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Chapter One
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It was the sound of the car stopping that made Felicity Morrison raise her head. Getting up from her knees she removed her gardening gloves, straightened her skirt and walked quickly down the drive. There was a surprised but welcoming smile on her face. Tim wasn’t alone, he had brought someone home.


‘Hello, dear.’


There was no answering smile. ‘Felicity, give me a hand with these, will you?’


‘Of course.’


The young man, a stranger to her, was taking cardboard boxes from the boot of the car. He looked up briefly, gave Felicity an uncertain smile, then carried on. When the boot was emptied and the boxes on the pavement, he looked to Tim as though for instructions.


‘Take that lot up to the front door and leave them there. Then you had better get on your way,’ he said curtly.


Felicity felt embarrassed. Surely there was no need for that tone of voice. Giving Tim a questioning look which he ignored, she went ahead with two of the smaller boxes. The front door was wide open, it usually was when the day was sunny and warm, and after putting her load inside the vestibule she went back.


‘My briefcase, take it with you,’ Tim said handing it over. It was bulging with papers.


‘Tim,’ she began.


‘Not now.’ When the pavement was cleared he turned to his helper. ‘Thanks,’ he said.


The young man nodded but it was obvious he was uncomfortable and anxious to get away. The car door shut and a moment later the car moved off.


This was becoming more puzzling by the minute. ‘Where is he going with your car?’ Felicity asked.


Tim didn’t answer and they walked in silence up to the front door, Felicity with Tim’s briefcase and he with an armful of folders. The briefcase was heavy and Felicity was glad to put it down beside the boxes.


‘Tim, what is going on?’


‘You’ll know soon enough,’ her husband said grimly. ‘Meantime I suggest you help me carry these to the foot of the stairs. They can remain there for the time being.’


In a short time they had the boxes neatly stacked.


‘What now?’ she said, straightening up and looking at him.


‘Nothing more for you to do, but before I take these to my study I need a drink, a stiff drink, and I suggest you have one as well.’


If Felicity was uneasy before she was scared now. ‘Stop this, Tim, and tell me what has happened. Tell me now, this minute,’ she said her voice rising.


‘Something has happened, you’re right about that,’ he said going along to the sitting-room. Felicity followed. Tim went straight to the drinks cabinet and taking out the whisky bottle poured himself a generous measure.


‘What can I get you?’


‘Nothing, thank you.’


‘Sure?’


‘Quite sure.’ A cup of tea would have been very welcome but it would take too long to make.


‘Then I suggest you sit down.’


She did. This was unbearable. Felicity swallowed nervously and clasped her hands together to stop them from shaking. With every passing moment she was becoming more fearful and angry too. It was cruel of Tim to do this – keeping her in suspense. Was it so awful that he was afraid to tell her? She shivered.


Tim took his whisky with him and sat down in the deep leather armchair. First he swallowed more of the amber liquid then put the glass down on the rosewood table close to a bowl filled with fresh flowers picked that morning from the garden.


‘As from today,’ he said slowly, ‘I am out of a job.’


She stared at him. He had to be joking, though it didn’t look or sound like it.


‘You have to be joking.’


‘I only wish I were.’


‘Why are you home at this time of day and with half the office with you?’ She wasn’t going to take him seriously.


‘I’ve just told you. My employment with Paton & Noble ceases as from today.’


‘Tim, none of this is making sense. You are a lawyer, a good one. Why would Paton & Noble want to terminate your employment?’


‘Because, my dear, certain irregularities have come to light,’ he said very quietly.


‘That can’t have anything to do with you.’


‘I’m afraid it has.’


‘No, Tim, I won’t believe this.’ Her eyes widened in shock. ‘No, not you, you wouldn’t.’ She was shaking her head and pleading with her eyes, yet knowing from the look on his face that he wasn’t going to deny it. ‘Why? Just tell me why?’ she said spreading her hands.


‘What I did wasn’t stealing, Felicity.’


‘No? What would you call it then?’


‘Borrowing. It goes on all the time.’


‘I find that hard to believe.’


‘Believe it or not as you wish but I can assure you it does. I was unlucky, things happened too quickly and I wasn’t prepared.’


It was early afternoon and the bright June sunshine was streaming in the window making the crystal vase on top of the china cabinet sparkle. The day was warm and Felicity wore a thin cotton skirt in a floral pattern with a short-sleeved white blouse open at the neck. Her long, slim, bare legs were tanned to a golden brown and on her feet she wore an old pair of Scholl’s sandals. The day hadn’t suddenly turned cold but she had. Felicity wrapped her arms around herself and waited for her husband to go on. He was taking his time.


‘I don’t intend going into the details,’ he said at last. ‘Suffice it to say I needed a fairly large sum of money quickly.’


‘How much? What does a large sum mean?’


He carried on as though she hadn’t spoken. ‘The money would have been’ – he appeared to be searching for a word – ‘returned if only things hadn’t happened so quickly.’


She could guess what that meant. Felicity hadn’t been married to a solicitor for twenty years without learning something. It did happen but never to a law firm like Paton & Noble.


‘You were using a client’s money,’ she said accusingly.


‘A temporary loan, Felicity, I keep telling you,’ Tim said from between clenched teeth.


‘There are other ways of getting a loan.’


‘And paying through the nose. No thank you.’


‘Better paying through the nose than losing your job I would have thought.’


‘True, but I never expected this to happen. We are all wise after the event.’


Felicity moistened her lips. ‘Did some poor old soul catch you out by passing away without giving you time to juggle with—’ her voice broke and she put her hand to her mouth.


He shrugged, reached for the whisky and drained the glass. ‘Something like that,’ he said.


‘Tim, I am trying very hard to keep calm but I am not making sense of this. What you haven’t explained to me is why you should want a large sum of money.’


He sighed and remained silent.


‘Tim, if you are in trouble I need to know about it.’


When he still remained silent she felt anger boiling up.


‘This doesn’t just concern you, it also concerns your wife and daughter.’


‘I’m aware of that.’


She swallowed. ‘Where has the money gone? What have you been doing? We enjoy a good standard of living but we don’t live beyond our means.’


‘Are you sure?’


‘I am very sure.’


‘You have your own car, a beautiful home and you and Joanna don’t want for anything.’


The unfairness of it almost rendered her speechless.


