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PART ONE

MASQUERADE









Chapter 1


The Plant of Roses, though it be a shrub full of prickles, yet it had been more fit and convenient to have placed it with the most glorious floures of the world than to insert the same among base and thorny shrubs.

—Gerard’s Herball (1597)





THE APPROACHING STORM CAST A TARNISHED METALLIC luster over the landscape. The restless, low-hanging clouds glowed greenish-gray, like verdigris on brass; in the fields along the road, the fresh spring growth looked sickly and rotten. Her hands were clenched tightly on the reins and her feet were braced against the floor, but still she was flung bruisingly from side to side as the wheels spun along the rutted road, rushing to reach shelter before the storm broke. It had been raining for three days. Boiling with foam, a stream of rusty water outstripped the racing wheels, rushing down to join the creek at the bottom of the hill. The road curved sharply there; she could see the bridge ahead, narrow and humped, rising out of a swirling pool that had overflowed the swollen streambed to flood the road. And beside it, half submerged…The horse was struggling to rise: its flailing hooves, unable to find purchase in the mud, sent up fountains of water over the still form that lay dangerously close to the iron-shod feet.

 

The approaching storm cast a tarnished metallic luster over the landscape. The restless, low-hanging clouds had a sickly glow, like verdigris on brass. Her hands were clenched on the wheel, but still she was flung from side to side as the car bounced along the rutted road. It had been raining for three days. Along the road a stream of water, boiling with foam, rushed down to meet…

Diana’s foot slammed down on the brake. The wheels skidded sickeningly. Most of the gravel had been washed away; the muddy surface and rain-slicked weeds were as slippery as ice. Cursing, she brought the car to a stop before it slid off into the ditch. What had possessed her to do such a stupid thing? There was no obstruction on the road, not even a confused rabbit.

She negotiated the curve ahead even more slowly than she had intended. At the bottom of the slope a bridge rose out of a pool of water that had overflowed the stream and spread a brown stain across the road. Beside it, half submerged…

The driver had taken the turn too fast. The car had slid into the ditch and toppled onto its side. The door on the driver’s side was under water. The other was closed. There was no sign of life.

Diana brought her own car to a smooth stop several yards short of the water’s edge. As she flung the door open and scrambled out, lightning split the clouds and a cannonburst of thunder made her flinch back. For a moment she clung to the edge of the open door, feeling dizzy and disoriented. Why had she hit the brake several seconds before she saw the overturned car? It was as if she had been warned she would have to stop.

Déjà vu, second sight, clairvoyance—maybe X-ray vision, like that of Superman. Never mind, she told herself. She had no time to waste on theories. The driver might be unconscious, drowning.

Her running feet splashed through the water. It was deeper than she had thought, lapping at her shins as she stood on tiptoe and stretched to reach the door handle. It wasn’t until her fingers closed over it that she recognized its unfamiliar shape and acknowledged other unusual details she had been too preoccupied to consider—the curve of the front fender, the elongated fin at the back. Tail fins, for God’s sake! The car must be—vintage, was that the word? Bad news for her and the driver. The old cars were heavier, more sturdily built; she’d never be able to open and lift the door, straight up, from her present strained position. Her fingers slipped on the wet metal. How the hell did the damned thing work? Pull out, press in, turn up or down…What if it was locked?

As if in answer to prayer, the door opened, with a suddenness and force that sent her staggering back. She struggled to keep her balance, but her water-soaked shoes found no purchase in the mud. She sat down with a thud that sent a fountain of cold muddy water high into the air. Most of it fell back onto her. Gasping with shock, she stared openmouthed at the apparition rising out of the overturned vehicle.

It was a dog. A large dog. A large green dog.

Paws dangling, face set in an expression of benign idiocy, it emerged in a series of jerks and jumps. She was beyond surprise; when she heard the voice she took it for granted that the dog was addressing her, though its manners left a great deal to be desired.

“Move it, you stupid bitch! Get your fat lazy bum out of there!”

The dog was white, not green. The strange light had given its snowy coat that appearance. It scrambled up onto the side of the car, sat down, and stared curiously at her. From the aperture of the open door came the head and shoulders of a man.

If he had been hurt, or even wet, she wouldn’t have lost her temper. His hair was disheveled and his glasses hung slightly askew, but his rumpled shirt appeared to be perfectly dry. He didn’t see her at first. Squinting past the dog at the half-submerged front end of the car, he looked as if he were about to burst into tears. “God damn it,” he said feelingly. “Couldn’t you have held together for another half mile?”

