground floor, she was aware of his firm tread following her. Was he noticing the shabbiness of the hall? she wondered. The faded distemper? The ancient hatstand that had to be propped at just the right angle, or it swayed
         like the Leaning Tower of Pisa? Worst of all, the smell of fish that lingered everywhere?
      

      
      Oh, Lord, her mother had appeared, pale blue eyes lighting up at the sight of the new guest.

      
      ‘Mr Guthrie, have you met ma daughter, then? This is Josie.’

      
      ‘We’ve introduced ourselves, Mrs Morrow.’ He gave a slight bow, but as Ellie was smiling delightedly and about to speak again,
         a knock sounded on the front door. Angus and Lina had arrived.
      

      
      ‘My friends are here,’ Josie called back hurriedly, as she let them in. ‘We have to go.’

      
      ‘Why, Josie!’ cried her mother, vexed. ‘There’s no need to rush off. Mr Guthrie here might like to know about Queensferry—’

      
      But Mr Guthrie was staring at Lina.

      
      She’s wearing her new dress, thought Josie. She looks as luscious as a peach. Oh, poor Mum!

      
      Instantly, the air was electric. Angus’s hand was pushing back his hair, Ellie was biting her lip, Lina’s wide eyes were looking
         into the depths of Mr Guthrie’s dark gaze. Only Josie felt herself an onlooker. She murmured some names, no one else spoke.
         She said they were just going out, maybe down to the harbour, such a nice evening.
      

      
      ‘I wish I could join you,’ Mr Guthrie said hoarsely.

      
      ‘Why don’t you?’ asked Lina, and Angus stiffened, like an animal scenting danger.

      
      ‘Mr Guthrie has to work this evening,’ said Josie.

      
      ‘I could be free tomorrow,’ he said eagerly, his eyes still riveted on Lina. ‘If you’d care to join me then? All of you?’

      
      ‘I’ve to work late,’ snapped Angus.

      
      ‘Josie’s not doing anything,’ Ellie said quickly.

      
      ‘And I’m not,’ said Lina.

      
      ‘Shall we meet here? At the same time?’

      
      ‘We’ll look forward to it, Mr Guthrie.’

      
      
      ‘You must call me Duncan.’

      
      As they walked away down the High Street, Josie looked back. Duncan Guthrie was still standing in the doorway of Ardmore,
         watching them. And behind him was her mother, watching, too.
      

   



      
      
      Chapter Four

      
      Only a few fishing boats used the harbour now, and there were no longer any ferries coming in to the old slipway. There was
         still plenty of activity, though, particularly on a fine summer’s evening when the pleasure craft were out and about, and
         people sat with drinks from a nearby pub, watching the boats, looking out to Fife.
      

      
      Josie, Lina and Angus sat with drinks, too. John Morrow disapproved of Josie’s going into pubs, but she didn’t see anything
         wrong in sitting outside and having a lemonade. That evening the frost between the Braids was so thick, she felt she could
         have done with something stronger. They’d walked the length of the High Street and Angus had said nothing, until he brought
         out the drinks. Then he let fly.
      

      
      ‘What the hell did you think you were playing at back there?’ he demanded of Lina. ‘Inviting a fellow you’d never seen before
         to come out with us?’
      

      
      ‘Keep your voice down! Everybody’s looking!’

      
      ‘I’m no’ worried if they are.’ Angus drank some beer, his eyes stormy. ‘I tell you, when you said what you did, I couldn’t
         believe my ears!’
      

      
      ‘Och, it didn’t mean a thing. I was just being friendly.’

      
      ‘I’ll say! And how d’you think Callum would feel about you being friendly with a stranger, an old guy like that?’

      
      ‘Old? He’s no’ old!’ Lina turned a flushed face on Josie. ‘Josie, would you say Duncan was old?’

      
      
      ‘Duncan, is it?’ rapped Angus. ‘He’s thirty, if he’s a day, and probably married. You don’t know one damn thing about him.’
         He also turned to Josie. ‘And neither do you, Josie, but you still agreed to see him tomorrow. That was another thing I couldn’t
         believe.’
      

      
      ‘I didn’t actually say I’d go,’ she said defensively. ‘But if Lina’s going, maybe I should. It’s true, you know, Lina, we
         don’t know anything about Mr Guthrie.’
      

      
      ‘We’re going for a walk round the town, we might have a drink. Does a fellow need references for that?’

      
      ‘You know Callum wouldn’t want you seeing another man,’ Angus said doggedly. ‘He thinks the world of you, Lina.’

      
      ‘Well, we’re no’ engaged, I’m free to do as I like. So give it a rest, Angus!’

      
      They sat in silence, bitterly aware that their pleasant evening was ruined. Angus, in particular, remained on edge, all his
         usual cheerfulness gone. As he darted glances from his sister to Josie, drawing deeply on his beer, he was an Angus they rarely
         saw.
      

