

  [image: cover]



  


  Hilary Norman and The Murder Room


   This title is part of The Murder Room, our
  series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers.


  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we
  are obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.


  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent
  of digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for
  decades.


  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid
  twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. 


  


  The Murder Room


  Where Criminal Minds Meet


  


  themurderroom.com





  Blind Fear


  Hilary Norman


  [image: ]





  Contents


  Cover


  The Murder Room Introduction


  Title page


  


  1992


  Chapter One


  


  1998


  Chapter Two


  Chapter Three


  Chapter Four


  Chapter Five


  Chapter Six


  Chapter Seven


  Chapter Eight


  Chapter Nine


  Chapter Ten


  Chapter Eleven


  Chapter Twelve


  Chapter Thirteen


  Chapter Fourteen


  Chapter Fifteen


  Chapter Sixteen


  Chapter Seventeen


  Chapter Eighteen


  Chapter Nineteen


  Chapter Twenty


  Chapter Twenty-one


  Chapter Twenty-two


  Chapter Twenty-three


  Chapter Twenty-four


  Chapter Twenty-five


  Chapter Twenty-six


  Chapter Twenty-seven


  Chapter Twenty-eight


  Chapter Twenty-nine


  Chapter Thirty


  Chapter Thirty-one


  Chapter Thirty-two


  Chapter Thirty-three


  Chapter Thirty-four


  Chapter Thirty-five


  Chapter Thirty-six


  Chapter Thirty-seven


  Chapter Thirty-eight


  Chapter Thirty-nine


  Chapter Forty


  Chapter Forty-one


  Chapter Forty-two


  Chapter Forty-three


  Chapter Forty-four


  Chapter Forty-five


  Chapter Forty-six


  Chapter Forty-seven


  Chapter Forty-eight


  Chapter Forty-nine


  Chapter Fifty


  Chapter Fifty-one


  Chapter Fifty-two


  Chapter Fifty-three


  Chapter Fifty-four


  Chapter Fifty-five


  Chapter Fifty-six


  Chapter Fifty-seven


  Chapter Fifty-eight


  Chapter Fifty-nine


  Chapter Sixty


  Chapter Sixty-one


  Chapter Sixty-two


  Chapter Sixty-three


  Chapter Sixty-four


  Chapter Sixty-five


  Chapter Sixty-six


  Chapter Sixty-seven


  Chapter Sixty-eight


  Chapter Sixty-nine


  Chapter Seventy


  Chapter Seventy-one


  Chapter Seventy-two


  Chapter Seventy-three


  Chapter Seventy-four


  Chapter Seventy-five


  Chapter Seventy-six


  


  Outro


  By Hilary Norman


  Dedication


  Acknowledgements


  About the author


  Copyright





  1992


  Chapter One


  He had been sleeping in the crawlspace when it had started. Hed gotten into the house a little less than two hours earlier, believing it was and would remain empty for
  the rest of the evening because the owners had gone out to dinner with a friend and they were the kind who stayed late, who liked their food and wine and sometimes left their car at the restaurant
  and took a cab home. Thats what the Duke had told him, that thered be plenty of time to slip inside, take a good, slow look around and help himself.


  He didnt know why theyd changed their plans, come back ten minutes after hed begun  before hed even had a chance to take a good look around. He didnt
  know why, and he didnt give a damn. Hed seen the car coming, snapped off his flashlight and looked for his best way out. Only there hadnt been a way out, not in those
  few seconds. All hed had time to do was find a place to hide, and he knew about the crawlspace same way hed known about the window with a broken latch; the Duke had briefed him, as
  always, given him all the details hed needed for the job. So hed found the trapdoor, wriggled down and shut himself in, and it hadnt been too bad, not too cramped, and small
  spaces had never gotten to him the way they did some people, so he figured hed wait till they were all asleep and then get out. Worst case, hed get himself some zees and wait till
  they went out again to work in the morning. He liked to think he was the laid-back type; he never freaked out too easily, always kept his options open, considered most eventualities.


  He hadnt reckoned on a fire.


  He hadnt figured some fool would set the fucking house alight, or that the ceiling in the room above his crawlspace would come crashing down, making it impossible for him to get out, or
  that the sounds of the smoke alarm and the fire  Jesus Christ, who knew that fire could make so much frigging noise?  would cover his screams so completely that no one would
  hear him.


  He gave up screaming after a while. He knew by then that he wasnt going to make it. That he was never going to steal again, or get laid again, or eat or drink or even
  get arrested again.


  He thought about the Duke. The Duke would get mad as hell at the people up in the house who hadnt heard him screaming. It wasnt really their fault, but the Duke wouldnt know
  that, the Duke would just go crazy.


  Thinking about that, he almost felt sorry for them.


  Not as sorry as he felt for himself, though.


  Overhead, the fire roared and the alarm shrieked, and terror gripped his insides, grabbed hold of them and twisted, started him bellowing again and pounding on the roof of the crawlspace that he
  now knew was going to be his coffin. For a time it took him over, pitching his heart and brain and all of his body into overdrive  and then, for a few moments at least, it lessened its grip.
  He wondered suddenly if he was going to burn or suffocate first, and then he remembered that he might not need to find out about that because he had some horse with him  good stuff that the
  Duke had told him to save for a special occasion. And he guessed, with a close to last gasp of irony, that they didnt come more special than this  and hed heard that dying was
  okay if you timed it so you were someplace up past Jupiter . . .


  He worked fast on himself. He was an expert, but he didnt want to screw up now of all times. He didnt want to know what it felt like to fry  he didnt want that at
  all . . .


  And, oh, it was so right what hed heard about dying. Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit, was it ever right!





  1998


  Chapter Two


  Thursday, May 7


  In a dark basement of a house in a quiet side road a little way from the Glasco Turnpike in Ulster County, New York, a young female lay on a table in a twilight world someplace
  below natural sleep.


  Her skin felt smooth beneath the Dukes right palm as he rested it for a moment on the soft, flat belly, and a little warmth drifted up out of the body, flowed, like liquid power, into the
  Dukes own flesh and blood, passing through his hand into his wrist and arm up to his shoulder.


  The subject smelled of sandalwood.


  The Duke always bathed them before.


  And afterwards.


  All of this young female seemed beautiful. Which made it irksome to decide which part was most perfect. Eyes closed, the Duke ran his fingertips over the head, feeling the skull compactly formed
  beneath fine, damp hair that had been long until the Duke had pruned it short for practicality. His fingers moved downwards, over the slender shoulders, feeling the scapulae, then down the right
  arm, taking and holding the hand, the miracle of each flexibly joined bone. Then the torso. Clavicles, sternum, breasts, ribcage . . .