‘Tim, you have a very convenient memory. My car, since you brought that up, was bought to replace the old banger I had been driving for years and came out of the money Aunt Jean left me. And let me add that the little I earn from my illustrations keeps the car on the road.’ She didn’t add, not wanting him to know, that what was left went into her own bank account. There was something reassuring about having a few pounds in one’s own name. It wouldn’t go far but it gave her a little independence. A thought came to her. ‘Your car—’


‘That’s gone.’


‘I see.’ She looked about her at the tastefully furnished room remembering the time and care spent on the house to have it looking as it now did. ‘The house, will it have to go?’


‘We can’t stay here, we will have to move.’


Felicity took a deep, shaky breath. ‘Maybe, Tim, you could get your job back . . .’


‘Not a chance, not a hope in hell.’


‘Don’t give up so easily. Listen,’ Felicity said urgently, ‘you’ve worked very hard, long hours, ridiculously long hours and you’ve brought work home with you. All that should be—’


‘Taken into consideration. I made that point myself and it didn’t do me any good.’


‘What you did was very wrong and it is small wonder that everybody is shocked and disappointed.’


‘Don’t preach, for God’s sake.’


‘I wasn’t but it is better to face the truth.’ She worried her lower lip. ‘There has to be a way of you getting your job back.’


‘There isn’t.’


‘You seem very sure.’


‘I am.’


‘Well, I’m not. I’m trying to be supportive, Tim, but it isn’t easy when you are not being open.’


‘I made a mistake, I’m paying for it, leave it at that.’


‘We are paying for it,’ she corrected him.


‘If you want to be supportive then think about getting yourself a job, a proper job I mean, not fiddling about with little drawings that nobody wants.’


Felicity felt outraged that her illustrations should be treated with such contempt but she kept her temper under control.


‘I’ll start looking at the jobs vacant columns in the newspaper. Who knows, they may actually have something I could apply for.’


He smiled. ‘No need to take up that attitude, it was merely a suggestion but if you don’t want to help out—’


‘I do.’ Her eyes filled.


‘I’m sorry and I’m afraid I haven’t told you everything.’


‘What do you mean?’


‘Paton & Noble are going to make a case of it.’


‘A case of it,’ Felicity repeated stupidly.


‘A court case,’ he said bitterly, ‘I could go to jail.’ Getting up abruptly he refilled his glass and she saw that his hand was shaking.


A look of horror crossed Felicity’s face. ‘No, Tim, she whispered, ‘not that, please not that.’


‘Better that you should be prepared.’


Until then Felicity had felt mostly anger and disbelief. It was seeing his hand shake that brought a rush of pity. Tim had been foolish, criminally foolish, but she was his wife. He would need her now as he never had before and he wouldn’t find her wanting. She would stand by him.


‘Tim,’ she said softly, ‘we’ll get through this. And don’t worry too much about Joanna, she is a sensible girl–’


He looked up sharply. ‘There is no need for Joanna to know anything.’


‘I don’t see how we can keep it from her.’


‘She doesn’t have to know now is what I meant.’


Their daughter, Joanna, was a first-year student at Edinburgh University and that was far enough away from her home in Hillhead, a village a few miles from Dundee, to make only the occasional visit to see her parents.


Felicity was smiling. ‘No, you are absolutely right. This will all blow over. Heavens above, Ralph Knight wouldn’t do that to you.’


‘He has.’


‘That would be to give you a fright and make sure the seriousness of the matter was brought home to you.’


‘Don’t be ridiculous.’


Why did he always manage to make her feel foolish?


‘Ralph is a friend, a friend of both of us,’ she said defensively.


‘Past tense. Our so-called friend was at pains to explain that the matter is out of his hands.’


Another door closing.


‘Have you been gambling, is that it?’ Felicity shook her head vigorously and answered her own question. ‘No, that can’t be it. I’ve never known you to take any interest in gambling. Heavens! You don’t even have a bet on the Derby.’


‘Very true but for everything there is a first time, Felicity.’ When lying, he told himself, it was safer to stay within the shadow of truth. She was off on the wrong track but in a sense it had been a gamble and he’d lost. Playing around with a client’s money wasn’t as easy as it had at first appeared.


So that was it, Tim had been gambling. It was hard to believe but he had admitted it himself. She watched him get up.


‘I’m going up to my study and I would be grateful, Felicity, if I was not disturbed.’


‘That’s all right, Tim, I won’t disturb you,’ Felicity said quietly.


Sitting crouched in the chair, Felicity wished she had someone to confide in. A close relation, perhaps, but she had no one, no sister, no brother. Her father was a blurred memory of a kindly man who had sat her on his knees and told her stories and at other times had held her high up until she was squealing half in fright and half in excitement. Then the noise would have brought her mother through from the kitchen to scold him but she would be laughing. If only her mother were here now and she should have been, Felicity thought with the familiar ache. When it was only a slight discomfort she should have gone to see about it, not waited until she was in agony and it was too late to operate. From then on it had been downhill and in six weeks her darling mother was dead. That had been fourteen months ago yet the pain was still there, dulled but still very much there.


Felicity dragged herself back to the present and her worries. Tim made all the decisions, always had. She was seldom consulted about anything, her agreement taken for granted. Why hadn’t she asserted herself before this and demanded her say? She could only answer that by saying it hadn’t seemed to be important, not in the early days. Tim, clever Tim, would see to everything while she put all her energies into keeping the house the way it should be kept. That and seeing to her husband’s needs as well as her daughter’s and when necessary acting as the charming hostess.


She had been happy with her life and any spare time she had was spent working on her illustrations. Tim had always been slightly mocking about her funny little drawings as he called them but she didn’t let that bother her. Any small success she had was kept to herself. Felicity had done well at art school and at one time had dreamed of success in the art world. That had all changed when tall, handsome Timothy Morrison had walked into her life. Her friends had envied her. Six years older than Felicity, Tim had qualified as a lawyer gaining distinction and great things were expected of him. She thought herself so very, very lucky. Tim was everything she could have asked and more. As well as his good looks he had great charm. Only later did the little flaws appear. He could be very selfish and he could be jealous. It would anger him if he thought her over-friendly with a colleague and accuse her of flirting. It would appear to be all right for him to flirt with a pretty secretary at the Christmas party or some other function. Felicity never felt threatened. It all ended when the party finished and it was time to go home.




Chapter Two
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Tim went slowly upstairs and before going into his study went into their bedroom. The window was open and a light breeze was blowing the curtains. He took off his jacket and put it over the back of the basket chair. Then he loosened and removed his tie and undid the top button of his shirt. It was a relief to get the pressure away from his neck. Felicity, he knew, would give him a hand with the boxes if he asked but he wouldn’t. It would mean more talk and he couldn’t face any more of that. Better to bring the stuff upstairs now then he could close the study door and be alone.