Lightning flashed, thunder crashed; the dog let out a howl and tried to force its way back into the car. A breathless, profane struggle ensued; when it ended the dog was wrapped around its presumed owner, clutching him with all four paws, its head buried against his chest; and Diana had recovered her breath, if not her temper.

“If you are quite finished playing with the dog,” she said icily, “perhaps you could give me a hand.”

“Holy crap,” said the dog’s owner, gaping. “Who the hell…How did you…How long have you been sitting there?”

Detaching the dog, he pulled himself up onto the side of the car. He was wearing jeans faded almost white with washing, and fashionably tattered; a bony knee protruded through one of the holes as he slid down into the water and splashed toward her. “Are you hurt?” he asked, extending his hand.

“No. I just can’t…The mud is so slippery…” As she took his hand the abandoned dog launched itself into space with a despairing howl.

After the muddy torrent had subsided, Diana opened her eyes. It gave her some small satisfaction to see that her inept rescuer was sitting beside her. He was even wetter than she. Dirty water streamed down his face and his hair was plastered over his eyes. He sat perfectly still for a moment. Then he spat out a mouthful of disgusting liquid, pushed his hair back, and after an ineffectual attempt to clean his glasses with his muddy sleeve, took them off. The dog was splashing merrily in the water a few feet away.

“Let’s try it again, shall we?” said he.

She hadn’t meant to laugh, but his cheerful voice contrasted so wildly with his appearance—and, she suspected, her own—that she couldn’t help it. Rising to his feet, he gave her a critical stare. “You have a peculiar sense of humor, lady. If we don’t drown or die of exposure, we’ll probably get fried by lightning. Is that your car?”


“Yes. I saw yours was—”

“So you came rushing to the rescue?” He took her by the wrists and heaved her to her feet. “You should have stopped farther back. The water’s rising fast and you’ll have to get up a good head of steam to get through it.”

“You’re damned lucky I managed to stop at all! And people who live in glass houses—”

“You have a point there. Two points, in fact.” He hoisted himself up onto the fallen car and dived headfirst into the open door.

“Are you crazy?” Diana shouted. “We’ve got to get out of here before—”

A burst of thunder drowned her voice. The unknown maniac’s long legs waved wildly; then the rest of his body emerged. He was holding an object that looked like a monster from a science-fiction novel. It bristled with sharp spines. “Here, take it.”

She managed to grasp the wire that protruded from the top of the pot as he thrust it at her. Another plant followed. It was even larger and pricklier, with needle-edged fronds.

“Okay, that’s it.” He hoisted the second monstrosity into his arms. “Come on, Fifi. You too—uh—miss.”

Fifi didn’t want to ride in the back with the cacti. Diana watched in seething silence as the dog wallowed wildly, smearing mud all over her nice clean upholstery. She did not protest audibly, however, until the man suggested she get in back with Fifi. “She just wants to put her head on someone’s lap,” he explained calmly. “Thunder makes her nervous.”

“She can put her head on your lap,” Diana said.

“But I’m going to drive.”

“Oh, no, you’re not. I’ve already seen one example of the way you drive.”

“It wasn’t my fault! The brakes gave out. They need relining, but I thought I could—”

“Get in the back.”

“You don’t have to yell,” said her companion in injured tones.

Thunder made Diana nervous too. A particularly reverberant peal startled her, and her foot pressed the gas pedal more forcibly than she had intended. The car hurtled down the hill toward the bridge, accompanied by a duct of horrified howls, canine and human, from the back seat. The water surged up on either side like the parting of the Red Sea, and as they mounted the bridge Diana could have sworn that for an instant all four wheels were off the ground. A thump, a bump, a lurch and a slither, and they were through, heading up the slope and onto comparatively dry land.

“Don’t stop, for God’s sake,” said a shaken voice from the back seat. “It’s a straight shot from here—”

“Shut up,” said Diana.

After that he was too busy to bother her. The skies opened up, spilling rain like a waterfall. Thunder rattled the windows and Fifi’s howls of terror echoed the thunderclaps. The wipers flailed frantically without much effect; only the blurred squares of lighted windows indicated the presence of the house. She took her foot off the gas and let the car glide to a stop.

 

“I see you have met my son,” said Mrs. Nicholson.

