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      To my Mother and Father

    


  

    

      Chapter One

    


    The road curved round the head of the loch, narrow and windswept. Torrential rain poured down on to the surrounding moorland of peat and heather, and sheep huddled dejectedly together, seeking what shelter they could. In the distance the flat expanse of the sea, grey and desolate, surged beneath heavy clouds. A lone farmhouse braced itself against the elements, the carefully planted trees that surrounded it bent almost double by the driving wind and rain. Islay offered a forbidding welcome. Garden of the Hesperides Miranda had called it, but Miranda was dead and the storm-wracked day matched Sally’s mood perfectly.


    This was Sally Craig’s first visit to the Hebrides and it was not one she had wanted to make. The drive from London had been long and arduous, and the two-and-a-half-hour sail from the mainland to Port Askaig had been rough and unpleasant. As soon as the ferry had left the shelter of the coast, the storm had broken and the Atlantic crosswind had smacked hard. Sally shuddered. In all her twenty-four years she had never felt quite so ill and dejected. But then, if the journey had been under different circumstances, perhaps even that wouldn’t have been so bad …


    The windscreen wipers flicked backwards and forwards and through the streaming rain could be seen a string of whitewashed cottages and the blurred signpost of Bruichladdich.


    A stone-built jetty with a handful of fishing boats anchored in its lee, a village shop and a large building that was the local distillery, came and went and the hamlet was submerged once more in incessant rain. The barren moorland gave way to cultivated fields of wheat, lying sodden and saturated beneath the relentless downpour of rain.


    Sally squinted into the distance. Surely Port Charlotte couldn’t be much further? If it was, then there wasn’t much likelihood of her reaching it. Another ten minutes and the road would be flooded and the car immobile. She frowned. Perhaps this whole journey was a waste of time, nothing but the product of an overworked imagination … Miranda’s last letter lay heavy in her pocket and the frown deepened.


    Sally had known Miranda Taylor since she was seven years old, when Miranda and her parents had moved into the adjoining cottage on the outskirts of Little Feltham. Little Feltham had never seen anything quite like the Taylors before. Their household consisted of several large dogs, two ponies, and an assortment of guinea-pigs and rabbits. The small rooms of the period cottage were transformed into a private zoo, not helped by the half-finished pottery, easels, sculpture and other discarded remains of each new hobby that Mrs Taylor picked up and dropped with alarming dexterity. To Sally, an only child of conventional parents, the chaos was fascinating.


    Miranda had been a long-legged tomboy, full of confidence and daring and Sally had been lost in admiration. It was Miranda who got them into scrapes, Sally who got them out. They had made a solemn pact to be best friends, and best friends they had remained. By the time the girls reached school-leaving age it was obvious that Little Feltham would not hold Miranda for long, and for the first time in ten years they parted. Sally went respectably to read English Literature at University and Miranda went to Rome, ostensibly to be a companion to her mother’s older sister, Countess Rissaro, who had been recently widowed.


    From the letters Sally received at Oxford, it was clear that the bereavement had not plunged Miranda’s aunt into deep mourning, and with her new-found independence and the conveniently large sum that her husband had so considerately left behind him, the Countess and her niece proceeded to enjoy life. Sally joined them for her holidays the following year and found a very different Miranda from the one she had previously known.


    The exuberance and vitality were still there, but under her aunt’s careful supervision Miranda had been transformed from an attractive eighteen-year-old with good legs into a raving beauty. She was slimmer than when she had left Little Feltham, and above the perfect cheek-bones the dark eyes looked huge. Her auburn hair was now a glossy black, swinging thickly to her shoulders, and her dress was of scarlet silk, rich-looking and sophisticated. Sally, although a pretty girl herself, felt almost plain in comparison. But despite the change in Miranda’s looks there had been none in Miranda herself. The girls were just as close as they had ever been, and there were tears on both sides when Sally had returned in the autumn to Oxford.