  Deftly, carefully, the Duke turned the subject over, ran a hand down the spine, counting vertebrae, admiring alignment and symmetry en route to sacrum and coccyx  then turned her back
  over again, continuing down . . . femur, patella, tibia, fibula . . .


  And knew that it was found.


  The left ankle and foot were remarkable, the sole calloused and, therefore, externally imperfect, but the bones magnificent. Gently, with growing excitement but needing to be careful, the Duke
  explored beneath tendons, muscles, and ligaments, and felt a rush. He often experienced a rush when it happened. When the choice was made.


  In the blackness, his sense of touch was amazingly acute. The Duke pressed harder, going deeper, needing to be certain, probing waste fibrous tissue and fat in order to properly feel and flex
  calcaneus, talus, cuboid, navicular, cuneiforms, tarsals, metatarsals.


  The young female stirred a little, gave a soft moan.


  The Duke went to work.





  Chapter Three


  Friday, June 26


  When Joanna remembered the first time she had heard of Jack Donovan, the sound of rain came into her mind. English early-summer rain rattling the windows and dripping into the
  bucket on the kitchen floor of Merlin Cottage while Sophia and Rufus lay close to the ancient Aga in which a shepherds pie slowly cooked, and she listened to the unfamiliar American voice on
  the telephone.


  Joanna Guthrie?


  Yes. She had spent most of the afternoon in her dark room developing wedding photographs for a client, during which time the bucket had almost half-filled. Now, waiting for the
  caller to introduce herself, she watched the tiny circular ripples created in the dark water by each successive raindrop.


  My name is Mel Rosenthal. You dont know me, but Sara Hallett does.


  Saras name caught Joannas attention. She looked away from the water.


  Youre a friend of Saras?


  Not exactly, but my client, Jack Donovan, is.


  Client?


  Let me explain, Mrs Guthrie.


  Joanna sat for a while after theyd finished talking, after Mel Rosenthal had finished explaining what it was she wanted. She felt bemused, more than anything, by the
  strangeness of the other womans request. And a little irritated. If it hadnt been for Saras involvement, she knew she would simply have said no right away. As it was, she knew
  that ultimately she would refuse, but she didnt enjoy being rude; and besides, she wanted to ask Sara about Ms Rosenthal, the artists agent from New York City, and about her
  client Jack Donovan. There was something about that word that rubbed Joanna up the wrong way  the fact that Donovan hadnt simply picked up the phone himself to call her.
  So far as Joanna was concerned, it spoke against him that he was either too busy, or considered himself too important, or, worst of all, that he felt this to be a potential business transaction to
  be dealt with by a third party, by his agent.


  Joanna got down on the floor between Rufus and Sophia, and both German shepherds raised their big heads and then laid them down again, one on each of her denimed thighs, like book ends.


  This isnt business, is it, darlings?


  Rufus, four years Sophias senior, older but by no means wiser, grunted, while Sophia merely gazed up into Joannas face with eyes of liquid amber.


  People like that make you wonder, dont they? Joanna said.


  She couldnt help but wonder, at least a little, about Jack Donovan. He was a sculptor. According to his agent, he was a great sculptor, but maybe she was biased. Also according to Mel
  Rosenthal, he was blind and needed a guide dog. All well and good, except that he wanted one of Joannas dogs. Which might have been okay, except that Donovan lived in New York and Joanna and
  her dogs lived in Oxfordshire.


  It had made no sense to her. Joanna had told Rosenthal that right away.


  You have a wonderful organization over there


  I know, the American had interrupted. But things havent worked out for Mr Donovan with them.


  Why not?


  A number of reasons.


  The womans prevarication had annoyed Joanna too, though not nearly so much as learning that not only did Jack Donovan want to put a young, sensitive animal through the traumas of
  long-distance flight, but also that he could not even promise a dog a normal existence at journeys end. According to Mel Rosenthal, Donovan lived part-time in Manhattan and part-time
  upstate, and that kind of discordant lifestyle, Joanna had quickly told her, was likely to prove too confusing for many dogs.


  Thats why hes hoping, the agent had said, you could bring the dog across yourself and supervise all the necessary on-the-spot training.


  I couldnt possibly do that, Joanna had told her. Aside from all the other considerations, I simply couldnt afford to.


  Which is why Mr Donovan is offering to pay well over the odds for one of your dogs, Rosenthal had come back smoothly, as well as more than covering your fee and expenses. In
  fact, Mrs Guthrie, hes directed me to tell you to name your own price and  forgive me for sounding crass  Sara Hallett seems to think youre in no position to turn that
  kind of money down.


  Joanna did not forgive her and, more to the point, she did not forgive Sara for being so indiscreet about her private affairs to a pair of complete strangers. She didnt think, though,
  that she would bother to e-mail her annoyance to Sara at this exact moment, because the shepherds pie was ready, and any second now either Kit or Miriam  her two student lodgers
   would probably descend, drawn by the aroma and hoping to be invited to share.


  On the face of it, Joanna had lived alone since being widowed at the age of thirty, but thanks to the lodgers shed taken in three years ago, soon after her husband Philips death,
  loneliness was not an affliction shed had too much time or opportunity to contemplate. Except at night, in bed. She felt it then, consistently and keenly: the lack of a mans warm,
  solid body lying close to her  though Philips body, of course, had been anything but solid as hed neared the end, and hed almost always felt cold so that she, who had in
  the past relied on him to warm her icy feet or hands, had become the human hot water bottle in their union.


  She composed and sent her e-mail late that night, after she and Kit had eaten and washed up, and after shed taken the dogs out for their last walk. She kept its tone
  mild, any irritation focused squarely on Rosenthal and client, discovering, as she wrote, that what she was most curious about was Saras connection with Donovan.


  Joanna had the utmost respect and affection for Sara Hallett who was also, she supposed, a client, since Joanna had bred and trained Saras dog, Juno, to her rather specific needs, as well
  as photographing her for her three most recent book jackets. Deaf since early childhood after a viral infection, Sara, a writer of childrens stories, was also partially sighted, suffering
  from retinitis pigmentosa, a degenerative condition likely, in time, to leave her totally blind but which thus far had allowed her to keep an increasingly narrow central field of vision. Juno, her
  German shepherd, was, therefore, far more constantly on duty than most working dogs, being needed to alert Sara to rings, knocks, alarm bells and other important sounds, as well as guiding her
  outdoors.


  
    
      I was inclined (Joanna wrote in her e-mail) simply to say no and leave it at that, but as his agent claimed that this mans a friend of yours, I
      suppose I should ask you about him first. You must be on fairly intimate terms with him to have told him about the state of my finances. I wish you had not done that, by the way.