It was a statement, not a question, so Diana only smiled and took another sip of the boiling-hot tea. She was swathed in a terry-cloth robe that covered her bare feet and lay in folds on the floor. The robe belonged to her host, not her hostess; Mrs. Nicholson was barely five feet tall and as slim as a boy. There was nothing boyish about her face, however. She was a dainty little lady with pink cheeks and a pair of deep dimples, and her silvery hair was piled atop her head in an Edwardian concoction of rolls, buns, and fat curls.

There had been a certain note of sarcasm, if not downright criticism, in her comment, but the look she gave her son held only doting affection. He grinned back at her and raised his cup in a salute.

When they had burst into the house, saturated and shivering, Mrs. Nicholson had not wasted time in introductions or conversation. She had bundled two of her dripping visitors straight upstairs and into hot baths, leaving her husband to deal with the third. What he had done with, or to, Fifi, Diana did not know. She hoped it had been something unpleasant. Mr. Nicholson was a tall, spare man, with thick gray hair cupping his head like a helmet, and a pair of piercing blue eyes. The look they bent upon the younger man was decidedly critical and not at all doting.

“None of us has been formally introduced,” he said dryly. “However, I feel it is safe to assume that you are Ms. Diana Reed, whom we were expecting this evening. I am, as you must have realized, Charles Nicholson. Pray allow me to present my wife Emily and her son Andrew Davis.”

“How do you do,” Diana said.

“Don’t mind him,” said Mrs. Nicholson with a girlish giggle. “It’s the Victorians. He’s been reading them and teaching them all his life: now he talks like them. It’s silly to be formal, since we’ll be working together for, I hope, a long time. I’m Emily, or Emmie, if you prefer. You can call my husband Charles. I call him Charlie, or Charlie my darling, or—”

“Emily, please!”

“Quite right, Charlie dear. I am digressing. I do that a lot,” she explained, nodding at Diana. “I must learn to stick to essentials. Are you warm enough now, child? Let me hot up your tea. Have a cookie.”

“No, really, I don’t need—thank you. I must apologize for arriving in such a state and making such a mess of your floors and your—”

“Oh, I know who was responsible for that,” said Emily Nicholson. “I feel quite certain that if you had been left to your own devices you would have reached my door neatly attired, perfectly dry, and in your right mind.”

Up to this point Andrew Davis had remained silent, following the conversation with demure interest and eating cookies. The dry clothing that had replaced his original attire had apparently been rooted out of a ragbag; the T-shirt was shrunk and faded, the jeans had even more holes than the first pair. Now he was moved to protest.

“You always blame everything on me! It wasn’t my fault. What happened was—”

“I don’t think I want to hear it,” said his mother.


“I do,” her husband said. “Andrew’s stories fill me with a horrid fascination. The fact that they are, generally speaking, true only adds to their charm. I think I can guess at the outlines of this particular saga. The fact that you both arrived in Ms. Reed’s car suggests that Andrew’s vehicle broke down along the way—a not uncommon phenomenon—and that she was kind enough to give him a lift. The presence of that neurotic canine—which, if I recall, his mother strictly forbade him to bring—leads me to suppose that his vehicle was the one she had also forbidden him to bring—another of his excursions into what is loosely and laughably termed vintage cars.”

“Excuse me, sir, but you don’t know how valuable those—”

“Excuse me, Andrew, but I do know. I also know the difference between an aged motorcar which is capable of restoration and a pile of junk—a distinction that up to this point has eluded you. The only part of the mystery as yet unsolved is the extent of the mud and water that had covered you both. Since the weather is unsuitable for aquatic exercise, I can only conclude that at some point in the proceedings both of you fell flat on your—er—faces in the floodwaters. The dog may, of course, have had some hand in that.”

As she listened, Diana was fascinated by the expressions that passed in rapid succession over the face of Andrew Davis. Its physical structure was regular if unremarkable—brown eyes, eyebrows that tilted up at the outside corners, a broad, straight nose, a wide flexible mouth. But those undistinguished features appeared to be made of Silly Putty. His eyebrows scuttled across his forehead like woolly caterpillars, his lips stretched and contracted and parted in protest, his eyes narrowed in rage and popped in outraged innocence. When his stepfather finished speaking, the whole ensemble settled into a sheepish smile. “Not bad,” he admitted.

“I’ve always said you should write thrillers, Charlie darling,” chirped Mrs. Nicholson. “You have such a brilliant analytical mind.”

“Please, Emily!”

“Well, never mind,” said Emily.