      
      ‘Och, I’ve had enough of this!’ cried Lina, jumping to her feet. ‘You can stay with Angus, Josie, and welcome to him. I’m
         off home.’
      

      
      In fact, she didn’t go home. They saw her being greeted by Patty MacAndrew and others Josie remembered from school. Soon she
         was sitting down with them and Josie and Angus heard her high laughter.
      

      
      ‘Looks like you’re stuck with me,’ Angus muttered.

      
      Josie took his hand. ‘Come on, didn’t you want to be alone with me?’

      
      ‘I did,’ he sighed. ‘I’ve looked forward to it all day. In fact, I told Lina not to come with us, but you know what she’s
         like, can’t bear to stay in.’
      

      
      ‘She didn’t mean any harm, Angus, talking to Mr Guthrie like that.’

      
      ‘I know, but I can’t help thinking of Callum.’

      
      They both thought of Callum. His long, solemn face, his straight ginger hair, his sharp mind. Everyone at the local school had tipped him for university, but he had opted for a business
         course and a job in a travel firm instead. Well, he seemed to know what he was doing. Except when it came to falling in love
         with Lina.
      

      
      ‘I’m sure Lina does care for Callum,’ Josie said now. ‘She’s probably just too young to want to settle down.’

      
      ‘She’s your age,’ Angus replied.

      
      Josie looked away, said something he couldn’t hear.

      
      ‘What did you say?’

      
      ‘I said, maybe I’m too young, too. To want to settle down.’

      
      He caught his breath. ‘Josie, what are you saying? You don’t want to marry me?’

      
      ‘I do, I do.’ She raised a direct gaze to his. ‘But no’ for a while. I mean, until I’ve done something.’

      
      ‘Done what, for God’s sake?’

      
      ‘I don’t know.’ She laughed weakly. ‘Got some training – started a course – and I’m no’ talking about typing. When I was at
         school, I always thought I’d have a career before I got married.’
      

      
      ‘I thought your dad was no’ in favour of careers for women?’

      
      She shrugged, but Angus picked up her hand and held it.

      
      ‘Listen, you’d have a better chance of a career if you married me, than staying put and cleaning your mum’s house.’

      
      ‘How d’you mean?’

      
      ‘I mean you could go on courses in Edinburgh. I wouldn’t mind, I’d be happy to let you do what you want. You could go to Moray
         House, train to be a teacher.’
      

      
      ‘You think we would live in Edinburgh?’ she asked thoughtfully. ‘Dad was saying you’d want to set up here.’

      
      At last Angus smiled and was himself again. ‘There’s something I want to tell you, Josie, something I’ve been dying to tell
         you ever since we came out. Then we got sidetracked, with Lina and that Guthrie fellow.’
      

      
      
      ‘Well, tell me now!’ she cried.

      
      ‘Old Johnson’s retiring. His son wants to expand the business and there’s talk I could be a partner.’

      
      ‘Angus!’

      
      ‘Aye, it’s a grand opportunity.’ His eyes were alight with enthusiasm now. ‘I know I’m a bit young, and I’m no’ experienced,
         but Niall Johnson says he wants me and that means a lot, eh?’
      

      
      ‘It’s wonderful, Angus, it’s really wonderful!’

      
      ‘It’s no’ definite, but I think I can promise we’re on our way, Josie. We could be married next year. What do you say?’

      
      She didn’t know what to say. Next year? So soon? Angus took her hands again.

      
      ‘I’ve been saving up,’ he said softly. ‘Haven’t bought it yet, though.’

      
      ‘Haven’t bought what?’

      
      ‘The ring.’

      
      ‘Angus …’

      
      He took a piece of string from his pocket and wound it round the third finger of her left hand.

      
      ‘Just measuring.’

      
      ‘Angus, we should talk about this. I mean, we’ve plenty of time and there’s ma folks—’

      
      ‘They know we have an understanding.’ He sat back, twining the string round his own finger. ‘Though I don’t suppose I’m your
         mother’s first choice, eh?’
      

      
      ‘She likes you, Angus, she thinks you’re a good lad, she said so. But she doesn’t know what she’d do without me, that’s the
         problem.’
      

      
      He leaned forward. ‘If some guy like Guthrie asked you to marry him, your mother’d be glad to do without you,’ he said distinctly.

      
      Josie flinched. ‘Angus, that’s a terrible thing to say.’ She knew it was true.

      
      They began to walk back towards Ardmore, the light of the evening still as clear as ever. They were used to long light evenings at that time of year. Some people called them white
         nights. Angus said they were hopeless for lovers.
      

      
      ‘How can we kiss in broad daylight like this?’ he asked, outside the house. ‘I’d no’ mind, but I know you’ll be worrying about
         the neighbours.’
      

      
      They kissed anyway, long deep kisses that made them both feel good.

      
      ‘Are you really going out with that Guthrie fellow tomorrow?’ Angus asked, at last letting Josie go.