    

  


  Sara e-mailed back next morning, inviting her to lunch, tea or dinner any time over the next four days. Not being needed until next day at the Oxford hotel where she worked as a
  part-time receptionist, Joanna chose that same afternoon to drive her old Range Rover the five or so miles to Saras cottage near Shipton-under-Wychwood.


  I knew youd be too curious to wait, Sara said in the slow, flat, sometimes hard-to-decipher speech that was so out of keeping with her quicksilver personality. I knew
  Donovan would intrigue you.


  It had been a while since the friends had last met, and Joanna was quickly aware that Saras vision had deteriorated, the tunnel through which she saw the world becoming narrower. The
  tell-tale lines etched around her lovely dark eyes by the effort of focusing were deeper than when Joanna had last seen her, and Sara had cut her brown hair short, in an easier to manage style. The
  clutter with which she had always surrounded herself had been dramatically reduced; the lovely rugs in her small entrance hall and sitting room were gone; and there were two big books on one of the
  end tables printed in Moon, the embossed alphabetical signs which, though larger and therefore even more space-consuming than Braille, were so helpful to blind people previously able to read. Sara
  was preparing, it seemed clear to Joanna, to lose what was left of her sight, and sad as that was, at least she was preparing, organizing what was in her power to order to remain as
  independent, as much the old Sara, as she had been with vision.


  You have to help Donovan, she told Joanna now, as they enjoyed a cream tea in the sitting room, Juno draped over the sofa beside her. He really needs your
  help.


  I cant help him, Joanna said, keeping her face inside her friends line of vision, and signing simultaneously. After years of working with blind and partially sighted
  people, she had learned to sign, use Moon and, to a lesser extent, Braille. He lives thousands of miles away.


  Of course you can. You go there  they dont have quarantine laws.


  Why cant he work with Guide Dogs for the Blind over there? The agent was very evasive.


  Sara smiled. I like Mel. Shes very protective of Donovan, so she was probably wary of being too honest too soon.


  Joanna frowned. Honest about what?


  About the fact that the last time Donovan tried coping at one of the training centres in New York, he got plastered and smashed up a room. Sara paused. That sounds much
  worse than it probably was. Donovan told me he broke a chair and a flower pot, and no people or dogs were around when he did it.


  Joanna was horrified. He sounds ghastly.


  Hes anything but ghastly, Jo. Sara smiled again. He was a mess at the time. No one admits that more readily than him.


  Even so  Joanna was now more against the idea than ever  you cant possibly think Id even consider sending a dog across the Atlantic just to
  indulge a neurotic, spoiled artist. What if it didnt work out? The animal would have to come back and go into quarantine. She shook her head decisively. Its out of the
  question.


  Sara waited quietly for a few moments, reaching out and fondling Junos ears while Joanna spread cream and strawberry jam on to a piece of scone.


  Im not saying youre wrong, Jo, she said at last. But I would like you to hear a bit more about Donovan and then think again. I can assure you that hes
  neither neurotic nor spoiled.


  Joanna swallowed the piece of scone and looked back at Sara. Okay, she said, and signed. Im listening.


  The vast majority of guide dogs supplied to the blind and visually impaired in the United Kingdom came from Guide Dogs for the Blind. Joanna had spent six years training with
  and working for the organization, first with the animals themselves with the dog supply unit, then as a guide dog mobility instructor, working with applicants and new guide dog owners. But then
  Philips cancer had been diagnosed, and Joanna, wanting to spend more time at home, had begun breeding the German shepherd dogs they both loved.


  One thing was certain, she reflected now, driving back towards Burford, and that was that had Sara not become a writer, she could have been a top-notch sales person. According to her, Jack
  Donovan  a fine teacher as well as a brilliant sculptor  might not be everyones idea of the perfect man, but no one, in her opinion, could be more deserving of Joannas
  help, given that he had lost two guide dogs tragically and in swift succession. The first, a golden retriever, had died after a ten-year partnership in a house fire, leaving Donovan grief-stricken;
  and then his replacement retriever had developed a fatal tumour at the age of three, at which time the sculptor had abandoned both work and teaching in order to nurse the dog until her death.


  Donovan was inconsolable and irrational about it, Sara had explained after tea. Acted as if it was his fault theyd both died  which, of course, it was not. But
  it was more than two years before anyone could persuade him to try another dog. He went for retraining at one of the centres, got himself incredibly fraught and went on a binge, and after that he
  felt too ashamed to let them give him another chance.


  A year later, on a visit to England, Donovan had met Saras dog, Juno, and had gone back home unable to get the remarkable German shepherd out of his mind. Ever since then, hed
  taken to e-mailing Sara, asking her a thousand questions about Joanna Guthrie and her dogs.


  Hes finally ready to try again, Sara had said, but only with a Guthrie-bred and trained animal.


  Thats nonsense, Joanna had told her.


  He doesnt think so. Sara had paused. Donovans not always the easiest man to get along with. He dislikes big organizations, and he sometimes drinks too much and
  works too obsessively  but no one  I mean no one  could treat dogs more sensitively or with greater commonsense.


  Hmm. Joanna had been moved but unconvinced.


  I wish youd at least consider, Jo. I guarantee you wouldnt regret it.


  You cant guarantee something like that.


  I can. Sara had shrugged. I almost can, because I know Donovan.


  It had occurred to Joanna then for the first time.


  Are you in love with him, Sara?


  And Sara, who had not admitted to falling in love with anyone in all the years Joanna had known her, had smiled wistfully.


  Everyone who knows Donovans a little in love with him. She had paused. One thing I can almost guarantee, Jo. Youll take one look at him, and
  youll want to photograph him.


  If nothing else that Sara had said had put the wind up Joanna, those last remarks had certainly done the trick.





  Chapter Four


  Sunday, June 28


  Under cover of night and forest, the Duke stood at the side of the burial pit, glad that this part of the process was over again.


  It always began and ended with perfection  but in between there was the ugliness to contend with. Too much ugliness. But the Duke had learned by now that for one kind of beauty to mutate
  into another, a degree of unpleasantness had to be endured; he knew and accepted that. Even so, when the detritus had gone, had been disposed of, it was always a relief.


  This dark, peaceful, secret glade had served its purpose now. The grave was full, the earth sated, and the time had come to move on.


  The Duke had already found a new place. Better than this one, infinitely more suitable, its natural aptness enhanced by blessed irony. No preparation necessary, waiting with open arms for the
  next time.


  He didnt know when or where or how that time would come. He only knew that it would.


  Some things were certain.





  Chapter Five


  Monday, June 29


  Jack Donovan was in his Manhattan apartment when Mel Rosenthal called to tell him that Joanna Guthrie had been in touch with a proposition.