    Mrs Craig viewed her daughter apprehensively the next time she came home, searching for any signs of unrest or discontent after weeks of Miranda’s company under the hot Italian sun. To her relief she found none.


    ‘Sally,’ she confided to her husband, ‘is such a nice level-headed girl, far too sensible to behave like Miranda.’


    Her husband had raised an enquiring eyebrow and she had added hastily: ‘ Not that I think Miranda is misbehaving herself in Rome, but the Taylors’ standards are different from ours, and it’s such a relief not to have to worry about Sally doing anything rash or foolhardy.’


    Unaware of her mother’s remarks, Sally had returned to University and her studies. Mrs Craig would have blanched if she had heard her daughter in the debating society, or had been aware of the number of young men anxious to know Sally a little more intimately, but though she had plenty of boy-friends there was none serious enough to have caused Mrs Craig any worry.


    It was Miranda who did that.


    The year Sally left University, Miranda left Rome. Her aunt had re-married and her niece and new husband were not compatible. After a brief week in Little Feltham, Miranda packed her bags once more and, much to Mrs Craig’s relief, left on the night train to London. It was a relief that was short-lived. To her dismay Sally announced her intention of joining Miranda.


    For the first time Mrs Craig realized that her daughter, apart from being a nice girl, was also stubborn. Her pleadings were in vain, Sally was firm. She was twenty-two, had found a good job with a large advertising agency in Knightsbridge, and was not, as her mother insisted, heading for a fate worse than death. Mrs Craig bowed to the inevitable and bought her daughter a travelling clock for a going-away present.


    Despite the differences in the girls’ temperaments, the arrangement worked well. Miranda did a three-month modelling course and Sally began work at Carter and Leach. Their life resembled that of thousands of other girls sharing flats and bedsitters.


    Until Miranda met Jeff Roberts.


    He was a photographer who did a lot of work for Sally’s firm and it was through her they met. He was twenty-eight, aggressively handsome, with dark hair and high Slav cheek-bones. He didn’t give a damn for anyone’s opinion but his own, was full of brash confidence in his own ability, which was considerable, and had a bad reputation where women were concerned. His meeting with Miranda was explosive.


    Within weeks Miranda had made the coveted cover of a glossy magazine, and from then on did solely photographic work, spending as much time in Paris and New York as she did in London.


    If Mrs Craig shook her head with worry at the sight of Miranda lounging elegantly outside an ancestral home with a couple of Borzoi dogs on a gold lead, her friend, who knew her rather better, didn’t.


    Or rather, they didn’t until Miranda went to Turkey.


    The whole idea of the trip was to promote Lee Domini’s new collection of evening clothes with the ruined city of Ani as background. Jeff was in America and Miranda took advantage of the fact by deciding to prolong her stay. Jeff, she said, would have to cancel their engagements for June, she was going to lounge by the Black Sea for a month. Jeff, when he returned, was furious. He sent telegram after telegram but all he received back were glowing accounts of mountains and forests and Byzantine ruins. Then, to make matters worse, Miranda wrote saying she wouldn’t be flying back but was driving home in Tony Carpenter’s Range Rover.


    ‘What the hell,’ Jeff had shouted, waving the letter before Sally’s face, ‘is she doing with Tony Carpenter?’


    Sally had frowned. ‘Nothing as far as I know. I saw him with Gregory Phillips in Tattersall’s only last week.’


    He thrust the letter into her hand ungraciously.


    ‘What’s his bloody Range Rover doing in Turkey in the first place? Miranda must be out of her mind. By the sound of her letter it will be Christmas before we see her again, and meanwhile I’m losing thousands of pounds worth of work, the silly, stupid …’


    ‘You’ve not read it properly. Tony Carpenter isn’t in Turkey. Miranda says here his brother drove out there last April to join an archaeological dig and wants to stay longer than he first said. He took Tony’s car and not unreasonably Tony would like it back again and when Miranda told him she was going there, he asked her if she liked the idea of driving it back. Simple really.’