      
      ‘Well, I think it’ll be better if I’m with Lina.’

      
      ‘I don’t think either of you should be going out with him.’

      
      ‘He’s all right, Angus, I’m sure you don’t need to worry.’

      
      ‘You like him?’

      
      ‘I’m no’ interested in him at all. Anyway, he won’t be staying long. He’s just a ship passing in the night.’

      
      ‘Wish he’d sail on, then,’ Angus said glumly. Suddenly he brightened. He took the piece of string from his pocket and again
         tied it round Josie’s finger.
      

      
      ‘Don’t forget,’ he whispered. ‘You’re promised to me.’

   



      
      
      Chapter Five

      
      Everyone in Ardmore’s dining room sat at one long table, which had been set for Mr Guthrie’s first breakfast with Mrs Morrow’s
         best white tablecloth. It’ll be the devil to wash and iron when somebody spills the ketchup, thought Josie, who hadn’t wanted
         to use it. But there’d been no arguing with her mother that morning as she tied a scarf around her hair and prepared to cook
         the kippers, conducting a monologue as she went.
      

      
      ‘Now, don’t you forget, Josie, Mr Guthrie asked you out as well as that cheeky little Lina. I never was so ashamed in ma life
         as when she invited him to join you last evening. I mean, what must he have thought! Kitty Braid’s made a very bad job of
         bringing up that girl and I’ve a good mind to tell her so.’
      

      
      ‘Mum,’ groaned Josie, ‘don’t go on.’

      
      She was already wrinkling her nose at the smell of the kippers, but they certainly looked delicious when they were cooked
         and were appreciated by the guests, smell or no smell. Mr Guthrie seemed quite happy at the top of the table, even though
         he did look as though he were conducting a board meeting, and after she’d seen the way he’d looked at Lina, Josie found she’d
         quite lost her shyness in his presence.
      

      
      ‘An excellent breakfast,’ he told Ellie as he was leaving the dining room, and she blushed and glanced at Josie, who was clearing away. But it was John Morrow who wanted to speak to the new guest and buttonholed him as he was about to go up
         the stairs.
      

      
      Oh, poor old Dad, thought Josie, running the hot tap over a pile of dishes. He wants to talk about the bridge.

      
      No doubt her father would be telling Mr Guthrie all about his accident, and Mr Guthrie, with his perfect manners, would be
         listening gravely, and then would say he’d have to go but they’d have another chat anyway and her dad would feel better. Mum
         could never understand how much the bridge still meant to Dad. He’d had nothing to take its place for so long.
      

      
      ‘See you this evening, Miss Morrow,’ Mr Guthrie said to her as he passed her in the hall on his way out.

      
      ‘Please call me Josie,’ she answered, thinking again how striking his looks were, how different he was from anybody else she’d
         ever met. Could he really be thirty? It seemed pretty old. She couldn’t imagine being attracted to him. Or even calling him
         Duncan.
      

      
      Unlike Lina, who had lain awake for what seemed most of the night, thinking of ‘Duncan’. It was true that she was very fond
         of Callum, who had always been special to her ever since they’d all played together as children: riding their bikes down the
         promenade, peeking at the Forth through wartime barbed wire. He was steady, Callum was, he would always be there, to be counted
         on, but compared with Duncan and his dark eyes and BBC voice, his tweeds and good shoes, his lovely manners … och, you had
         to admit it, Callum was left at the post.
      

      
      On the other hand – Lina punched her pillow – it was true what misery-guts Angus had said. She didn’t know one thing about
         Duncan Guthrie. He might be married. Probably was, because he wasn’t very young. Not thirty, maybe, but not twenty-one either.
         And while Callum came from Queensferry, knew everybody she knew, was a part of life hereabouts, Duncan came from she didn’t
         know where and when he’d finished the bridge job would certainly be moving on. That was really the only thing she knew about him. He
         would not be staying.
      

      
      At breakfast next morning, when they were all shaking out Cornflakes and hastily drinking tea, she was relieved that Angus
         said no more about her meeting with Duncan that evening. She’d already cleared the ground with her mother who’d said she was
         quite right to go for a walk or a drink with someone new. After all, she wasn’t engaged to Callum Robb.
      

      
      Exactly my point, thought Lina, to quell the small voice of protest at the back of her mind. She wondered if Angus had persuaded
         Josie not to come this evening. Didn’t matter if he hadn’t. Lina knew she faced no threat from Josie.
      

      
      The day passed somehow, and then they were meeting at Ardmore, Lina and Duncan, and, yes, Josie too. How pretty she was looking,
         thought Lina, who could always afford to be generous in praise of other women. She was wearing a blue cotton dress; her beautiful
         hair burned darkly in the evening sun.
      

      
      ‘Had to wash it,’ she whispered to Lina as they waited for Duncan. ‘Cooked kippers this morning – need I say more?’