It had been exhausting carrying the boxes upstairs. Tim wasn’t used to manual work but he found the physical effort helped to keep his mind off his troubles. When the task was completed he shut himself in the study and sat down behind his desk. The clutter was now in front of him which offended his eye. In a while when he could face it, he would have to sort through the papers and decide what should be kept and what could safely be thrown away. Some of the files should have been left behind in the office and he would have to find some way of returning them. Given more time it wouldn’t have happened. The speed of his departure, the unnecessary haste to get him off the premises, had been humiliating and deeply wounding.


Timothy Morrison groaned out loud and dropped his head in his hands. There was no escape from this nightmare. He only had to close his eyes and he was reliving the scene in Ralph Knight’s office. They had always got on well, he and Ralph, and there had been a small hope that his lapse would cost him no more than a severe reprimand. The matter would be left for the senior partner to deal with in his own way.


That way became clear the moment Tim stepped into Ralph Knight’s office and he saw his superior’s expression. All hope of clemency faded. Worry was etched on the older man’s face but so, too, was disgust.


‘Ralph, believe me, I am desperately sorry.’


‘Are you? I wonder. Sorry you have been found out would be nearer the truth,’ Ralph Knight said harshly. A hand waved him to a seat. Tim sat down.


‘I’ve been all kinds of a fool.’


‘You’ve been a damned fool and a whole lot worse.’


Both men were dressed in the obligatory dark suit and white shirt and on their feet each wore well-polished, black leather shoes. Ralph Knight was a small stout man with bushy eyebrows and around the eyes he was heavily wrinkled.


Tim, sitting opposite, looked shaken and apprehensive. He should have known that Ralph would take a very serious view. He was, after all, an Elder and a pillar of the church. They were nearly always the most unforgiving, he thought sourly.


‘Ralph, I can only repeat that I very much regret what has happened.’


‘You used your position of trust for your own ends. I was about to say that you are no better than a common thief but in my book you are worse.’


Tim flushed. ‘None of us is perfect,’ he mumbled.


‘True, but few of us stoop that low.’


‘No second chance?’


‘Did you expect one?’


He shrugged. ‘I haven’t spared myself as you know. I’ve worked very hard for Paton & Noble and I hoped, I still hope, that it would be taken into consideration.’


‘You were well paid for the work you did.’ He paused and Tim flinched at the cold contempt in the light blue eyes. ‘Unless I am very much mistaken this shocking business is going to cost the firm a few clients. Our reputation will suffer and that, I may tell you, I find more distressing than anything else. As for you, Tim, I have absolutely no sympathy, none whatsoever, you knew what you were doing.’ He paused and looked long and hard at the younger man. ‘It will be up to the court to decide your punishment.’


Tim’s handsome face turned a sickly white and his stomach clenched with fear. The threat had always been there but he hadn’t believed, not for a single moment, that they would take it that far. Not for his sake but to protect the good name of Paton & Noble, that old established and prestigious firm of solicitors.


‘Why take it to court,’ he said shakily, ‘when that can only damage the firm?’


‘Too many people already know or suspect and that in the long run could be more damaging. We have to be seen to get rid of the bad apple.’


‘For God’s sake, one mistake. You wouldn’t do that – you couldn’t do that to me?’ He was almost spluttering.


‘It is out of my hands.’


‘You are the senior partner, you make the decisions.’


‘I do and as the senior partner I did my duty as I saw it.’


Which meant, Tim thought despairingly, he hadn’t raised a finger to help.


‘My sympathy goes out to your wife and daughter. I am very sorry that Felicity and Joanna are to suffer.’ Ralph knew that Joanna was finishing her first year at Edinburgh University and he just hoped that this wouldn’t jeopardise her chance of graduating. With a need to end this here and now, Ralph got to his feet and Tim felt obliged to do the same.


‘You are finished here, Tim, and all that remains for you to do is clear your desk and hand over your car keys.’


‘Surely – I mean, I need the car,’ Tim said desperately.


‘You don’t, one of the clerks will drive you home.’


It was the final humiliation and Tim’s face went a dull red. He couldn’t fail to notice that rumours were circulating among the clerical staff, not a lot missed that bunch and now this would give substance to the rumours. As if that mattered – in a short time everybody would know. Tim almost stumbled from the room.


When he had gone, Ralph Knight sat down heavily and taking a folded white handkerchief from his pocket, mopped his brow. The whole, unpleasant business had taken its toll on him. Retirement had never looked more inviting. In all his years with Paton & Noble nothing like this had ever happened before. What, Ralph wondered, made a man do something like that. Was it greed or more likely in Tim’s case, had he got himself into some kind of trouble? He shook his head in perplexity. Such a waste. Timothy Morrison had appeared to have everything going for him. He had a good brain, handsome looks and a tall, athletic figure. His ready smile and that ease of manner never failed to charm his female clients. What would those same ladies think of him when it all came out?


In marriage he had chosen well. Felicity was a lovely woman with thick, blue-black hair and wonderful eyes. There was a warmth about her smile and it was for everybody. Ralph Knight was happily married to Lily, had never strayed, never wanted to, but that didn’t stop him from admiring a lovely woman. Joanna was very like her mother in appearance and from all accounts she was enjoying university and the freedom of living away from home. Too much freedom for our young wasn’t such a good idea, he often thought. This was 1965, the middle of the swinging sixties they were calling it. Today’s youngsters were pulling away, no longer willing to listen to the voice of experience. The ‘we know what is best for you’ ignored or ridiculed. Even the tinies were taking advantage. Children needed freedom to develop so said the experts and climbing on and over furniture was no longer frowned upon by young parents. Grandparents suffered in silence rather than risk being called old-fashioned. The price to pay if the visits were to continue.