  She thinks she may have the ideal dog for you.


  Donovan had been leaning back in his favourite leather chair in his library, smoking a cigar and listening to Jagger and the rest of the guys performing Brown Sugar. Now, he picked
  up the remote, turned off the music, took the cigar out of his mouth and sat forward.


  Are you sure?


  The operative word was thinks, Mel told him. The dog shes considering is two years old, which she says is old for guide dog training by normal standards, but
  apparently this dog is special.


  All dogs are special, Donovan said.


  I dont know, Mel said. I never had one.


  So what now?


  Now you have to go to England to meet her  Guthrie  and the dog. She says she has to assess you  whatever that means  and that she wants to observe you
  together for at least a week to be sure you get along. I told her you get along with all dogs, but she said it was an absolute condition.


  Shes right, Donovan said.


  So youll go?


  Its a German shepherd, right? Like Saras?


  Its a German shepherd, yes, Mel answered. I didnt ask if it was like Saras. Anyway, you always say all dogs are different.


  So they are, Donovan said. Any other conditions?


  Mrs Guthrie said itll take three months for her to train the dog in the UK, and then, if that goes okay, shes prepared to fly over with the animal and take care of training
  both of you on your territory  but if she feels at any time that things arent working out for any reason, shell have to find Sophia another home in the US because of the rabies
  laws over there.


  Sophia? Donovan asked.


  Thats the dogs name, apparently, Mel said.


  Donovan put down the phone, put the cigar back in his mouth, took a drag and leaned back in the chair, eyes closed.


  Sophia, he said, softly.


  Not too many things scared Jack Donovan these days. The bullet that had blown away his 20/20 vision twenty-four years ago had been fired in panic, so the police had later told
  him, by a terrified young man running away from an abortive bank heist in Philadelphia. Donovan, aged eighteen, had been running too, because hed been late for a lecture on Brancusi, and the
  robbers bullet had rebounded off a stone wall before colliding with his head; hence the great good fortune that more than one doctor had told him about, in that had the bullet
  hit Donovans brain straight from the gun, he would have been dead instead of merely blind. It had taken Donovan  an aspiring sculptor  a long while to accept that
  point-of-view.


  Somehow, though, he had gone on, working, living, even  as family, teachers, counsellors, friends and time helped the healing process  learning to love his life again. Hed
  finished school and wounded his parents by relocating to New York City, where hed married a psychotherapist named Greta Levin and moved into her Upper East Side apartment. Within a year,
  Greta had pronounced him impossible to live with and had moved Donovan out and a divorce attorney in. Three relationships and two successful one-man exhibitions later, Donovan had decided that
  Greta had probably been right. Still in love with Manhattan but claustrophobic, he had put himself in the hands of his agent, Mel Rosenthal, and had gone in search of space and fresh air in
  comparatively easy reach of the city.


  They had found Gilead Farm almost immediately; that was, it was still referred to as a farm, but was actually twenty-five acres of land between Rhinebeck and Red Hook in Dutchess County, New
  York. The estate had been owned by a horse-raising man of God who had apparently been heard to say, when naming his farm, that if Gilead had been a good enough place for the prophet Elijah to live,
  it was more than good enough for him. Donovan had sold off more than half the land, keeping ten acres, including a bunch of barns and outbuildings and a wonderful, mainly eighteenth-century stone
  house. Mel and the realtor had described it to him as best they could, but he had wanted to see for himself, had spent hours touching, feeling, smelling and listening  even
  insisting on climbing a ladder so that he could get a clearer mind picture of the two stone chimneys. And so the Jack Donovan School had come into being, and Gilead Farm had become his main base,
  the place where he worked and taught and could walk more than ten yards without assistance in his own fields and not have at least two or three well-meaning strangers coming to pick him off
  the ground if he tripped and fell on his butt.


  Donovan accepted these days that life had been good to him in many ways. He had his sculpting, a well-established name in the art world, his students, and his two homes and
  lifestyles, both of which helped keep him emotionally on-track. His work lay on the farm. While he was up there, it was almost total immersion: sculpting, teaching, working side by side with Lamb
  and feeding off that mans particular genius and generosity. Murdoch Lambert III (Lamb to his friends), fifty-three years old, escaped from wife and WASP enclave in Rhode Island, and blessed
  with enough self-confidence to be willing to subsume his own talent in a blind sculptors work.


  You know hes in love with you, Chris Chen, the schools administrator, had once told Donovan.


  Nonsense, hed answered smartly. Lambs my colleague, and if he loves me at all, its as a dear friend.


  Donovans New York City apartment on West Fifty-sixth Street represented a secondary, but no less significant, existence for him. For one thing, it was a place in which
  it was virtually impossible for him to work; a place in which he was forced, therefore, to live a more normal life. There were traces of Jack Donovan the sculptor there, a handful of his earliest
  works scattered inside the apartment and out on the small terrace, but there was no studio. A library of Braille and Moon books, a computer complete with voice output and linked to a Braille
  embosser, a state-of-the-art music system wired through to speakers in every room, a well-stocked bar (well-stocked meaning, from Donovans viewpoint, a healthy supply of Jack Daniels
  good ol Single Barrel) and a humidor for his cigars (another unhealthy habit, but he was not about to even consider giving up the taste, feel, aroma or even the sound of them)
  took care of most of his needs in this particular home.


  A journalist had once asked Donovan why he spent so much time in the city.


  Noise, smells and thrust, he had answered.


  He loved rush hour on the sidewalks, the pressure and small physical thrills of being surrounded by hurrying, scurrying hordes, brushing against him or knocking into him, so much more heedless
  of a blind man than pedestrians were in the small, civilized towns and villages upstate. He spent his city time in restaurants and fine grocery stores and bars and cinemas. He felt peoples
  gazes of surprise when he got in line and bought his tickets, but Donovan adored movie houses, liked their individuality, the old, damp, dingy places and the swish new outfits with their ace sound
  systems. He would sit back in his seat, hear the hush and feel the prickle of expectation when the lights went down, and then pick his private way through thrillers or tales of love or horror,
  picturing the images on his own minds screen. In cinemas, and in Manhattan generally, Donovan felt one of the crowd, though he had never stopped missing his dogs. Waldo, his beloved
  companion for a decade, his end still too agonizing for Donovan to think about, and then Jade, his sweet-natured bitch guide for such a brief time.


  He had never wanted a dog before Waldo. Back in those days hed lived full-time in the city and hadnt liked the idea of keeping a big animal in that locked-in world of concrete,
  steel and glass. Besides, like many other blind people, hed been pretty much of a champ with his long cane from the beginning, and had no shortage of friends willing to act as sighted guides
   which was why hed managed so well since Jades death. Except that, as Sara Hallett had reminded him, his dogs had given him something no cane ever could  and then she
  had introduced him to her remarkable Juno, trained by this Joanna Guthrie person to be both eyes and ears for Sara.