      
      Duncan, immaculate in a dark blazer, clapped his hands at the sight of them.

      
      ‘Where to, then? Anywhere but the bridge!’

      
      Mrs Morrow was hovering. Putting her eyes through me, thought Lina, who shrugged and suggested the harbour again. After all,
         they could sit outside the pub there, and that suited Josie whose father didn’t like her to go into pubs.
      

      
      ‘No need to worry about me,’ Josie said quickly. ‘Anyway, I thought we were supposed to be going for a walk, not a drink.’

      
      ‘How would it be if I took you girls for a drive instead?’ Duncan was swinging his car keys.

      
      
      A drive? Their eyes lit up. They didn’t know anyone who owned a car. Angus and Callum could drive, and drove for their work
         sometimes, but they couldn’t as yet afford cars of their own.
      

      
      ‘That all right, Mrs Morrow?’ Duncan asked, and Ellie cried, ‘Oh, yes, certainly!’

      
      ‘We won’t be late,’ he promised. ‘And I’ll drive very carefully. This way, girls, the car’s parked at the Bell.’

      
      Seventh heaven was something the girls had heard about but never experienced. Now, even Josie, who knew she was playing gooseberry,
         felt they were in it, a seventh heaven of their own, bowling along down quiet country roads in Duncan’s sports car, letting
         the wind blow through their hair, feeling they were young and beautiful and life could only get better.
      

      
      I shall never forget this evening, thought Josie. This summer world. Only yesterday she had been standing in rain at the bridge,
         but now she couldn’t imagine rain or dark clouds, or trouble of any sort. Things would work out for her, suddenly she felt
         sure of it, and Lina would be all right, too. Callum would come home, she would see that he was the one for her, and Duncan
         Guthrie would be just a memory. A very pleasant memory. Like his car.
      

      
      They did stop for a drink, at a large country hotel where they could sit outside in the garden, but only after Duncan had
         scrupulously checked that it was all right with Josie.
      

      
      ‘Of course it’s all right, Duncan,’ she told him, now using his first name with ease. ‘I always feel a bit of a fool about
         not drinking. It’s just a bee Dad’s got in his bonnet.’
      

      
      ‘I can understand. As a matter of fact, I drink very little myself. I’ve seen the effects of too much drink too often.’

      
      ‘You mean accidents?’ Josie nodded. ‘Mum said some folk thought ma dad might have been drinking before he fell. They didn’t
         know him. He was always stone-cold sober.’
      

      
      ‘He told me this morning what had happened,’ Duncan said sympathetically. ‘It’s everybody’s nightmare to think of falling like that. You can’t help but be afraid sometimes.’
      

      
      They were silent for a moment, sitting on the hotel terrace, surrounded by fragrant shrubs and trellises with climbing plants,
         drinks in long glasses on the wicker tables before them.
      

      
      ‘Oh, don’t,’ Lina said softly, and Josie knew what she meant. Don’t spoil this. Don’t spoil our seventh heaven. They began
         to talk of other things.
      

      
      Without being asked, Duncan told them that he wasn’t married. He had once been engaged but it had fallen through by mutual
         consent. Lina opened her eyes wide at that, but said nothing. His parents lived in Edinburgh, where his father had been an
         advocate but was now retired.
      

      
      ‘Wanted me to follow him into the law,’ Duncan went on, ‘but it wasn’t for me. I’m an engineer. I work on bridges and that’s
         what I want to do.’
      

      
      ‘Your parents live in Edinburgh?’ Josie repeated. ‘Why don’t you just drive home every night?’

      
      He smiled. ‘I don’t live with my parents. I’m based in Edinburgh but I’ve my own flat. At the moment it’s let. Anyhow, I like
         to be on the spot.’ His gaze rested on Lina’s face and his voice faltered. ‘Very much so.’
      

      
      They had another round of soft drinks and Duncan, lying back in his wicker chair, said it was the girls’ turn to talk about
         themselves.
      

      
      ‘You know all about us,’ Lina said uneasily. ‘Our lives are no’ so interesting. Josie works for her folks, I work in a teashop.
         I’ve got three brothers, ma dad died in the war, ma mum does hairdressing for a living. That’s it.’
      

      
      ‘Not quite.’ Duncan offered cigarettes and when they shook their heads, lit one himself. ‘You haven’t mentioned young men.’

      
      ‘What young men?’

      
      ‘Well, I met Angus last night. Isn’t he your young man, Josie? Please forgive my asking.’

      
      
      ‘That’s OK.’ She knew why he was asking her, he was working his way round to asking Lina. ‘We have an understanding.’

      
      The dark eyes moved to Lina.

      
      ‘I will have a cigarette,’ she said abruptly, and when he lit it for her, coughed and blushed and said she wasn’t much of
         a smoker. Duncan waited. Josie stared fixedly at a tub of pink geraniums.
      