Tim drew his hand across his tired eyes as though to rid himself of that scene with Ralph Knight. The wonderful career he had mapped out for himself was over. The dream of one day occupying the senior partner’s chair, shattered and gone. This would all be lost too, he thought, looking about him. When he had declared his intention of making the best bedroom – the master bedroom had been the description in the house details – his study, Felicity had tried to talk him out of it but his mind was already made up. The size of room was just right and it had the added advantage of being square-shaped. Tim was picturing the handsome desk and leather chair which had once belonged to his father and used by his mother, positioned to get maximum light from the double window. The walls would lend themselves to sturdy fitted shelves for his many books and files. A bedroom on the other hand was merely for sleeping in and provided there was enough space and there was to take a double bed and the essential furniture, that was all that was required. Holmlea, the name given to the house by the previous owner, had five bedrooms, four since one was now a study. The guest room and Joanna’s bedroom were similar in size and the smallest, which could only take a single bed, became a boxroom. Felicity had thought about making it her own, a place to work on her illustrations instead of making do with the kitchen table, but it had never come to anything.


Downstairs, Felicity couldn’t settle to anything and kept wandering about the kitchen like someone in a daze. She was forever lifting things up then putting them down again. Her brain was working but kept jumping from one thing to another. What would they do now that Tim had lost his job? How would they manage? Where would they live? With no reference how would Tim get another job? Who would employ him? A voice dug up from long ago answered her question. She remembered Tim saying in happier times how a good lawyer need never be without a job. There were always those shady concerns willing to turn a blind eye to any wrongdoing. In return they had that person’s considerable expertise to use as they wished. Tim’s fall from grace needn’t hold him back, not with his grasp of the law. Felicity went cold with dread. Would desperation make Tim go down that road? Her throat went dry and she crossed to the sink to fill the kettle, then stood watching as though that would help it come to the boil all the sooner. After she made the tea she wondered if she should take a cup up to Tim then decided against it. He might not thank her for it. Sitting down at the kitchen table she nursed the cup and began to take little sips from it.


This was the day she took the car and did her weekly shopping in Dundee. There was still time but she wouldn’t do it. They would have to make do with what was in the house. The remains of the cold ham served with lettuce and tomato and fried potatoes would take very little time to prepare. The lettuce would be limp though the heart might not be too bad. How nice to pop out of the back door and pull a fresh one from the garden. She had wanted a small vegetable garden but Tim had not been in favour. He thought it would be untidy as well as unnecessary. Most of what was grown would be surplus to requirements and end up being given to neighbours or left to rot. Far better to buy what she needed.


At six thirty Felicity put out the place mats on the dining-room table and arranged the cutlery. At seven o’clock when the fried potatoes were turning a golden brown, she went to the foot of the stairs and shouted to Tim that the meal was ready. Maybe he hadn’t heard her voice through the thickness of the study door and she went up. When she was halfway there the study door opened.


‘I thought you hadn’t heard me,’ she said turning round and going down again. He grunted something.


Felicity served the meal and for the first few minutes there was silence apart from the ticking of the clock which seemed louder than usual. Neither of them finished what was on their plate.


‘Nothing else for me, just coffee,’ Tim said getting up.


‘I’ll bring it through to the sitting-room.’ She cleared the dining-room table, put everything away in its place then collected the coffee pot from the kitchen and joined Tim. The cups and saucers were already on the small table with a small bowl of brown sugar and a jug of milk. They both preferred milk to cream.


‘Thanks,’ he said when she handed him a cup.


‘Tim, we need to talk.’


‘Yes, I suppose we do.’


She swallowed. ‘How soon before the case—’


‘Comes to court? Hard to tell. With some there is a long delay while others,’ he shrugged, ‘perhaps two or three months.’


‘If it should be a hefty fine will your mother help?’


‘Felicity, you don’t seem to understand or you are refusing to do so. There is a strong possibility that I could go to prison.’


She raised scared eyes. ‘No, Tim, it won’t come to that.’


‘I wish I could believe that.’


‘Joanna, what is this going to do to her?’ she whispered. ‘How do we tell her?’


‘We don’t.’


‘She will have to know some time.’


‘Some time in the future. I told you all this before.’


‘I know, but what if she finds out? There is bound to be talk.’


‘Hereabout yes but she isn’t likely to hear anything in Edinburgh.’


Felicity was shaking her head. ‘The risk is there, I would rather she heard it from us.’


‘So she shall when I consider the time is right. Why distress Joanna now? She can go on enjoying herself or is it that you would rather she was made miserable now?’


‘Of course not.’ Why did he always put her in the wrong or make it look as though she were?


Somehow Felicity got through the rest of the evening. Tim had returned to his study and she ironed two shirts and a blouse. The rest were damp enough to be left until the morning when she might feel more like doing them. She put the iron on its heel to cool and after folding the ironing board put it away in the cupboard under the stairs.


When eleven o’clock struck Tim came downstairs. Felicity thought he looked terrible but didn’t say so. They each drank a cup of tea and ate a Rich Tea biscuit. When Tim suggested he should sleep in Joanna’s bedroom Felicity merely nodded. Sleep wouldn’t come easily but in separate rooms they could toss and turn without disturbing the other. If this was to go on for more than a night or two Felicity decided she would make up the bed in the guest room. Joanna might arrive unexpectedly and not take too kindly to finding that her room had been occupied. She would wonder why her parents had ceased to share a bedroom.


Felicity thought she should keep as much to routine as possible though there would be nothing to hurry for in the morning. She set the breakfast table with the blue and white china and put out a clean white napkin for Tim. That done she put the empty milk bottles on the back step ready for the milkman. Tim usually saw to the locking up but he must have forgotten. Felicity checked that both front and back doors were securely locked and all the downstairs windows shut. With that taken care of she climbed the stairs and went into the bedroom where she was to sleep alone. After undressing she slipped a nightdress over her head and got into bed. She lay on her own side of the bed and prayed that sleep would come quickly. It didn’t and, throwing back the covers, she got out of bed and padded over to the window. Opening the curtains a few inches she pressed her forehead against the cold pane and gazed out at the night. All was still, not a thing moved. She shivered and wondered why it was that everything seemed so much worse at night. Was it the combination of darkness and silence? Closing the curtains she went back to bed. Sleep did eventually claim her but it was a disturbed sleep. In her dreams she could only watch as her husband was being led away, not handcuffed, he had been spared that indignity, but sandwiched between two burly policemen. The van with Tim in it sped away and she, still in her nightdress, waved to the departing vehicle.


When Felicity awoke she was bathed in sweat. Although far from rested she didn’t want to stay in bed any longer. Better to be up and doing something, that was the trick, keep busy, keep occupied with no time to think. She dressed in the clothes she had worn the previous day and went down to prepare the breakfast. Only at the weekend did they have a cooked breakfast. During the week it was a small glass of orange juice and a cereal followed by tea and toast. When Tim appeared at his usual time he was shaved and dressed as he would have been going into the office. She didn’t remark thinking it better not to.