    ‘Simple? Simple? You mean that effeminate slob talks my model into skiving off for weeks on end doing him favours …’


    ‘She wouldn’t have done it if she hadn’t wanted to,’ Sally said reasonably.


    He swung round. ‘You’re just as bad. Hare-brained, irresponsible …’


    Sweeping up his jacket he’d whirled out of the flat, slamming the door behind him.


    It had been the second week in August when Miranda had returned. London had been in the grip of a sweltering heat wave and Sally had arrived home from work, hot and tired, to find Miranda in the bath and her clothes scattered the length and breadth of the flat. Instead of being wildly enthusiastic about her trip, she had seemed vaguely preoccupied and pensive. It was such a startling contrast to the usual Miranda that Sally wondered if she was having qualms at the high-handed way she had treated Jeff.


    He had been round at the flat by eight o’clock, yelling that she was nothing but a country amateur and he’d never photograph her again even if he was starving, and Miranda yelled back that if he didn’t photograph her, starve was exactly what he would do. It wasn’t an evening Sally cared to remember. Jeff had stormed out of the flat, and Miranda, complaining of a headache, had gone straight to bed.


    The next day she was still unusually quiet and before Sally left for work she asked her to ring Jeff and give him a message.


    ‘You mean you’re not going to the studio?’ Sally asked, surprised. ‘He didn’t mean a thing he said last night. He’ll expect you to be there …’


    Miranda rested her chin on her hands and said, ‘Well, I’m not going. Not today.’


    Sally stared at her in perplexity. ‘Are you ill?’


    Miranda smiled and shook her hair away from her face. ‘No, I’m not ill, Sally. But I can’t face Jeff. Not today.’


    Sally hesitated, then picked up her jacket. ‘I haven’t time to argue with you now, I’m going to be late. I’ll see Jeff, but he’s going to hit the roof. I’ll tell him you’re not feeling well.’


    Sally slipped round to the studio in her lunch hour and Jeff was busy dismantling his equipment. When she gave him Miranda’s message he didn’t say anything, but kept on working, the lines around his mouth grim and firm.


    Sally said uncomfortably, ‘I’m sure she’ll ring you tomorrow. She really isn’t well, she’s hardly said a word since she came home. She’s not acting a bit like her usual self …’


    ‘You’ve no need to apologize for her. I told her we were through last night and I meant it.’


    ‘Oh, rubbish!’ Sally said exasperatedly. ‘ You’re behaving as though you’ve had a lovers’ quarrel!’


    With studied care he began to pack his cameras into leather covers and she watched him … wondering. It had always surprised her that Miranda’s and Jeff’s relationship had remained platonic for so long. Jeff, despite his brusque manner, had charm, and even Sally, who always felt uncomfortable in his presence, had to admit he was handsome. Not in the classical sense, he was too swarthy for that, with deep lines running from nose to mouth and a wide, mobile mouth that looked as if it should laugh a lot but didn’t. Miranda had said he was twenty-eight, but he could have been older. He was tall and slenderly built with something about his movements that suggested he could take care of himself if he needed to. And if Miranda’s stories were to be believed, he’d had to do that quite a lot in the years before he came to London. Miranda said he’d been brought up in New York by an aunt after his parents had been killed in a car crash and that there was more to Jeff Roberts than met the eye.


    He said suddenly, ‘I’ve got two tickets for the première of Tornado. I’ll pick you up about seven o’clock.’


    For a second she was speechless. In all the time she had known him he had never shown her the slightest attention and his offer coming now in such a peremptory fashion confirmed what she had been thinking: that the relationship between Miranda and himself had changed and that they had quarrelled. There were several girls in the agency he had taken out once or twice and then virtually ignored. She said without thinking, ‘The more I see you, Jeff Roberts, the less I like you.’


    He was lifting out a light bulb and his hand stopped in mid-air. He said in genuine astonishment, ‘What the hell made you say that?’