      
      ‘I suppose I have an understanding, too,’ Lina said bravely. ‘I’m going out with a fellow from a travel agency. He’s abroad
         at the moment.’
      

      
      ‘Ah,’ said Duncan. ‘I was sure there’d be someone.’

      
      The drive home was just as lovely as the drive out, but somehow the feeling of being in seventh heaven had evaporated. Well,
         you couldn’t be up there all the time, the girls knew that, and no doubt Duncan knew it too. He didn’t talk much on the way
         back and Lina, in the front seat, kept glancing at his sculpted profile and away. When he’d parked the car at the rear of
         the Bell, the three of them walked back to Seafields without speaking.
      

      
      ‘Goodnight, then, and thanks ever so much,’ said Lina. ‘Wasn’t it lovely, Josie?’

      
      ‘Oh, it was,’ she answered.

      
      ‘Perhaps I’ll see you again,’ Duncan said to Lina, his gaze not leaving her. ‘Come into your teashop for a buttered scone.’

      
      ‘Why not?’ She gave her high laugh. ‘Well, goodnight again.’

      
      She opened the door to her mother’s flat and vanished inside. After a long moment, Duncan turned to Josie.

      
      ‘Not too late, are we? I’ve got you home in good time?’

      
      ‘Oh, yes, it’s not late at all.’

      
      Josie knew that whatever time it was, her mother would still be waiting up and her heart sank at the thought. In the hall,
         she thanked Duncan again for a wonderful drive.
      

      
      ‘My pleasure,’ he said courteously. ‘Goodnight, Josie.’

      
      
      When she had watched him climb the stair to his room, she did her duty and faced her mother in the kitchen. Ordeal by question.
         Get it over. But though she accepted a cup of tea and told her mother all that Mr Guthrie had told her, she did not say anything
         about being in seventh heaven. Anyway, she’d come down from that now.
      

      
      ‘And did he ask you out again?’ her mother asked eagerly. ‘Did he ask Lina?’

      
      ‘No, he didn’t ask either of us out again. I told him about Angus and Lina told him about Callum.’

      
      ‘Oh, Josie, why ever did you mention Angus?’

      
      ‘You know why, Mum. It was the right thing to do. In fact, he’d already guessed about Angus himself.’

      
      ‘And Lina told him about Callum?’ her mother said thoughtfully. ‘I must say, I’m surprised.’

      
      Josie yawned. ‘I don’t suppose we’ll be going out with Mr Guthrie again. Goodnight, Mum. I’m away to ma bed.’

      
      For no particular reason, once in her bed she found herself reading that old text again as the moon went gliding by her window.

      
      ‘The Path of the Just is as the Shining Light’.

      
      She smiled as she closed her eyes. She felt quite pleased with herself and Lina. They had done what was right.

   



      
      
      Chapter Six

      
      The days went by. Callum was due home any time. Mr Guthrie moved out of Ardmore, telling Mrs Morrow he’d been very comfortable
         indeed, but a vacancy had cropped up at the Bell Inn. It made sense for him to be with his colleagues, he hoped she understood?
      

      
      ‘Oh, yes,’ she told him, with her frozen look. ‘I’m glad you found us satisfactory.’

      
      ‘Shan’t forget your breakfasts in a hurry!’ Duncan turned to John. ‘And, Mr Morrow, I’ve really enjoyed meeting you and talking
         about the old days.’
      

      
      ‘Aye, well, I was only involved in the painting but the bridge still means a lot to me,’ said John. ‘It’s been grand hearing
         what the fellows are up to these days. Good luck, Mr Guthrie, and all the best.’
      

      
      ‘Thank you, but you know, you’ll soon have someone else to talk to,’ Duncan said, with a smile. ‘We’ve a marine team and a
         superstructure team starting work tomorrow. I believe a couple of chaps are coming here.’
      

      
      ‘That’s right,’ Ellie said coldly. ‘There are two bridge workers booked in for tonight. Goodbye, Mr Guthrie.’

      
      Later that morning, to take her mind off her troubles, Ellie went round to Kitty Braid’s for a shampoo and set. She was relieved
         to find herself the only client, for Kitty hadn’t enough space to have cubicles and everybody had to sit together in her front room, listening to what everybody else said. The one bright spot in Ellie’s darkness was that if Mr
         Guthrie had not taken up with her Josie, at least he hadn’t fallen for Kitty’s Lina, either. In spite of her pushing herself
         at him!
      

      
      ‘Lovely to see you, Ellie,’ cried Kitty brightly, as she ran the hot water. ‘Just the usual, eh?’

      
      ‘Aye, the usual. I’m no’ due for another perm yet.’

      
      ‘And what do you think of our Lina?’ asked Kitty, rubbing away with the scented shampoo.

      
      Ellie made strangled noises, her face being covered with a face cloth pressed against the wash-basin. Some hairdressers had
         what they called the backwash, but Kitty hadn’t got round to that yet.
      