  Not many things scared Donovan these days, that was true enough. Yet it had been fear that had kept him from giving in to his need before now. He had loved Waldo and Jade, had done his best to
  take good care of them both, just as they had taken such devoted care of him, but they had both died and  much, much worse  they had both suffered.


  Not your fault. Hed heard those words time and again from well-meaning friends, and the logical part of him had known they were right. But love and loss and guilt had
  little to do with logic.


  He was ready to try again now, was going to fly to England and meet Joanna Guthrie and her Sophia, was going to do his damnedest to make it work out. But he was still afraid of failing another
  animal. Jack Donovan had let down plenty of people over the years, but people, on the whole, could take care of themselves. Failing a dog was a million times worse.


  He was scared to death of that.





  Chapter Six


  Thursday, July 9


  So whats the verdict? Sara asked.


  On what?


  Dont pretend to be obtuse, Jo.


  Joanna smiled, and signed: Sorry.


  Less than one minute had passed since Donovan had gone upstairs, leaving the two friends in Joannas sitting room. There had been more dogs than humans around all evening: Sophia and her
  mother Bella, Rufus, Juno and Honey  a labrador belonging to Frederica Morton, Joannas Australian-born kennel manager. Kit and Miriam were both at a party, and Fred was out on a date
  in Oxford this evening, so Joanna was dog-sitting because Honey had taken a dislike to Freds boyfriend and had silently chewed a large hole in the young mans tweed jacket the first
  time hed come to Freds for coffee. All the dogs but one were now sprawled contentedly around the room. Sophia was sitting at the foot of the staircase, apparently waiting for Donovan
  to come back down.


  Joanna looked across at her beautiful two-year-old shepherd, sighed, and looked back at Sara. Theyre made for each other, arent they? She shook her head. I
  mean, I know trying Sophia for Donovan was my idea, but I think part of me was hoping they might turn out to be a mismatch.


  Youll miss her, Sara said.


  Joanna didnt answer, found that she could hardly speak. She had only had her flash of inspiration about Sophias suitability because of the dogs extraordinary qualities. The
  runt of Bellas first litter, she had got off to such a shaky start that when her brothers and sisters had been sold, Joanna had decided to keep and raise the scrawny pup herself. Sophia,
  however, had simply been a slow developer, becoming such an intelligent, intuitive animal that one of Freds friends  a police dog handler  had virtually begged Joanna to let
  him give her some special training. Joanna had permitted a little of that, but had drawn the line at handing Sophia over for actual police work, loth to risk spoiling the sweetness and calm of the
  young bitchs nature.


  Shed make a perfect guide, wouldnt she? Joanna had said to Fred when shed first thought of matching Sophia with the American.


  Bloody marvellous, Fred had said, and instantly Joanna had wished that shed kept her mouth shut.


  Now, having observed the dog and Donovan together for most of twenty-four hours, she found herself wishing that all over again.


  Her first impression on meeting him at Oxford Station had been unexpected. He looked, she had thought from the far end of the platform, more like a teacher than a sculptor,
  drunk or otherwise. A tall, broad-shouldered, early forty-ish, visiting American professor, perhaps, shed decided, walking slowly towards him.


  Mrs Guthrie? Donovan had heard her approach, heard her slow as she neared him, smelled a light, pleasant perfume blended with the unmistakable scent of dogs, transferred his folded
  down cane into his left hand and held out his right.


  Mr Donovan. Joanna shook his hand firmly, took her first close-up look at the man she was considering entrusting Sophia to, and formed another instant impression of intelligence
  and strength. I hope you havent been waiting long.


  Not long at all. He felt her looking at him. Which way?


  May I lead? Joanna knew better than to take his arm.


  Better had.


  He made no attempt to unfold his cane, just lightly gripped her arm, and they began to walk towards the car park. Joanna felt the tension transmitting from his hand to her arm and knew then that
  he was as nervous as she was.


  Gorgeous day, he remarked.


  Beautiful, Joanna agreed. July at its best.


  She couldnt help glancing at him as they walked. That was something that often made her a little guilty when working with blind people; looking at them, watching them, seemed to take on a
  surreptitious, sneaky quality because she was taking advantage that the sightless person couldnt  though the blind, she well knew from experience, had sensory skills that few sighted
  people could match.


  Donovan smelled of cigar smoke, and his lightweight sports jacket and jeans were a little rumpled from the train journey, but he was otherwise immaculate, close-shaven with fair, grey-threaded,
  thick hair cut short. His eyes were a cloudy blue-grey, his nose was angular, his chin strong, his mouth straight and expressive, and a narrow scar ran down the right side of his face from hairline
  to jaw. Sara had certainly been right about one thing. Jack Donovan would make a fascinating subject to photograph.


  Not what you expected, huh? he remarked, after Joanna had loaded his bag into the back of her Range Rover and slid into the drivers seat beside him.


  She felt her cheeks redden and began to reverse out of the space.


  You thought Id be a wild, artistic type, ravaged by booze. Donovan felt her embarrassment, grinned and reached across to touch her left forearm briefly. That was
  unfair of me, Mrs Guthrie. I apologize. Sara told Mel thats what you were steeling yourself to allow into your home.


  I never told Sara that, Joanna said quickly, as she drove out of the car park into Park End Street, then smiled. Not in those words, anyway. And its Joanna or Jo,
  please, not Mrs Guthrie.


  And Im Jack or Donovan, whichever you prefer. He paused. So do I make the grade? Or do I go straight to a hotel? The questions were lightly asked, but tension
  rippled under the surface.


  Joanna glanced sideways at him. I think Ill risk letting you in for tea. I can always boot you out later.


  Will Sophia be there?


  There it was, Joanna saw in a flash, the nub of his agitation. He was as nervous as a young man on the verge of meeting an arranged bride. Meeting Joanna had not really fazed Donovan, other in
  that he knew that if he failed to meet her criteria he would almost certainly not even get to first base with her dog. Sophia was the sole reason he had flown across the Atlantic and taken the
  train from Paddington, and within these first few minutes of meeting him, Joanna knew that making this work out was, right now, all that mattered to him.