‘Might as well carry on the pretence for a while,’ he smiled and Felicity marvelled that with this hanging over his head, he could still manage to look much as usual.


She put the toast rack on the table and Tim sat down. Taking the napkin from its ring – a ring with the initial T on it – he placed it over his knees. Lifting up the glass he drank the orange juice then began to help himself to cereal from the packet.


‘Most of this is dross.’


‘I know. Yesterday was my day for a big shopping. I must do it today.’


‘You can’t mean you are intending going into Dundee?’


‘I do.’


‘That’s out of the question, Felicity. In case it has escaped your memory I have no car.’


She looked at him but said nothing. Instead she spread her toast with home-made marmalade and waited to hear what more he had to say.


‘I thought of going to Carnoustie and paying Mother a visit.’


‘In that case I’ll come with you. Carnoustie is quite good for shops.’


He shook his head. ‘No, I don’t think that would be a good idea.’


‘What wouldn’t be a good idea?’


‘You coming to Carnoustie. Telling Mother about my troubles is something I would prefer to do on my own.’


She nodded. Felicity could understand that. ‘Fair enough if that is what you want.’ She paused. ‘Any time of day will do for Carnoustie, Tim, and since you don’t want me to accompany you I’ll do my shopping this morning and you can have the car in the afternoon.’


‘That doesn’t suit me.’


‘Why not?’


‘Never mind why not. For heaven’s sake, Felicity, don’t be so disobliging. We do have a few local shops, why can’t you shop there?’


‘For the simple reason there is very little choice and you are not long in complaining if the food isn’t to your satisfaction.’ Felicity took a deep breath. This was out of character for her. She couldn’t recall a time when she had stood up to Tim. When they were first married she had just accepted that her husband knew best and when she decided he didn’t always know best it didn’t seem worth arguing the point and having to put up with a husband in a difficult mood.


‘I see you are determined to have your own way in this, so all right I’ll go to Mother’s immediately after lunch.’


Felicity was taken aback, she hadn’t expected it to be that easy.


‘We can have an early lunch,’ she said not wanting to be thought of as disobliging.


‘The fact is I must have my own transport and in the present circumstances we shall have to go back to being a one-car family. My suggestion, Felicity, is that we trade in yours for something bigger.’


Her mouth opened but no sound came and she closed it again.


‘The future is so uncertain that we will have to go carefully. And I – we have to face it that I may be out of circulation for a while. If I am sent to—’


‘Don’t say it,’ she said sharply.


‘Not saying it isn’t going to help.’


‘I know that, Tim, but talking about it, about the possibility that you may have to go away, brings it nearer and I – I just don’t know how I am going to cope.’


He made no attempt to comfort her, instead he gave his usual shrug and said, ‘You’ll have to. I’m pleading guilty, no point in doing anything else so I can expect—’


‘How long?’ she said fearfully.


‘Anything from six months to two years. They might want to make an example of me which would mean the maximum. In a case like mine a lot depends on the mood of the judge.’


‘How can you be so calm and matter-of-fact?’


‘Would you rather I went to pieces? I’m anything but calm, but if that is how I look then fine. My best course of action is to show plenty of remorse for my sins and assure the learned gentleman that it was a loan which, but for circumstances, would have been repaid in full.’


‘No, Tim, don’t say that. It may be the truth but it doesn’t sound good.’


He looked thoughtful then smiled. ‘You could be right. Deep remorse will be best and leave it at that.’


‘Don’t you feel shame for what you did?’


‘I regret what I did.’


‘That doesn’t answer my question.’


‘Truthfully I don’t feel shame, no one was losing out.’


‘If you gambled the money how were you going to repay it? Oh, I see,’ she said bitterly, ‘another client would be owed money – it was just a question of moving it around and being clever.’ She bit her lip and fell silent for a moment or two. ‘Tim, I don’t think I am accepting that the money did go on gambling.’


She thought he looked startled then scared. The laugh was forced.


‘That imagination of yours is working overtime.’


‘No, I don’t think so. It doesn’t ring true. I believe you are in some kind of serious trouble and you are afraid to tell me what it is.’


‘This is too silly for words and not worth answering. We’ll get back to what we were talking about. Trading your car in is by far the most sensible thing to do.’


‘For you, not for me. Tim, this is one occasion when I am not giving in to you,’ she said quietly and firmly. The nerve of him, she thought, it was his dishonesty that had got them into this mess and here he was making his selfish demands. She was going to hold firm and if she did feel some shame for making such an issue of it, it wasn’t strong enough to make her change her mind. It had never been more important to hang on to what was hers. She likened the situation to a time when she was very small and in danger of losing a favourite toy to a much bigger child. Sheer determination to hang on to what was hers won the day. Determination and flying feet. Kicking was naughty and not to be tolerated and Felicity had been severely scolded. Yet later she had heard her mother positively bragging about the incident saying that it proved her daughter was not to be scared off by someone bigger and stronger. She had used her feet because there was nothing else. Funny how she should be remembering that now.


‘I wouldn’t have believed you could be so selfish, Felicity. What was all that about you going to stand by me?’


‘Of course I am. There was never any question about that.’


‘Then try to be reasonable. A car is a necessity for me but not for you. You don’t really need one. Nice for you to have your own transport, I was all for it when things were normal but now they are not.’ He paused. ‘Shopping and meeting your friends for a natter is about all you do. If you asked I am sure one of your friends or a neighbour would take you shopping.’


‘I have no intention of asking anyone.’ She didn’t add that very soon, or so she imagined, she would be hiding away rather than having to face their pitying looks. The thought of what might lie ahead made her feel sick inside. ‘I haven’t asked but do we have any money?’


‘Very little and it wouldn’t do for me to be seen splashing out on a new car. Different if it was just you trading yours in. However, since you are not going to help, Mother might.’


‘I thought you didn’t want that.’


‘I don’t but since my wife is going out of her way to be awkward I may have no choice.’


Felicity thought about her mother-in-law, she liked the woman. They got on well though she wouldn’t have described their relationship as close. Maud Morrison had a fierce independence and Felicity admired her for it. Now that she had difficulty getting about and was becoming forgetful there had been a suggestion from Tim, backed by her doctor, that she should consider selling her house and going into one of the comfortable nursing homes springing up all over the country where she would be looked after. She was well able to pay.