      
      ‘I mean Lina and your Mr Guthrie, Ellie. Or has he moved out yet? Och, I’m no’ sure whether I’m on ma head or ma heels.’ Above
         Ellie’s head, Kitty gave a peal of laughter. ‘Lina’s the same.’
      

      
      Ellie felt all the blood draining away from her face, then rushing back again. As Kitty brought her head up and wrapped her
         hair in a towel, she could not look at herself in the mirror, could not meet Kitty’s reflected eyes either.
      

      
      ‘How d’you mean?’ she asked in a whisper. ‘Lina and Mr Guthrie?’

      
      ‘Well, it’s a sworn secret so don’t you go telling anybody – but they’re engaged!’

      
      ‘Engaged?’ Ellie’s mouth was dry. ‘They can’t be, they’ve only just met!’

      
      ‘Aye, but he’s been taking her out all over the place. The theatre in Edinburgh … drives … dinner-dances. You know Lina’s
         always been a lovely dancer? Ballroom, jiving, jitterbugging – you name it, she can do it. Not that Duncan’d ever go in for
         jitterbugging!’ Kitty laughed again. ‘But Lina says he’s very good at ballroom. Och, they’ve been out so much, I’ve had to
         lend her the money to buy two new dresses. I mean, she wants to look her best, eh, with a guy like him? Did you hear he went
         to Loretto? That’s a public school near Musselburgh.’
      

      
      ‘I know where Loretto is,’ Ellie answered shortly, wincing as Kitty stranded her hair into pin-curls and stabbed them into
         place with grips. Whatever happened, she told herself, she would not let Kitty see how she had been cut to the heart by her
         news.
      

      
      ‘And what about Callum?’ she asked. ‘Is he no’ due back any day? What’s he going to say when he finds out about Mr Guthrie?’

      
      ‘Callum?’ Kitty’s tone was vague. ‘Well, that was only a boy and girl thing, you know, Ellie. Him and Lina were never officially
         engaged.’
      

      
      ‘I’ll bet Callum thinks it was more than a boy and girl thing!’

      
      ‘Yes, well, that’s why the engagement’s a secret. Lina wants to tell him first, that’s only fair. So she’s no’ wearing the
         ring.’
      

      
      ‘She’s already got the ring?’

      
      ‘Aye. Oh, Ellie, you should see it! Two great diamonds – one for him, one for her, Duncan says – clasped together!’ Kitty
         tied a large net over Ellie’s hair and pulled back her chair. ‘Now, I’ll pop you under the dryer, eh? My eleven o’clock’s
         due any minute.’
      

      
      ‘Josie, Josie, are you there?’ Ellie, newly curled and scarlet-faced, hurried into her kitchen where Josie was making pastry.
         ‘Have you heard? Lina Braid’s engaged to Mr Guthrie! I can’t believe it, I can’t take it in! Make me a cup of tea, pet, and
         I’ll sit maself down. Ma heart’s knocking like somebody at the door!’
      

      
      Josie put down her rolling pin and washed the flour from her hands. She warmed the teapot and put in the tea leaves. Then
         she took the kettle from the stove and made the tea.
      

      
      ‘Where did you hear this?’ she asked evenly.

      
      ‘From Kitty, of course! You know I’ve been to have ma hair done. She said Mr Guthrie’s been taking Lina out all over the place,
         wining and dining and all that sort of thing, and now he’s bought her a ring but she’s no’ wearing it yet. The engagement’s a secret till Callum comes home.’
      

      
      ‘I can’t believe Lina wouldn’t have told me.’ Josie set a cup of tea before her mother. ‘There must be some mistake.’

      
      ‘When she’s got the ring? How can there be a mistake?’ Ellie gulped her tea and fanned her face with a drying cloth from the
         rail at the stove. ‘Och, I feel so upset, Josie! That cheeky little thing taking Mr Guthrie from right under your nose …’
      

      
      ‘Mum, I wish you wouldn’t talk like that. I was never interested in Mr Guthrie and he was never interested in me. Anyway,
         I’ve got Angus.’
      

      
      ‘Angus!’

      
      ‘He’s got a good job, Mum, if that’s what you want for me, a fellow with a career. A pharmacist is a professional, you know,
         he has to pass exams.’
      

      
      ‘Aye, aye, you could do worse.’ Ellie set down her cup. Her colour had faded, leaving her looking drained and weary. ‘He’s
         the brightest of that family, eh?’
      

      
      Josie stood looking down at her half-finished pastry.

      
      ‘And what about Callum?’ she asked in a low voice.

      
      ‘What about Callum, indeed? That boy’s going to be heartbroken.’

      
      ‘I’m going round to the Queen Margaret,’ Josie said firmly. ‘Soon as I’ve finished the pie.’

      
      ‘No, better leave it till this afternoon. You could get me some more margarine on the way back. And a pound of collar bacon.
         Smoked. Here, I’ll give you the money.’
      