  Their arrival at Merlin Cottage had gone smoothly. Donovan had asked questions about her home, and Joanna had taken pleasure, as she always did, in answering. She had loved
  their house from the instant she and Philip  both Londoners  had set eyes on it during a weekend away in Oxford. Just outside Burford and close to the River Windrush, it had
  originally, the local estate agent had told them, been two semi-detached thatched Cotswold stone cottages. With the dividing wall and two decrepit staircases knocked down, a single home had been
  created that had retained all the charm and atmosphere of the originals but now also had space for all the dogs and children that the Guthries had hoped for. The children had been a pipe dream, but
  the extra rooms had come in useful since Philips death. Keen, despite the relentless expense of his long illness, to hold on to their home afterwards, Joanna had taken her part-time
  receptionists job at the Oxford hotel and had decided to make Merlin Cottage pay its way, taking in Kit Down and Miriam Omaboe, her two student lodgers. Their rent, low as it was, had helped
   together with the hotel job and occasionally quite lucrative photographic commissions  to keep her just about afloat.


  Omaboe? Donovan had queried as Joanna led the way upstairs. Thats an African name, isnt it?


  Ghanaian  Miriams stunning, brilliant and the most heavenly cook  and Kits our resident odd-job man in his spare time, Joanna had answered at the
  door of Donovans bedroom. Actually, it was her room, being the only one with an en-suite bath; Kit, a strong, wiry, courteous and practical Yorkshireman, had insisted on taking the couch
  (for a small reduction in rent) so that Joanna could have his room for the duration of the Americans stay. The place seems to spring more leaks than a colander these days, and the
  heatings always breaking down, but Kit keeps things going most of the time.


  Sounds a little like Pete Szabo, Donovan said as he paced his way through the room, feeling for walls and corners and the window. Hes a kind of factotum and friend up
  at Gilead Farm, takes care of the housekeeping and gardening and most other practical things.


  Sara says the farms beautiful. Joanna lifted Donovans bag on to the bed and told him shed put it there. There should be enough towels in the bathroom,
  and Im afraid theres no overhead shower, just a hand thing, but if theres anything else you need, just yell.


  I wont need anything. He paused. When do I get to meet Sophia?


  At lunchtime. Freds out walking her and the others right now.


  Whos Fred?


  Frederica Morton. She manages the Nursery  Joanna caught Donovans quizzical expression  which is what we call our kennels, and she helps with the
  business side of things while Im out at work. She watched him for a moment, saw how restless he was. Would you like some peace and quiet, or would you like a stroll around the
  place before they get back for lunch?


  A stroll, please, Donovan said decisively.


  He left his cane behind, relaxed enough to trust Joannas guidance, and they set off at a gentle pace while she described the square garden that Philip had loved and
  nurtured, with its slightly overgrown lawn, flowerbeds of hybrid tea and floribunda roses, wall-trained clematis and willow trees.


  One of Freds many gifts, she told Donovan as they passed close to a clothes line, from which sheets and pillow cases blew in the light breeze, is persuading the dogs
  to pee in the beds and not on the lawn.


  So wheres the Nursery? he asked.


  Joanna smiled. Thats all youre really interested in, isnt it? The dogs, and meeting Sophia.


  Thats not true. Donovan stopped walking. Not exactly true. His brow creased. Joanna, I dont mean to be rude.


  Youre not being, she assured him. Im glad shes so important to you. I wouldnt have it any other way.


  They walked on, quite companionably, past a wooden bird table and bench, both carved by Philip Guthrie, and through the corridor of privet hedges into the apple orchard, and Donovan caught the
  scent of dogs and knew they were approaching the Nursery which had, Joanna explained, originally been a stable house until theyd insulated and heated it for dog-breeding purposes.


  Did Philip convert this place himself? Donovan asked, feeling his way around the building. He seems to have been gifted enough, judging by that handsome bench.


  He wasnt a builder. Joanna said, but furniture making was his hobby. Philip was actually an accountant by profession. He opened an office in Oxford when we moved here
  from London, but he was so in love with our home that he hated being away from it, so he closed down the office and began working from a room in the cottage.


  How did that work out?


  Joanna shrugged. Some of the stuffier business clients who liked their accountants to function in more formal surroundings shied away, but the more creative ones  Philip had a
  handful of writers and music clients  loved coming to Merlin Cottage to chat about their tax returns.


  Sounds like a good scene for you both, Donovan remarked softly. You with the dogs and your photography, which Sara tells me youre very gifted at. He paused.
  You must miss Philip a lot.


  I do, Joanna said. But things have worked out pretty well for me here. I have good friends, and I love the dogs, of course. She looked at his face. Speaking of
  which, I think Fred should be getting back about now, and shes bringing the dogs straight into the cottage for your benefit.


  The first meeting between Donovan and Sophia had moved both Joanna and Fred. They had been sitting in the kitchen when theyd heard barking and Joanna had seen Donovan
  practically jerk to attention, had watched his mouth grow tense and his forehead furrow with anticipation. Yet the instant the dogs had come skittering through the front door over the stone-flagged
  entrance hall and into the kitchen, tails wagging joyfully in greeting, Jack Donovan had been in his element. He didnt overwhelm the animals but waited patiently instead, sitting on a
  kitchen chair, for them to come to him, not even asking which dog was which. It was Fred  clearly smitten at first sight, Joanna judged from the flush on her normally pale cheeks  who
  made the introductions, while Joanna sat silently, observing, as Donovan made acquaintance first with Rufus, the most rumbustious, then with Honey, the labrador, then with Bella and, finally, with
  Sophia.


  Hello, he had said, his deep voice soft and tender as the two-year-old German shepherd had sniffed his right hand. Hello, Sophia.


  She had stood very still while Donovan had got off the chair, crouched down on the floor and begun, with great gentleness, to feel, stroke and examine her from nose to tail and right down to the
  pads of her feet. It was, Joanna knew, his way of seeing the animal for the first time, and it seemed to her that Sophia sensed that, too. Always a gentle, calm dog, she was, nevertheless, still
  young and playful, but something about this new person was clearly fascinating to her. Perhaps, Joanna thought as he went on touching her, talking all the while  too softly for anyone else
  to hear  it was simply the unusual intensity of his physical scrutiny that was rooting the dog to the spot, but she didnt really think that was the case.


  Okay, girl, Donovan said, still with that tender quality to his tone of voice. Okay, Sophia.


  She licked his nose. Joannas mouth felt dry.


  Donovan straightened up, felt for his chair and sat back down. He looked, for the first time since his arrival, exhausted.


  Shes wonderful, Joanna, he said, then turned to face Frederica, who was slightly open-mouthed. Thank you for introducing us, Fred.


  Youre welcome.


  Joanna smiled. Fred Morton had been the object of any number of young mens passions since shed known her, Kits amongst them. Tall and slender with long, straight fair hair,
  she was also immensely down-to-earth and a mistress of the put-down when any smart aleck male irritated her. Joanna had seen her with men she liked, her latest boyfriend being one of them, but she
  had never, until today, seen Fred smitten.