    She flushed, saying coolly, ‘I’m sorry, I hadn’t realized I was speaking out loud.’


    ‘Oh, thanks a lot,’ he said, sitting down on the edge of a table. ‘That makes me feel a lot better. Just how long have I been the object of such dislike?’


    ‘Now you’re being foolish.’


    ‘No, I’m not,’ he said, eyes blazing. ‘Damn it. You walk in here your normal, friendly self, then suddenly say you can’t stand the sight of me!’


    ‘That wasn’t what I said.’


    ‘Maybe not the exact words but the gist of it is the same. Perhaps you’ll pay me the courtesy of telling me why?’


    ‘I doubt if you’d understand.’ She hardly understood herself why this man should arouse such contradictory feelings in her.


    He slid off the table and for a moment she thought he was going to strike her, then he said between his teeth, ‘No, I probably wouldn’t. But I’ll understand in the future.’ He pulled her roughly towards him and kissed her hard.


    For a brief second she was so shocked that she didn’t resist, then she struggled free, letting fly with her right hand, the palm stinging against the side of his face. He let her go and hurriedly she turned and made for the door.


    Fuming, she marched down the passageway and out into the King’s Road. Jeff Roberts was the most arrogant, conceited and presumptuous man she had ever met. Tears of anger stung the back of her eyes and she blinked them away, scanning the road for an empty cab. By the time she reached the office the violence of her feelings had subsided, but she resolved that she would have a straight talk with Miranda that evening. There had never been any secrets between them before, and if something was worrying Miranda she wanted to know what it was … especially if that something was Jeff Roberts.


    Sally was in the kitchen when Miranda arrived home that evening.


    ‘Is there any hot water?’ she called from the door as it slammed shut behind her. Then, without waiting for Sally’s reply, she threw her coat over a chair, dropped her hat on to the floor and whirled into the bathroom, saying: ‘ If the phone rings, I’m not in. Not to anyone. Understand?’


    ‘And will you be?’ Sally asked a few minutes later, picking up the hat and walking into the bathroom after her.


    ‘Yes, just for once, I will be.’ She smiled at Sally affectionately as the water gushed amidst clouds of steam into the bath. ‘You’re not going out, are you?’


    Sally shook her head.


    ‘Good,’ Miranda said, pinning her hair on top of her head and stepping into the pine-scented water. ‘ We can have an evening at home.’


    ‘And talk?’ Sally suggested.


    Miranda slid down amongst the foam. ‘Darling Sally, we can talk all night if you wish, but if anyone should call I’m not at home.’ She closed her eyes. ‘ If you knew how glorious this bath is …’ The door bell rang and her eyes flew open in alarm.


    Sally waved a hand soothingly. ‘Don’t worry. I’ll send them on their way.’


    Humming to herself she walked down the hallway and opened the door. The figure in the dusk was tall and unmistakably that of Jeff Roberts.


    ‘What the …’ she began, and made to shut the door.


    ‘Don’t get excited,’ he said coolly. ‘ I came to see Miranda, not you,’ and he put his weight against the door, forcing it open. She ran after him as he strode down the hall.


    ‘Miranda is out …’ she began.


    He said coldly, ‘ Lie to anyone else, but not to me.’ Then he called loudly: ‘Miranda!’


    ‘I’ve told you she is out, now will …’


    ‘Be with you in a minute, Jeff,’ Miranda’s voice answered. ‘Help yourself to a drink.’


    Furiously Sally turned her back on him and marched into the bathroom. Struggling to control her temper she said, ‘You distinctly told me you weren’t in to anyone.’


    ‘Well, I’m not,’ said Miranda, surprised. ‘ But Jeff isn’t anyone, is he?’


    ‘Apparently not,’ Sally replied witheringly. ‘Perhaps you should make your instructions a little clearer in future, let me know if there are any exceptions to your rules.’


    ‘Sally!’ Miranda stopped soaping her leg and stared at her in amazement. ‘What on earth is the matter?’