Felicity had been there when Maud Morrison showed what she thought of that suggestion. She would leave her house, she said, when she was good and ready and that would be when she was in her box. There was no mention of a nursing home after that. A kindly, middle-aged woman was engaged to come in for two hours every morning except Sunday. She would be a replacement and an improvement on the previous woman who had taken on several cleaning jobs none of which was done in a satisfactory manner. The new cleaning lady was called Mrs Haggarty and she proved to be a good, conscientious worker who kept everything clean and tidy. She was also completely trustworthy as was shown by the coins and items of jewellery left lying about on various surfaces. She was also prepared to cook a meal or do shopping. The neighbours were helpful and took turns at going around in the evening to see that all was well with the old lady. Maud Morrison had much to be thankful for and knew it.


Felicity had always been slightly in awe of her mother-in-law and her brusque manner but not now. Failing health had brought out a gentler side. Felicity tried to go over to Carnoustie once a week timing her arrival for midday. She would bring with her food that would appeal to an elderly lady with a small appetite. While they ate they would exchange scraps of news but mostly they would talk about Joanna.




Chapter Three
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Tim was extremely fond of his mother and it saddened him to see her becoming confused. Her memory was going and very little of what she was told would be retained. Yet strangely enough she could recall with amazing accuracy something that had taken place twenty or more years ago.


Maud Morrison had been a good-looking woman of medium height and blessed with an exceptionally quick mind. Just occasionally they would be reminded of that quick mind when she surprised them all with a particularly sharp response. Until recently Maud had kept up with all that was happening at home and in the wider world. Each morning, bar Sunday when she got The Times delivered, two quality newspapers came through the letterbox and landed on the coconut mat.


It was as much due to Maud as to her late husband that they were so comfortably off. Edward Morrison had been a skilled electrician but with no head for business. An easygoing man, he was a soft touch for a sob story and Maud could see all that they had worked for being lost. Before that could happen she stepped in and made the books and the running of the business her responsibility. Hard luck stories got short shrift from her and Maud saw to it that accounts were settled on time. As the workload increased they were able to take on more qualified electricians who, in turn, were training apprentices. Business flourished and when it was sold their bank balance was extremely healthy. Edward enjoyed only two years of retirement before collapsing and dying of a heart attack.


There never had been any question of Tim following in his father’s footsteps and taking over the business. Maud and Edward had great hopes for their only son. The boy was bright and at school he was never far from the top of his class. Tim, they were agreed on this, would have a profession. Perhaps he could become a doctor of medicine or a lawyer. A doctor was ruled out when he was seen to turn pale at the sight of blood. A lawyer it would have to be and Tim went happily along with that.


Tim got into his wife’s car and moved the seat back to accommodate his long legs. He was trying to be calm but every little while his stomach would bunch with fear when he thought of what might lie ahead. The dreadful possibility of a prison sentence could have been avoided if only he had gone to his mother in the first place and confessed. She would have been shocked, horrified even but the money would have been forthcoming. In any case it was money that was going to be his one day. Why hadn’t he? That was easy enough to answer. He couldn’t bear to see her disappointment. She had always been so proud of him. Instead he had decided to be smart and borrow the money – borrow not steal. A client’s money to be used to get him out of a difficult situation. No one need ever have been the wiser. A careless omission on his part had brought it to light and landed him in this god-awful mess. Paton & Noble had shown him no mercy, he thought bitterly. Promising to pay back in full what he had borrowed wasn’t going to save him. They were determined to drag his good name through the mud.


He switched on the engine and the car moved off with his thoughts now on Felicity. Fancy her objecting to his suggestion that they trade her car in for something more to his liking. Not a new car, possibly a year-old one with not too much mileage on the clock. That would do him very well. He sighed. She was always a bit slow was Felicity, the dreamy sort, typical of arty types. All the same she had been alert enough when it was her car they were discussing. In the mirror he could see that Felicity had come out to close the garage doors and for a moment she looked at the departing car before turning away.


Once away from Hillhead, Tim made for the coast road passing through Broughty Ferry and Monifieth and then on to Carnoustie where he occasionally played a round of golf. He thought it unlikely he would play there again. At the far end of Carnoustie, Tim slowed down to take a sharp left turn and then another into a quiet cul-de-sac. Grange House was halfway down and set apart from its neighbours by the high neat clipped hedges. The gate was never closed and Tim drove straight in scattering gravel before coming to a stop at the front door. There was a large tub of flowers at either side giving a colourful display. He got out, shut the car door and went to stand on the step. To announce his arrival he rang the bell then opened the door. That the heavy outside door should be unlocked did not surprise him but the fact that the glass door was also unlocked had him frowning.


He found his mother in what she called the morning room. It was small and comfortable and the view from the window was of the drive up to the house and a strip of the front garden. The drawing-room was used about twice a year. Even with a huge fire it was never warm enough for Maud to sit in unless she was wearing a cardigan or had a shawl draped round her shoulders. At this moment she was sitting in her favourite chair at the window with her feet on an embroidered footstool. She turned her head when the door opened.


‘Saw the car,’ she said, ‘and thought at first it was Felicity. Where is she?’


‘Busy at home,’ he answered and went over to brush his lips against the papery dry skin. ‘Mother, do you know that both the outside door and the glass door were unlocked? Anyone could come in.’


‘Nonsense, I’m here at the window and would see whoever it was. Let me remind you, Tim, that this is a respectable area, we don’t get undesirables.’


He shook his head and smiled.


‘Why isn’t Felicity with you?’ She sounded disappointed.


‘I told you, Mother, she’s busy. Actually I wanted to come alone because I thought it would be nice to have a chat, just the two of us.’


‘Dear me! What’s brought this on?’ Maud said drily. ‘Usually you’ve hardly time to sit yourself down. Since you appear to be staying I think we should have a cup of tea. Go and find Mrs What’s-her-name, she’ll make a pot of tea.’


‘Mrs Haggarty, you mean?’


‘Yes, nice woman but I can never remember her name.’


‘She won’t be here, she comes in the mornings and this is the afternoon.’


‘Is it, are you sure? I must have had lunch though I don’t remember. No matter, I’m not hungry.’


‘I’ll make you a cup if you want one.’


‘Don’t bother. What you can do is bring your chair nearer. Like everything else about me my hearing isn’t what it should be.’


‘Where is your hearing aid?’


‘In the bedroom I think.’


‘It won’t do you much good there.’