  Over on the other side of the kitchen, Rufus made a sudden dive for Honeys tail, Bella barked sharp disapproval and Rufus whined.


  It was, Joanna decided, time to break the mood.


  Anyone else here hungry except me? she asked.


  Donovan turned his head to her. Starved, he said.


  The exhaustion, Joanna noted, had been fleeting and was already gone. He looked happy now. He looked, in fact, happier than shed seen anyone look in a very long time.


  Youre right, she said to Sara that night, after Donovan had gone upstairs to bed. I knew it the moment they met. Theyre perfect for each
  other in every respect.


  For a few moments, neither woman spoke. Sophia, still sitting at the foot of the staircase, got up slowly and came and flopped down close to Joannas feet. Bella, lying beside Juno, Rufus
  and Honey, began to snore peacefully, her muzzle between her front paws.


  How are you going to cope with leaving home, Jo?


  Im hardly going to be doing that, Joanna signed to her friend. If I do go, Ill only be away a few weeks at most.


  Still, Sara said in her slow, thoughtful voice, you havent been away since Philip died, have you? Not out of the country, at least. She paused. When
  would you plan to leave?


  If things work out  Joanna was being careful  not before late-October or early-November. Sophias not a young pup  Ill need at least three
  months to complete her training here before I take her overseas.


  You mightnt be back in time for Christmas.


  Of course I will. Joanna was appalled by the notion. Aside from anything else, you dont imagine Id risk leaving Miriam and Kit alone in Merlin Cottage for too
  long, do you?


  Theyre reliable, arent they? Sara asked.


  Theyre wonderful, Joanna answered. But they have their studies and their own lives  I cant expect them to become full-time caretakers for too
  long. She shrugged. And theres my job at the hotel to consider, too. Theres a limit to how long theyll keep that open for me.


  Sara leaned towards her, wanting to speak more quietly. Donovan wants to pay you a lot of money, doesnt he?


  Yes, but Joanna stopped. She never liked discussing money.


  And you do need it, dont you? Sara persisted.


  Of course I need it. Joanna pointed towards the sill below one of the leaded windows where the frame had let in small pools of water during the last heavy rain. Look at
  that. She waited for Sara to turn back to face her again. As it is, Kit spends far too much time gluing this place together. The thatch needs doing and the heating has to have
  something major replaced. She shook her head. I can hardly afford not to go. She pondered another moment. Besides, you know how I feel about seeing a job through to the
  end  so frankly, if I dont go, neither does Sophia.


  Which would leave one seriously heartbroken man, Sara said.


  Hmm, Joanna commented noncommittally.


  You saw how he was with her  how he is with dogs in general. He seems tuned in to them, doesnt he?


  Even fussy Fred remarked on that before she went out, Joanna agreed.


  Or was that just because she thinks hes better-looking than Harrison Ford? Sara asked.


  Joanna gave her an intent look. Are you interested in him, Sara?


  Sara smiled. You asked me once before if I was in love with him.


  And you said that everyone who knew him was, a little.


  Sara shook her head. Im not, Jo. Not in that sense, at least. You know how I am  I like to make the most of my sight while I can  and you have to admit
  Donovans easy on the eye.


  Joannas mind summoned up the things shed especially noticed about the man during the course of this day: his strong, long-fingered hands; the way his stance, sometimes rigid, other
  times relaxed, betrayed his emotions; the startling infectiousness of his big, dirty laugh.


  Its much more than looks though with him, of course, Sara added. Donovans special, Jo. I think youve already realized that. She paused.
  And I dont think that spending a few weeks with him on his home turf is going to do you any harm at all.





  Chapter Seven


  Sunday, November 1


  The tunnel was locked inside Saras head again, stretching from the back of her brain right to her eyes, but her lids were closed, so she couldnt see clearly. The
  tunnel was so narrow, it was like looking into the opening of a tiny black-rimmed tube, looking right into the heart of a sliver of ebony shot through with even tinier shavings of piercing
  silver light.


  There were images inside the tube, inside the tunnel, inside her head. She strained to see them, to interpret them, but it was too hard, too hard. There were colours now, real, vibrant
  colours  red-gold strands, waving and curling as those fragments of brightness flashed through the darkness, illuminating them, and now she saw nut-brown-gold orbs, flecked with green,
  blinking, glittering, staring, then gone again, back into the night.


  All black again now, nothing to be seen, but sensations still coming. The dark was bleak, like burial, suffocating, awful, frightening  and this time when the silver pierced through, she
  felt, oh, God, how she felt it.


  Fear.


  And then she heard it, too. She, who had heard nothing for decades, nothing, nothing, felt it coming, like wind, like a storm, funnelling through the tunnel in her head, rising, higher and
  higher, until it was too agonizing to bear.


  Screaming.


  Sara woke from her dream and lay very still, staring through her own real, living, waking tunnel up at the ceiling of her bedroom. There were stars sprinkled up there, and a
  crescent moon, all shimmering down at her kindly in the dawn light coming through her curtainless windows. It was, as close as human hands could manage, a painted likeness of the sky she and
  Michaela Rees had seen one night while camping out on Salisbury Plain years ago, around the time Michaela had been illustrating Saras second storybook. That sky had filled Sara with such a
  rare sense of freedom and joy that she had never forgotten it, but it had been Michaelas idea to paint Saras ceiling for her when her field of vision had first begun to narrow, so
  that she would be able to lie in her own bed and watch the heavens every single night until her last slit of sight was finally and irrevocably snuffed out.


  The dream was over, but the fear was still with her.


  It was abstract. They were always abstract and frustrating and often too intense to bear. Atmospheres and essences, needle-sharp sensations and impressions, sometimes impossible to read,
  sometimes blazingly clear.


  This dream had concerned Joanna, Sara was certain of that. The red-gold of her hair, the green-flecked hazel of her eyes. The essence of Joanna, calm, tinged with excitement, on the brink
  of something.


  And then that awful, sickening fear.


  She lay in her bed for a long time, wondering what to do.


  Joanna was leaving today. Travelling to America, on a trip, an adventure, that Sara had urged her, pushed her, to take.


  New images flew through Saras mind. Waking terrors about car crashes on motorways, aeroplanes falling, exploding, bodies floating in the ocean.


  She sat up, perspiring, breathing too rapidly, turned her head to see the time. 6.58. Too late. Joanna had already left Merlin Cottage for the journey to the airport. Even if she had not, what
  could Sara have told her? That shed had a bad dream? That it had been the colour of Joannas hair and eyes, and that it had terrified her?