    ‘Nothing that a little fresh air won’t cure. I’m walking over to Greenwich Park. We’ll talk later, when that impossible Jeff Roberts has gone.’


    Sally went into her bedroom and put on her coat, then let herself quietly out of the flat. Hands buried deep in her pockets she strode across the heath and towards the park, until her temper had abated. Tonight, without fail, she would ask Miranda if there was anything new in her relationship with Jeff Roberts. And surprised herself by hoping fervently that the answer would be no.


  

    

      Chapter Two

    


    It was a warm evening and the heath was bespattered with courting couples and children. She paused at the pond to watch two grubby little boys sailing a homemade boat. She was so engrossed in her own thoughts that she did not at first hear her name being called. When it finally penetrated her consciousness she turned her head, and there, leaning out of his car window, was Gregory Phillips. Although he was a close friend of Tony Carpenter’s, and moved in the same circles as Miranda, Sally did not know him very well.


    As she approached the car he said with a smile, ‘ I’ve just been to the flat. But no one was in. You don’t know where Miranda is likely to be, do you?’


    ‘No,’ Sally said vaguely.


    He looked annoyed and sat biting his lip for a second. Then he said, ‘I’m going for a meal, care to join me?’


    She hesitated for a moment then decided that having dinner with Gregory would be far more pleasant than wandering about by herself, tormented by her thoughts of Miranda and Jeff. She was sure they were still in the flat and simply ignoring the bell.


    Gregory Phillips was dark and good-looking and knew it. He was somewhere in the region of thirty, tall and well-built with a sophisticated charm that somehow failed to charm Sally.


    ‘I couldn’t get Miranda on the phone today either. She isn’t abroad, is she?’ Gregory asked as soon as she was seated beside him.


    ‘No. I think she’s just feeling a little anti-social. Can I give her a message?’


    ‘No, I’d like to see her myself. Where is she working tomorrow?’


    Sally frowned. ‘I think she mentioned a show at the Savoy but I’m not sure.’


    His gaze flickered from the road, meeting hers. ‘Or she may be in when I return to the flat after dinner?’


    ‘Yes,’ Sally said, ‘she may.’


    His eyes held hers for so long that Sally was terrified they would have an accident, then he said: ‘You know Tony Carpenter, don’t you? He’s over at “Felipe’s”. You don’t mind if we join him?’


    ‘No,’ Sally said, beginning to wonder if she wouldn’t have been wiser to continue her lonely walk. All she knew of Tony was that it was his brother who was in Turkey, and that Miranda had brought his Range Rover back for him. She said hesitantly, ‘I’m not really dressed to go out for dinner. Is “Felipe’s” that kind of place?’


    He gave her a cool appraising stare, then he said: ‘Nonsense! You look beautiful.’


    Sally turned her eyes to the view of street lights outside, wishing more than ever that she had refused his invitation. She had a vague memory of Miranda once saying that she didn’t like Gregory Phillips and her unease deepened.


    The restaurant was by the river and decorated in fresh greens and whites, without a romantic candle in sight, much to Sally’s relief. Gregory steered her to a corner table where Tony already sat, sipping a drink. His eyebrows rose imperceptibly when he saw her and then he smiled.


    ‘This is a nice surprise,’ he said.


    ‘Yes, isn’t it? I’m afraid Gregory was wanting to see Miranda really. I’m just a substitute.’


    Gregory laughed, saying in explanation, ‘I’d gone to the flat to see Miranda but she was out. As I was coming back across the heath I saw Sally and, not being a man to throw away opportunities, persuaded her to join us.’


    ‘I’m glad you did,’ Tony said amiably. ‘Isn’t it the première of Tornado tonight? I expect Miranda is attending it. The producer is an old boy-friend, isn’t he?’


    Sally avoided his eyes and said lightly, ‘I’ve really no idea.’


    Gregory said smoothly, ‘I’m sure Miranda would have mentioned it to Sally if she had been going. I’ve a feeling she will be in by the time I take Sally home.’