“Never mind? This is the fourth dog he’s saddled us with, not to mention the six cats.”

“Look on the bright side, Charlie. He may have wrecked the car beyond repair. And I really don’t mind the animals, there’s plenty of room. Only, Andy dear, I do wish you’d stop using me as a home for abandoned cacti. I hate cacti.”

“That is a rare specimen of Echinopsis eyriesii,” said her son sulkily.

“But I don’t like prickly plants, darling. Why don’t you bring me roses?”

“That’s her job,” said Andy.

Three pairs of eyes focused on Diana.

She had known this moment would come; she had thought herself prepared for it. She had memorized names, dates, facts. She hadn’t forgotten them, but they huddled in her mind, indigestible as lumps of lard in the stomach—because she had never fully realized that she would have to repeat them to people instead of abstractions.

Charles Nicholson, aged sixty, former professor of history; his wife, Emily, fifty-seven, former Latin teacher. That was how her father thought of his clients—not as individuals but as cases, challenges to his skill in interpreting the complex structure of the law to their advantage and his. There was some validity in that approach, for it was difficult to maintain cool professional detachment when one became personally involved with clients. She had discovered that herself when she began to practice, but apparently two years had not been enough to harden her.

The Nicholsons were not cases or abstractions. With humor and friendliness and trust they had breached the barriers she had unconsciously begun to build against personal involvement, and destroyed the stereotypes she had envisioned. Latin teachers weren’t supposed to have dimples. Dignified elderly professors weren’t supposed to hold their wives’ hands under the table.

Andy’s eyes had narrowed—or was she imagining that look of suspicion? He went on, “Roses are prickly too. Even the old ones, I presume. What’s with this old-rose thing, anyhow? Who wants a decrepit, tired old flower when he can have a nice new one?”

“Don’t tease the poor girl, Andy,” Emily said. “If you’re as ignorant as you pretend, which I doubt, go to the library and read some of my books on the subject. I will not allow you to interrogate a refugee who is wearing Charlie’s bathrobe because you almost succeeded in drowning her. Not till after supper, anyhow.”

“I don’t mind,” Diana said. Emily’s interruption had given her a chance to collect herself. If this was a test, now was the time to face, and pass it. “There’s considerable disagreement as to the definition of an old, or heritage, rose. Most people would say it’s any rose that existed before the introduction of the first hybrid tea rose, La France, in 1867. The hybrid teas have one great advantage over the older roses; they bloom continually, all summer long and far into the fall. Most of the old roses are nonrecurrent. The hybrid teas became so popular that they virtually drove the others off the market. Until recently it was almost impossible to find a nursery that carried them.”

“I’ve always liked Trevor Griffiths’s definition,” Emily chirped. “‘An old rose is any that isn’t modern.’”

Diana recognized the name as that of a New Zealand authority, several of whose books she had studied. She smiled acknowledgment, and Emily continued, “The hybrid teas are beautiful, but there’re so boring! All the same shape. Some of the old roses are single, some are great fat poufs of petals. And the colors! Not bright glaring yellows and oranges, but lovely subtle shades of mauve and violet and plum, like antique tapestries. Luckily for me they are available again—and I want them all!”

“But how—” Andy began.

“That’s enough,” his mother said firmly. “No more shop talk till after supper. Set the table, Andy, while I check on the casserole. We keep country hours here in Virginia, Diana, and we call it ‘supper,’ not ‘dinner.’”

Diana’s offer of help was refused, with a laughing reference to the unsuitability of her attire. “You can’t walk in those trailing skirts, my dear, and the sleeves keep unrolling down over your hands. Just sit there and be ornamental. You look like a cute little girl playing dress-up in daddy’s clothes, with those big hazel eyes and your pretty curls hanging loose—”

“You are embarrassing Ms. Reed, Emily,” Charles said. “She is not a little girl, she is a grown woman and a professional.”

“But doesn’t she have pretty hair? Nut-brown locks, a-gleam with golden light…Is that a poem, or did I just make it up?”

“Knock it off, Ma,” said her son. “You have this awful habit of talking to people as if they were three years old. You do it to me all the time.”

This started an argument that turned attention from Diana, to her inexpressible relief. Apparently she had passed. As the conversation proceeded, however, she realized that the change of subject was not a demonstration of tact or of acceptance; the others were just doing what came naturally. They liked to argue. They loved to talk. There were no strong silent types here; conversation flowed like the running water by the road, sometimes witty, occasionally brilliant, always articulate. It ranged from politics to poetry, with side excursions into movies and TV, baseball, the essays of Ralph Waldo Emerson, the color of the new draperies for the library, and Andy’s diet, which, according to his mother, consisted solely of various forms of pasta—an allegation the accused denied vehemently and at some length.