  Joanna knew about Saras dreams, they had talked about them together. She believed in them, accepted that sometimes the images they contained seemed to fold themselves around a nub of
  something real, that occasionally they even had a presageful quality to them.


  I had a bad dream. Dont fly today.


  Joanna Guthrie was too earthed for that, too calm, too sensible. Even if it were not too late, even if she believed it, she would still go.


  Believed what?


  Sara lay back on her pillows and stared up at the heavens, growing lighter. The sound of that scream was still reverberating in her head.


  With a great effort, she pushed it away and got up.





  Chapter Eight


  Sunday, November 1


  Terms wholly agreed and arrangements  including two commissions (both approved by Donovan) from the Kennel Gazette and Art Monthly in place, Joanna and
  Sophia  guide dog-trained, sedated, crated and fully documented  made the journey via British Airways on the first day of November. Joanna, anxious to be reunited with her dog as
  swiftly as possible, was met on the other side of customs by Donovan  in a raincoat and, uncommonly for him, wearing dark glasses  and a big, muscular, flaxen-haired man in a
  fishermans sweater and jeans.


  Pete Szabo, he said, shaking Joannas hand. Near giant that he was, his voice was soft and slightly lilting.


  Ive heard so much about you, she told him.


  Weve all heard a lot about you, Mrs Guthrie.


  All around them, porters wheeled baggage trolleys and harassed arrivals flowed towards what looked dauntingly like a near-mob scene outside. Joanna remembered her one and only previous visit
  with Philip, recalled how they had touched down raring to go but how, by the time theyd endured first the hot, airless lines at immigration and then, outside the terminal building, the
  endless, jostling wait for an unairconditioned, jolting yellow cab, they had felt utterly drained.


  I dont mean to be rude, she said, but we need to get to Cargo Building 66 to get Sophia. I hate the thought of her fretting.


  If you can stand a little more walking, Mrs Guthrie, Pete Szabo said to her, Ive parked not too far away.


  And if Pete has to try and drive it through the jams to pick us up here, Donovan said, well all be standing here for most of the day.


  Two things, she said to Szabo. Im Joanna or Jo, please.


  The big man smiled down at her, his eyes light brown and friendly. Whats the second, Jo?


  Lets get out of here, she said.


  Sophia was still a little splay-legged and bewildered, but otherwise fine and happy to see her mistress. Donovan asked Joanna if she wanted to sit up front in the black
  Cherokee next to Szabo so as to get a better view on the journey, but she elected to sit in the back with Sophia. Still mine, she thought, but didnt say, though she thought she saw
  from Donovans expression that he understood her feelings.


  Youre going to get plenty of time in the city, the blond man told her, and Donovan figures the sooner we get Sophia out to the farm, the better for her, so
  were taking Grand Central Parkway, picking up route 87 up around the Yankee Stadium and sticking with that till we get on route 9 just south of Tarrytown. Any of that sound familiar to you,
  Jo?


  Some, she said. Sleepy Hollow, right?


  Right, Szabo said.


  My husband and I went there when we were over here together a few years ago. He liked Washington Irvings stories.


  Sunnyside was the first house Lamb made for me, Donovan said.


  Made? Beside her on the back seat, Sophia shifted closer until her head was resting on Joannas lap.


  He makes  carves or models  replicas of houses or bridges or details of structures Im especially interested in. Donovans tone was warm. I think I
  told you about Lambs knack for being my eyes. Most people do their best to describe objects or other people, and some people do a pretty good job, but when Lamb talks about a
  thing or a person, he wont quit till he knows Im seeing it in my head. Donovan paused. And if he doesnt feel Ive really gotten the picture, so to speak, he
  makes me a physical model, something I can touch and get to know.


  He sounds remarkable. Joanna said.


  Oh, he is, Donovan said.


  Joanna had heard a little about Murdoch Lambert and his importance to Donovan, but they hadnt talked at any length either about him or any of the other significant
  figures in the sculptors life. In fact, Joanna had also come to realize, Donovan had a particular aptitude for asking key questions and then using silence and patience to squeeze maximum
  juice out of the answer  which meant that the American had probably learned a great deal more about her than she had about him. Oh, she knew the basics about his lifestyle, had seen the
  photographs hed brought with him of Gilead Farm and the Manhattan apartment, knew the names of and fundamental facts about the people close to him, but that was the extent of it. Which meant
  that she had just flown three thousand or so miles, and was now being driven by virtual strangers to their home, where she was to give herself over body and soul to training Sophia prior to handing
  her over to one of those strangers.


  Just passing the Yonkers Raceway, Pete Szabo told her.


  Joanna murmured a response, stroked her slumbering dogs head, and fought her own need to sleep, rolling over her in warming, tempting waves, trying at the same time to assemble what
  little she did know about Jack Donovan. She knew that he was a major success in the United States as a sculptor, that he had a pushy agent in Manhattan named Mel Rosenthal, that he smoked expensive
  cigars because he genuinely liked them, that he drank to excess now and again, that Sara Hallett was crazy about him, and that many other people, according to Sara, found him lovable. And then, of
  course, there was the one thing that had drawn Joanna across the Atlantic: Jack Donovan had fallen in love with Sophia and was one hundred and one per cent committed to making their partnership
  work out.


  Joanna supposed  as her head lolled and her eyes grew heavy  that that would have to be enough.


  She woke, startled and confused, to see a face close up at her window: a small, honey-coloured oval with large, exotic brown eyes, watching her with interest. Jolted into
  too-abrupt wakefulness, Joanna sat upright and stared around her, saw that she was still in the back seat of the Cherokee, still buckled in, and that Sophia too, had woken and was sitting up beside
  her, regarding the woman on the other side of the glass.


  Take it easy. The woman opened the door and Joannas seat belt released her and slid smoothly back to its out-of-use position. I didnt mean to scare you,
  Joanna. Her full lips curved into a smile. The guys didnt want to wake you both, so they took the bags inside first. She bent slightly and put out her hand.
  Im Chris Chen, by the way.


  Hello. Joanna shook the womans hand, felt it compact and cool in her own. I cant believe I was sleeping so deeply. Nudged by the German shepherd, she
  gave her a hug. Better get out.


  Youve had a long journey, Chris Chen said. I told Donovan he should have given you a night in the city first to rest up.


  Joanna got out, stretched her legs, and Sophia followed suit. Outside the vehicle she realized how small the other woman was. Only five and a half feet herself, she was almost a head taller than
  Chen, though despite her petite stature the young Chinese-American, wearing a soft peacock blue wool dress with a small, antique-looking, mother-of-pearl locket around her neck, gave an impression
  of strength and vivacity.


  So this is the famous Sophia. May I pet her?


  Definitely. Joanna smiled as the other woman bent and stroked the dog
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