    As they talked Sally studied Tony Carpenter. He was older than herself, probably in his mid-thirties, though he took pains not to make it obvious; he was tall and slim and used his hands in an affected manner when talking, but she felt that though Jeff Roberts had labelled him as effeminate, it wasn’t the case. Although his hair was a nondescript mousy brown and thinning, it was perfectly cut, and she guessed the loss caused him some pain. He was fine-boned with a delicate face for a man and a rather prissy mouth. His long, thin fingers were carefully manicured and there was a sweet smell of perfume about him.


    ‘Do try the Soupe à l’Oignon,’ he said suddenly. ‘It’s delicious.’


    ‘And the grouse,’ Gregory added. ‘They serve it with lettuce stuffed with honey and mint. Very original.’


    ‘Is your brother still in Turkey?’ Sally asked, as he passed her the menu.


    ‘Oh yes, digging away for antiquities. Not my scene at all. I expect Miranda has told you all about the excavations?’


    ‘No, we haven’t had a chance to talk yet. I’ve hardly seen her since she came back, she has an enormous amount of work to catch up on.’


    ‘Ah yes, it isn’t all la gloire, is it?’ Tony said cheerfully.


    ‘Apparently Miranda is feeling anti-social at the moment,’ Gregory interrupted, and Tony’s eyelids flickered in surprise.


    ‘Really? I haven’t heard from Scott since she left Turkey, either. It must be catching.’


    ‘Is Scott your brother?’ Sally asked.


    ‘Yes.’ He grinned at her. ‘And quite a lady-killer when he’s not grubbing about in tombs and catacombs. I hope Miranda didn’t meet her match.’


    He and Gregory began talking about Scott, while Sally drank her soup, wondering if Scott Carpenter and not Jeff Roberts was the cause of Miranda’s preoccupation.


    Tony said, ‘Are you and Miranda cousins?’


    Sally smiled. ‘No, though many people think we are. We grew up together and have always been friends. When we were children we used to pretend we were sisters, and that is how we think of ourselves.’


    ‘Has Miranda any other family?’ Gregory asked and Sally said, ‘No, only her parents,’ wondering why Miranda’s relations should be of any interest to him.


    There was a short silence and then Sally asked, ‘Are you in the rag trade, Tony?’


    ‘Good heavens, no. I dabble in antiques, buying and selling, a bit of this and a bit of that, anything to keep the wolf from the door.’


    ‘Is your shop in town?’ Sally asked.


    ‘I don’t have one. I handle most things privately. Would you like some more wine?’


    Sally declined, wondering what other topic she could bring up. Despite their friendliness, she did not feel at ease. Gregory solved the problem by saying: ‘What time do you think Miranda will be back?’


    ‘I really don’t know, Gregory. Are you sure I couldn’t give her a message, ask her to ring you in the morning?’


    ‘No, I’d rather see her myself.’


    ‘What is it that is so important?’ Sally asked, as the waiter set a plate in front of her.


    There was the tiniest pause and then he said, ‘Business. If Miranda agrees we could do both ourselves a good turn.’


    He didn’t elaborate, and Sally lapsed into silence, conscious of the fact that Gregory looked repeatedly at his watch. She wondered if it had been Gregory Miranda wished to avoid this evening, and remembering that Miranda disliked him, resolved not to let him into the flat when he took her home.


    ‘I wouldn’t build up your hopes, Gregory. Sometimes I don’t see Miranda for days on end. I hope it doesn’t prove to be a wasted evening for you.’


    He put his hand over hers, saying softly, ‘My dear Sally, I’m sure it won’t be.’


    She withdrew her hand, carefully avoiding his eyes, wishing once again that she hadn’t accepted his offer and that she didn’t have to face the journey home alone with him.