Diana couldn’t have gotten a word in even if she had wanted to. Having overcome her brief outbreak of conscience, she reflected cynically that the loquacity of the Nicholson family might prove to be her greatest asset. The more they talked, the less she had to say, and the less she said, the less chance of a blunder.

Supper consisted of a mushroom-and-chicken casserole and a tossed salad. Andy finished the casserole and ate two pieces of apple pie à la mode with a gusto that contradicted his mother’s accusations. Presumably he was one of those annoying people who never gain weight; he was lean as a scarecrow, and his elbows were as bony as his knees.


They moved to the library for coffee, and by then Diana was composed enough to be amused at the absurdity of the procession. Andy carried the tray, with his stepfather dogging his footsteps and criticizing the way he held it; Diana had to use both hands to lift the hem of the robe, while Emily circled her like a friendly puppy out for a walk, snatching at loose folds and making admiring comments about Diana’s pretty feet and ankles. By the time they had settled into their chairs she was braced and ready.

She managed to fend off the inevitable for a time by admiring the handsome proportions and the potential of the library. The potential had not yet been realized; the furniture was comfortably shabby, the bookshelves were a motley lot, and the walls had been stripped and replastered but not painted, except for a basic undercoat. The fireplace was Victorian—handsome enough in its Gothic outlines, if one cared for that sort of thing—but quite inappropriate for a house that had been built in the late eighteenth century.

“That’s coming out,” Emily announced. “We found the most gorgeous marble mantel at an auction. We’ll have bookcases built as soon as we can decide what to do with the walls. We’re torn between simply painting them, or finding a contemporary wallpaper, or perhaps antique paneling—”

Naturally this statement started another argument, with Charles recommending paint and Andy, whose opinion had not been asked, insisting on paneling—preferably something that had come from a “stately home.” Where they were to find this rarity he did not explain, nor did he have any sensible answer to his stepfather’s claim that since the wall surface would be almost entirely covered by bookshelves, paneling wouldn’t show.

Emily finally ended the debate, announcing firmly, “Diana isn’t interested in the house, you know. She’s a landscape architect, not—”

“Oh, but I am interested. I love old houses.”

“Indeed?” Charles responded to her inane statement with more interest than it deserved. However, Diana’s attempt at distraction didn’t succeed. Emily enjoyed playing the role of giddy little old lady, but she could stick to a point when she wanted to do so.

“She’s here to work on the garden,” Emily insisted. “I do hope it stops raining, Diana, I’m dying to show you the grounds. You’ll be horrified, I expect; there’s so much to do. But we’ve been reading and studying all winter, and we have a lot of ideas.”

That Diana could believe. The Nicholsons appeared to own every book on landscaping and gardening that had ever been printed. The books covered the tables and many of the chairs and they bristled with slips of paper.

Diana picked one up at random—an expensive “coffee-table” book filled with colored photographs—and opened it to one of the pages that had been marked. The photograph showed a perennial border ablaze with color—daisies, pinks, delphinium, and a dozen other flowers she didn’t recognize—framed in boxwood and partly shaded by trees. Behind it rose the chimneys and thatched roof of an English cottage.

“I thought you wanted formal gardens,” she said in genuine bewilderment. “Especially roses.”

“I want everything,” her hostess cried, with a giggle and a sweeping gesture. “Perennials, shrubs, roses, herbs, trees—big trees, Diana. I haven’t time to wait for an acorn to grow into a stately oak.”

This morbid comment was accompanied by another giggle. Charles gave his wife an enigmatic look and then turned his piercing blue eyes on Diana. “But it was your knowledge of roses that convinced us you were the one we wanted. The old roses are increasingly popular, but in fact few horticulturists know much about their care and propagation.”

“As we learned from bitter experience,” Emily added. “We interviewed several firms before we found Walt, and he was the only one who was honest enough to admit that he didn’t know a thing about restoring Colonial gardens. He’s very good at conventional landscaping, but he said we’d need an expert to direct him in this project.”

“I’m grateful to him for recommending me,” Diana said coolly. “But I hope you haven’t raised your expectations too high. The old varieties aren’t easy to find. Even today there are only a few nurseries that carry them.”