      
      Even though envy and chagrin lay upon her like a great suffocating weight, life had to go on for Ellie. She still had her
         guests to cook for, even though Mr Guthrie had deserted her. In more ways than one.
      

      
      The afternoon was fine. Josie didn’t need to have her coat dried in the Queen Margaret’s back room on this visit. In fact,
         she went only so far as the doorway and kept her coat on.
      

      
      
      ‘Hello, Josie!’ cried Mrs Tassie again. ‘Want to see Lina?’ She gave a knowing smile. ‘You’re a change anyway from you know
         who!’
      

      
      ‘Is she due for a teabreak?’ Josie asked. ‘I’d like a word with her outside, if possible.’

      
      Beryl Tassie hesitated. ‘Well, I could spare her for ten minutes or so, but we’re awful busy – Lina … Lina, Josie’s here!’

      
      ‘Josie?’ Lina’s eyes widened in apprehension. She tried to smile. ‘Are you coming in for a coffee?’

      
      ‘I want to speak to you. Mrs Tassie says you can have a few minutes off.’

      
      ‘Oh.’ Lina untied her apron. ‘Nothing’s happened, has it?’

      
      ‘Depends what you mean by happened.’

      
      They left the café and walked towards the pier. People were strolling up and down, looking across the water to see if the
         ferry was on its way; there was the usual queue of cars. Josie and Lina gazed up at the bridge towering on the right. They
         could see men working amongst the girders and supporting steel tubes, but could not make out their faces.
      

      
      ‘Is he up there?’ asked Josie.

      
      ‘No.’ Lina lowered her eyes. ‘He’s in Edinburgh today. Look, don’t be mad at me. I was going to tell you about me and Duncan.
         Soon as Callum came home.’
      

      
      ‘Callum.’ Josie repeated the name heavily. ‘Lina, how could you? How could you do this to him?’

      
      ‘I couldn’t help it, Josie. I fell in love.’

      
      ‘Fell in love with Duncan? You mean with what he is?’

      
      ‘No, that’s no’ true.’ Lina looked up. ‘Mebbe to begin with I was a bit carried away, you know, with his voice and his clothes
         and the car and that. I mean, he was no’ like anybody I’ve ever been out with before. But now … well, it’s different.’
      

      
      ‘Is it?’ Josie was still looking up at the bridge. ‘How different?’

      
      ‘It’s him I care about, Josie. Just him. If he didn’t have a bean, I’d still care. That’s the truth.’
      

      
      ‘You were supposed to care for Callum at one time.’

      
      ‘You used to say I kept him on a string.’ Lina put her hand on Josie’s arm. ‘The thing is, I never cared for Callum like I
         care for Duncan. I tell you, it’s different.’ She dropped her hand and stood back, breathing hard. ‘You must know what I mean,
         Josie. You’ve got Angus. I mean, he’s the one for you, isn’t he? And Duncan’s the one for me.’
      

      
      ‘There’s such a thing as loyalty, Lina,’ Josie said, after a long silence.

      
      ‘No. No, there isn’t. Not when it comes to love. I couldn’t give up Duncan to be loyal to Callum, I couldn’t!’ Lina’s voice
         had risen, she was staring blindly about her, no longer afraid of Josie it seemed, only of what she was asking.
      

      
      ‘I’ve got to go,’ she said finally, catching her breath. ‘Mrs Tassie’ll be wanting me back. We’re busy, we’re always busy.
         I’ll – I’ll see you soon, Josie. We’ll talk then, eh?’
      

      
      She ran back across the road to the café, attracting attention as always with her dazzling hair, her obvious beauty. Josie
         watched but made no move to follow. There would be no point and anyway there were the messages to get. Margarine. Smoked collar.
         She checked her purse for the money her mother had given her and set off down the promenade towards the High Street.
      

      
      There was no one around when she arrived back at Ardmore with the shopping. Her mother, it seemed, had worked herself up into
         a headache and was lying down until it was time to start the high tea. Her father was out, probably gone for his paper and
         to sit watching the Forth for a while. Josie hung up her coat and put away the messages. She was deliberately keeping her
         mind a blank. That way she would not have to worry about Callum.
      

      
      Somebody was knocking on the front door. Josie could see through the frosted glass the silhouettes of two tall figures.
      

      
      Must get that bell fixed, she thought, opening the door. It’s ridiculous that everybody has to knock the way they do.

      
      ‘Yes?’ she looked out at two young men on the doorstep, both carrying large holdalls.

      
      ‘Ken Pearce and Matt MacLeod,’ said one, who was lank and bony with dark slicked back hair. ‘We’ve rooms booked.’ He had a
         Glasgow accent.
      

      
      ‘Is it OK?’ asked the other, whose voice was softer and rather musical. ‘May we come in?’

      
      Oh, yes, the two bridge workers. Josie stood back to let them move past her into the hall. They were expected.