    Inevitably the plates disappeared and the small talk diminished. Tony finished his wine and said, ‘I’m afraid I’ll have to be going, so I’ll leave you two on your own now. I’ll give you a ring tomorrow, Gregory, and it’s been lovely seeing you again, Sally. Do give my love to Miranda. Tell her I’m having a party tomorrow night and that I hope you’ll both be there. ’Bye for now.’


    ‘Would you like some more wine?’ Gregory asked when Tony had gone, his leg brushing lightly against hers.


    ‘No, thank you.’


    ‘Then perhaps we should be going as well.’ Having paid the bill, he stood up and they went to collect Sally’s coat. As he slipped it over her shoulders, his hands lingered on the nape of her neck and her heart sank. She hoped fervently that she would be able to escape from the car into the flat without another unwelcome embrace. First Jeff Roberts and now Gregory Phillips. Two unwelcome embraces in one day would be too much.


    The warmth of the car and the soft music from the radio gave the atmosphere a false intimacy and Sally did her best to destroy it by chattering about her work. His arm slid round her shoulder as the car halted outside the flat. She reached for the door handle, saying brightly, ‘I’ll just see if Miranda’s in. The hall light is on but that doesn’t mean anything. It’s always left on.’


    His hand tightened its grip and he whispered her name, but she already had the door open, slipped from his grasp and was running up the short flight of steps to the front door. Whether Miranda was in or not, she was determined that Gregory Phillips wasn’t setting one foot across the threshold. As her key turned in the lock she heard the car door slam and the sound of hurrying footsteps behind her. In a second she was inside and as he panted to the top step she said with a gay smile, ‘ Thank you for a lovely meal, Gregory. It really was a pleasant surprise. Miranda isn’t in yet, but I’ll ask her to phone you.’


    ‘What the hell …’ he began, as she shut the door firmly in his face.


    He banged on the door, but she walked resolutely away and into the kitchen. She heard him swear with disgust and then a minute or two later there came the faint sound of his car engine starting up and she breathed a sigh of relief.


    ‘And just what,’ Miranda asked, walking out of the bedroom, ‘was all that?’


    ‘That was Gregory Phillips. In search of you. Some business deal or other.’


    Miranda laughed. ‘I take it Gregory was his usual lecherous self. You can ring him tomorrow and tell him I’m out of the country and you don’t know where I am.’


    Sally looked scornful. ‘ He’s not going to believe that. If he wants to see you, he’ll be able to find you easily enough.’


    ‘Oh no, he won’t,’ Miranda said triumphantly. ‘I’m going to Islay for a few days, and while I’m there I want a complete rest. No telephone calls from agents and the Gregory Phillipses of this world. You’re the only one who knows where I’ll be, and I’m depending on you to keep it quiet.’


    Sally could not help it. ‘And Jeff Roberts?’ she said. ‘Does he know where you’ll be?’


    Miranda shook her hair over her shoulders. ‘ No, he doesn’t, and don’t you tell him.’


    Sally, envisaging the trouble this would cause, sat down, while Miranda chattered on unconcernedly, busily throwing her clothes into her suitcase and scooping all her toiletries into her overnight bag. Then Sally said slowly, ‘ Miranda, please tell me if there is anything wrong, anything that is bothering you. You haven’t been the same since you got back from Turkey.’


    ‘Don’t be a goose,’ Miranda said affectionately. ‘There’s nothing for you to worry about. I’ve got a personal problem that I have to solve myself. Once I’ve sorted it out you’ll be the first to know. But at the moment I need to be by myself, to think … Come on, help me put this little lot into the car.’


    Sally stared unbelievingly. ‘You mean you’re going now?’


    ‘Yes, and as the train leaves in forty-five minutes we’d better get a move on. That is, if you’re going to see me off—and you will, of course.’


    Knowing it was useless to argue with her, Sally helped pile the luggage into the car, and climbed in beside Miranda. As they gathered speed across the heath she looked back and caught sight of the distinctive shape of a Range Rover pulling up beneath the street lights outside the flat. She tapped Miranda’s arm.
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