‘Oh, aren’t we smart? If you must know the wretched thing whistles and I don’t find it much of a help. I’m not all that deaf and if only folk would talk clearly and not mumble I would hear perfectly well.’ She paused and gave a small cough to clear her throat. ‘Tim, I could always read you like a book. Something is troubling you.’


‘Yes, Mother, I’m afraid something is.’


‘Serious?’ There was a trace of the old sharpness.


‘I’ve lost my job.’


She looked puzzled. ‘Lost your job, you mean you are no longer with Paton & Noble?’


‘That’s right.’


‘You’ve resigned?’


‘No, I was told to clear my desk and go. That was yesterday.’


‘You had words? Happens I suppose, clash of personalities. All the same, this couldn’t have been just an ordinary disagreement?’


‘No, it was a lot more than that.’


‘You should have held on to your temper, losing your job was a big price to pay. Am I going to be told what this is all about?’


‘It’s rather complicated.’


‘And I’m not up to it is what you are suggesting.


You could be right. Maybe you should make that cup of tea,’ Maud said wearily. Thinking for any length of time tired her and that was when she became confused. The past got mixed up with the present.


Tim felt both relieved and ashamed to know that very little of what he said would be retained. His disgrace needn’t touch her. He got up and went through to the kitchen to make the tea. The house was much as it had been when he was a boy. It had been built at the end of the nineteenth century and was described then as a very desirable family house set in ideal surroundings. The rooms had high corniced ceilings and the panelled doors had brass knobs which were kept gleaming. The floor of the vestibule was covered in black and white tiles and along one wall on a deep shelf were plants with trailing greenery. The man who came to do the garden also looked after the indoor plants. The drawing-room was large and had two windows with floor-length deep blue velvet curtains. By today’s standards it was over furnished but Maud liked things to remain as they were. Many of the pieces would be valuable but the overall effect was of a dull room seldom if ever used. There was a dining-room and a small sitting-room referred to as the morning room. A cloakroom with a toilet and wash-hand basin had been added a number of years ago and was the only major alteration that had been made to the house. It had been money well spent and Maud blessed the day when she and Edward had made the decision. The idea originated with Edward. He had thought that with advancing years it might be more convenient to have a toilet both upstairs and downstairs. Maud was reaping the benefit. Climbing the stairs was becoming increasingly difficult and though she did manage to go upstairs to bed and come down in the morning, that she was finding was quite enough exercise.


The upstairs had three bedrooms and a very large walk-in cupboard. The bathroom had cork tiles on the floor and the white bath had claw feet.


Tim made the tea and set the tray. Looking about him he thought the kitchen needed to be gutted. Everything was old and shabby and as for that ancient cooking range it was a monstrosity.


‘Mother, I had forgotten how awful the kitchen is,’ he said pushing open the door with his shoulder.


‘All in working order,’ Maud said tartly. ‘I’m not modernising at my time of life. Once the house is yours you can do what you like.’


This could be his opportunity. He would go carefully.


‘Here you are, Mother, tea not too strong, you see I remembered the way you like it.’


‘Thank you, dear. That’s right, bring that table over and put it between us.’


He put the tray down on the table. ‘Shall I be mother?’ he smiled.


‘Yes, you have a steadier hand. What were we talking about?’ she said fretfully, ‘I do wish I wasn’t so forgetful.’


‘You are not bad at all and forgetting occasionally at your age is excusable.’


‘It is never excusable, Tim, and it is a damned nuisance.’


‘Mother!’


‘It makes me feel such a fool.’ Her face creased into a smile. ‘That was me using a bad word and when you did that what did I tell you?’


‘That if I used it again I wouldn’t go to heaven.’


‘Such silly things we mothers say and I’m sure the Almighty wouldn’t be too bothered. A swear word does seem to help to get the anger out. Stealing, taking what doesn’t belong to us, that is different. I would find that difficult to forgive.’


For a moment Tim closed his eyes.


She noticed. ‘Headache, dear?’


‘No.’ He moved to a more comfortable position in his chair. ‘You said you wanted to know what we were talking about.’


‘So I did.’


‘We were talking about me losing my job.’


‘Yes. Yes. I hadn’t forgotten that bit. There was something else, wasn’t there?’


‘Only my remark about the state of the kitchen and you saying it would do you well enough and that I could do what I wanted with it once it was mine.’


‘You would sell it I imagine. You and Felicity like where you are.’


‘Yes, we do. Does the thought of that upset you?’


‘Not in the least. There are some folk who would be sorry to see a house go out of the family but I am not one. There are things I can be sentimental about but not a house. Bricks and mortar is all it is after all.’


‘You were always sensible.’


‘Was I?’ She was silent, seemingly deep in thought and when she did speak it was very slowly. ‘This must be a worrying time for you. No money coming in and the bills to pay.’


‘The price of my foolishness.’


‘Yes, I would say you have been very foolish. Still it has happened and we can’t make a better of it. What would be sensible in the circumstances and what I propose doing is to let you have part of your inheritance now when it will be of most use.’


‘That is very generous of you.’


She smiled. ‘I like my creature comforts so rest assured that I shall make certain that there is plenty for my future needs.’


‘I would always look after you, Mother.’


‘Would you, son? Are you sure about that?’


Tim looked hurt. He was hurt.


‘It’s all right, dear, I am only teasing. And don’t worry too much about losing your position with Paton & Noble, something will turn up, something always does. We all do silly things but losing your temper and walking out or whatever happened was stupid and not at all like you.’


‘I know and I deeply regret what I did.’


‘Would a genuine apology be enough for them?’


‘No.’


Maud wiped the corners of her mouth with a dainty lace-edged handkerchief. ‘What is Felicity saying about it?’


‘Not much but it isn’t always easy to know what Felicity is thinking.’


She looked at him sharply. ‘Don’t underestimate Felicity. She might be quiet but there is strength there. I like my daughter-in-law and I can tell you, Tim, that I was very glad and so was your father, that you didn’t fall for some flighty piece.’


‘Since you are being so generous, Mother, and believe me I am deeply grateful, would you mind if I used some of the money to buy myself a car, a good second-hand one would do very well for the moment?’


‘The money is yours. Just remember if you get it now—’


‘I won’t get it later,’ he laughed.


‘Bear that in mind and now tell me about my granddaughter.’


‘Joanna is fine and appears to be enjoying university life.’


‘Enjoyment, that is all young people think about today. Tell her she is there to work.’


Tim laughed. ‘You’ll see her during the holidays so tell her yourself.’