      
      ‘We’ve a book for you to sign,’ she said over her shoulder. ‘Then I’ll show you your rooms.’ They were on the top floor, next
         to her.
      

      
      ‘We both sign?’ asked the Glasgow man.

      
      ‘Please.’

      
      He wrote his name and handed the book to the other. As he bent his head to sign, Josie saw that this man’s hair was thick
         and straight and very light, almost yellow in colour. When he straightened up, he looked directly into her face and smiled.
         His eyes were dark grey, deeply lidded, his skin tanned. He had a beautiful smile.
      

      
      ‘Your pen.’

      
      She took it, flushing.

      
      ‘I’m Mrs Morrow’s daughter. I – would you like to come this way?’

      
      They followed her up the carpeted stair and then the poorer little stair to the top floor. She opened the doors of their rooms
         which seemed small to her, yet were larger than her own. The two men put their bags down and said, ‘Very nice.’
      

      
      ‘You’ve a view of the Firth of Forth,’ she said hesitantly.

      
      The dark man twisted his head and looked out of the blond man’s window.

      
      ‘Here, you can see the bridge,’ he said with a laugh. ‘We’ll see enough of that, eh?’
      

      
      ‘There’s a bathroom on the floor below,’ Josie told them. ‘And towels on the chairs. Will you be wanting a meal tonight?’

      
      ‘We’re just booked for breakfast,’ said the blond man. ‘We never know when we’ll be finishing.’

      
      ‘I see. Well, please let me know if there’s anything you want.’

      
      How stilted she sounded, as though she was acting some sort of part. Yet she had said these words so many times and had never
         thought such a thing before.
      

      
      Again the blond man smiled at her, and the dark man said they’d everything they wanted, they were fine. Josie looked from
         one to the other and retreated down to the hall where she looked at the two signatures in the register. Which was which of
         those two men?
      

      
      Ken Pearce was the dark one, he’d signed first, in a firm upright hand. Matt MacLeod was the blond one; his writing was round
         and careful, the signature of a man not used to writing. No reason why he should be, he spent his life repairing bridges.
         Both men had given Glasgow addresses, but the blond man didn’t sound as though he came from Glasgow. Josie closed the book
         and looked up. Matt MacLeod was standing in front of her.
      

      
      ‘Hallo.’

      
      ‘Was there something?’ Again, she felt a strange flush rise to her face.

      
      ‘We’ve a free evening tonight. Start work tomorrow. Wondered if there was anything – you know – going on? Anything for us
         to do in Queensferry? We’re strangers to it completely.’
      

      
      ‘I – well – I don’t know of anything special. There’s plenty of places to have a drink, of course.’

      
      ‘That’s what I like to hear.’ His heavy-lidded eyes gave his face a look of tranquillity. He would never be hurried, she thought,
         never be quick to show anger. ‘We’ll take ourselves out, then.’
      

      
      
      For a moment she had the crazy idea that he was going to ask her to go with them. What a relief she was meeting Angus! But
         he didn’t ask her. After he had turned and made his way back up the stairs, she went into the kitchen and sat down on a chair
         by the stove. It was too warm there for a July day. No wonder the flush wouldn’t leave her face.
      

   



      
      
      Chapter Seven

      
      Callum was back. Angus told Josie when he came round that evening. She had been waiting for him in the hallway, near the precarious
         hatstand and the noticeboard where her mother pinned up snippets of information for her visitors. The two new fellows had
         asked if there was anything on, but they would have meant entertainment in the town. Josie doubted if they’d be interested
         in the opening hours for the local stately homes or boat trips round the islands. They wouldn’t have time anyway, they were
         workers, not tourists. Still, they’d have days off. Maybe they’d be glad of the bus and train times to Edinburgh, maybe they’d
         like to see the Festival Tattoo. Why should she care what they’d like anyway?
      

      
      ‘Josie, Callum’s back!’

      
      Angus, when she let him in, held her only briefly, brushing her cheek with his lips. His look, so sombre, chilled her.

      
      ‘Today? I never thought he’d be back today.’

      
      ‘Aye. Came straight round from his mother’s to our place.’ Angus sighed. ‘He’d brought presents.’

      
      ‘Oh, no!’

      
      ‘Shawls. Spanish wine.’

      
      Shawls. Spanish wine. She wanted to put her hands over her ears, as though blocking out the words would block out the thought
         of Callum, prepared for celebration, finding heartbreak.
      

      
      
      ‘Angus,’ she said breathlessly, ‘let’s go.’

      
      They left the house and began to walk unseeingly down the High Street, past shops and buildings they had known all their lives.
         The evening was warm, there were plenty of people about, strolling as they were. Happier than they were. Some knew Josie and
         Angus and called to them and smiled and they smiled back. Two young lovers out for a walk without a care in the world. So
         they must seem. Oh, but wait till folk heard about Callum!
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