Her eyes were closing and her head lolling to the side.


Tim got up to move the table back to the wall. Her eyes flickered open.


‘Dear me, I’m having trouble keeping my eyes open.’


‘You’re tired.’


‘A bit.’


‘I’m sorry, I’ve exhausted you.’


‘No, you haven’t. I’m glad you came.’


‘So am I,’ he said. It would take a miracle to remove all his worries but at least his immediate financial problems were taken care of.


‘Before you go take that tray through to the kitchen. Rinse out the cups to keep them from staining and Mrs What’s-her-name will do the washing-up when she comes.’


When he got back to the morning room her head was nodding.


‘You would be more comfortable lying down on the sofa. Sitting that way will give you a crick in the neck.’


‘And painful that could be. Help me over and bring an extra cushion – yes that one will do.’


He saw her settled and put a travelling rug over her legs. ‘How is that?’


‘Fine, dear, just fine, I’ll have forty winks.’


‘I’ll go then, Mother and I’ll lock the doors, I have my key.’


‘No, don’t do that. My neighbours wouldn’t get in and they like to pop in now and again when Mrs—’


‘What’s-her-name isn’t here.’


‘Cheeky. Don’t fuss, Tim, I’m perfectly safe, no one is going to run off with me.’


‘No, just your valuables.’


Her eyes were closed and she didn’t answer. For a few moments Tim stood looking down on her and then left quietly. He wasn’t happy about leaving both doors unlocked but he could do no other if they were left that way for the neighbours. Just as long as his mother locked up at night and he rather thought she would.


Tim looked at his watch. He had told Felicity not to prepare a meal for him and to have her own. She had nodded but made no comment. Perhaps she thought he would have something with his mother and he would let her go on thinking that.


He left the cul-de-sac, turned the car and headed in the opposite direction to home.




Chapter Four
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It was not very long after Tim had gone when the phone rang. Felicity, lost in thought, jumped at the sound and hurried to the hall to answer it.


‘Hello.’


‘Mum, it’s me.’


‘Joanna! This is a surprise.’ Then a little fearfully, ‘Nothing wrong is there?’


‘Of course not, why should there be?’ The impatience of youth was in her voice.


‘It’s just you don’t usually phone at this time of day.’


‘Well, here I am. Mum, I don’t have much money so let me do most of the talking.’


‘You usually do but I’ll keep quiet.’


Tim had put his foot down when Joanna, on two occasions, had reversed the charges. That was perfectly acceptable in an emergency, he said, but for a chat it was definitely out.


‘Tell me, have you and Dad anything arranged for Saturday?’


‘This Saturday coming, you mean?’


‘Yes, this Saturday.’


‘No, we haven’t.’ Then she thought she ought to qualify that. ‘I have nothing arranged and as far as I know neither has your father.’


‘In that case will it be all right if I come home?’


‘When has it been necessary to ask? This is your home.’


‘I know. The thing is, Mum, I want to bring someone to meet you and Dad.’


‘A boyfriend?’


‘Got it in one.’ Felicity could imagine her grinning. ‘His name is Stuart Milton and he is a second-year law student. Dad will be pleased, they will have something to talk about.’


‘Will you be staying overnight?’


‘No, this is just for the day. Stuart has his own car and now that I know it is OK we’ll arrive in time for lunch and get back to Edinburgh in the early evening.’


‘That will be lovely.’ Felicity was smiling. ‘I take it this boyfriend of yours has a hearty appetite?’


‘Eats like a horse though to look at him you wouldn’t think so. He’s just skin and bone. Hold on a sec, Mum, while I feed the brute, the phone I mean not Stuart. This thing gobbles up money.’ The coins went in. ‘One more thing and it is important so listen carefully. Stuart’s parents have friends who have a farm in Provence – that’s in France.’


‘Yes, darling, I did know that.’


‘Stuart absolutely loves it and spends most of his holidays there. I think he was probably kidding but he told me that given the chance he would rather be a farmer than a lawyer.’


‘Would he be given the chance?’


‘No, I shouldn’t think so. The Miltons have a family law firm and it is just expected that he will follow his father. He isn’t struggling or anything, in fact he is doing rather well, but that wasn’t what I was going to say. Mum, Stuart wants me to go with him to Provence and I had better tell you that it would be for most of the holidays,’ she ended in a rush.


‘Darling, can’t we talk about this on Saturday when you come?’


There was what sounded like an exasperated sigh. ‘Mum, the whole purpose of this phone call is to give you time to work on Dad. You know how stuffy he can be when he chooses.’


‘No, I don’t.’


‘Yes, you do.’


‘Then if he is it is only for your own good.’


‘The times I’ve heard that one. Oh and I almost forgot and this could be helpful, tell Dad he won’t have to dig into his pocket except for the fares, of course. We’ll be earning our keep by helping on the farm.’


‘You don’t know the first thing about farming.’


‘I can learn, can’t I?’


‘Yes, dear, of course you can.’


‘You’ll plead my case?’


‘I’ll do my best.’ Felicity felt a flood of love and wished she could reach out and hug her daughter. ‘Be sure and tell Stuart that he is very welcome and we look forward to meeting him when you come on Saturday.’


‘Thanks, Mum. I love you. Now wasn’t that neat just as the money was running—’ The line went dead and Felicity, still with a smile on her face, put down the phone.


She didn’t see Tim making any objections to the holiday in France. It could be that he would welcome it in the circumstances. Tim was very protective of Joanna, much too protective his daughter thought. He wouldn’t have been happy about this boy and his daughter wandering about the country on their own and to be honest neither would she. In this day of greater freedom they would be considered old-fashioned parents. Tim wouldn’t agree it was old-fashioned, rather that it was sensible. However, this was different, the two young people would be living on the farm with responsible adults in charge. It would be a wonderful experience for Joanna. Felicity closed her eyes for a moment. There were difficult times ahead for them all and Tim was probably right to keep the truth from Joanna for as long as possible. Was he clinging to the hope, just as she was, that somehow things would work out? Felicity accepted, she hadn’t before but she did now, that Tim could never again work for Paton & Noble. What terrified her was the thought of Tim going to prison. He didn’t deserve that. A lesser punishment would be enough, the loss of his job, wasn’t that enough? Wrong though it was no one actually suffered for what he had done. Tim had her almost convinced that it was not stealing. The money was there and all he had done was make use of it in an emergency. What emergency? – but she wouldn’t think about that now. Worse things were done and never came to light.
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