“We know,” said Charles.

She had expected he would. He might not be an expert on old roses, but he was a scholar, trained in the techniques of research, and the sort of man who liked to find things out for himself. Charles Nicholson was going to be a problem.

His wife said, “Walt has done some of the preliminary clearing and terracing, but I’m not entirely happy with the plans we drew up.”

“They were okay until you started changing them,” her son grunted.

“My horizons keep expanding, darling. I want a rose garden, a lily pond, a white garden, a night garden, a pergola, a ha-ha—isn’t that a wonderful name? I wanted one before I even knew what it was. I pictured myself showing it to guests—‘And over there, of course, is the ha-ha.’”

She gave a wriggle of childish amusement, and her husband beamed at her. “Diana will design all the ha-has you want, my dear.”

“If the terrain slopes steeply enough,” Diana said, pleased to be able to display her familiarity with at least one exotic term. “We can’t build a retaining wall—which is really what a ha-ha is—without a sharp drop.”

“We have over a hundred acres,” her hostess said happily. “I’m dying to show you and get your ideas, especially about the roses. I want to order more plants, but the most important thing is to preserve the ones we have. It’s the most astonishing thing, my dear. You won’t believe it till you see it. I couldn’t believe it even when I did see it—like a secret garden in the middle of a wilderness, surviving heaven knows how, and for heaven knows how long. It wasn’t an impressive spectacle when we first saw it last September. The leaves had been withered by black spot and eaten by beetles, and there were only a few blooms. I didn’t know then that the majority of antique roses bloom only once, in early summer. Then I saw it—a single spray of crumpled silken petals—and smelled it, the elemental essence of rose perfume—and I remembered Virgil’s Paestan roses and their double spring—‘canerem biferique rosaria Paesti.’”

Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes shone. Diana’s inconvenient conscience stirred protestingly. If she had been the expert she pretended she would have shared the older woman’s delight and known how to add to it. She had only the vaguest recollection of the rose Emily had mentioned, and the meaning of the quotation completely eluded her.

“That’s right, you were a Latin teacher, weren’t you?” she said.

“For thirty agonizing years, my dear. If we hadn’t struck it rich, I’d still be drumming past perfectives into the reluctant heads of youth. But how I do run on. It’s late; you must be tired.”

Diana snatched at the excuse. “Yes, I really ought to get to the motel. My clothes should be dry by now.”

“My dear girl, you can’t possibly leave here tonight,” her hostess exclaimed. “It’s still pouring, and the creek is probably up over the bridge. Where are you staying?”

“I haven’t checked into a motel yet,” Diana admitted. This was one of the (only too many!) weak points in her story, so she went on quickly, “Motels aren’t usually crowded in April, it’s not tourist season, and I was delayed by the weather. I didn’t want to be late for our appointment, so…”

“Oh, good, if you have your suitcase with you, that solves the only remaining problem,” Emily said cheerfully. “Charlie’s pajamas would be too big for you, and Andy never wears them—at least he never used to, and I gave away those pretty striped ones his Aunt Kay kept sending him for Christmas—a new pair every year, I can’t imagine why—”

“Mother, she’s not interested in my wardrobe or my personal habits,” said her son. “I’ll get your suitcase, Ms. Reed.”

“I take it that you are also spending the night?” his stepfather inquired dryly.

“Now, Charlie, what else can he do? You aren’t going to offer to drive him home, I hope?”


“Home,” Charles repeated. His tone implied a number of things he was too wise to state. Diana got the impression that Andy was a more frequent visitor than Charles would have liked. He went on, “No, I’m not especially keen on driving sixty miles in the rain and the dark. At least I won’t have to lend him my pajamas,” he finished, with a smile that brought a relieved answering smile to his wife’s face.

Diana made a few token protests, but allowed herself to be overruled. After all, she had a valid excuse for not wanting to risk flooded country roads and unfamiliar territory.

After saying good night to Charles she followed Emily upstairs. As she mounted the curving staircase, skirts held high, she had another flash of déjà vu—or whatever it was. Memories of history lessons and historical novels, most likely; the lovely staircase, like the central portion of the house it adorned, dated from the eighteenth century, and the women who had ascended and descended its shallow treads over the long years had worn flowing gowns and ruffled petticoats. Daughters and wives and sisters of the aristocratic owners, maidservants…No, the servants would have used the back stairs. Despite her caution she tripped halfway up, and her hostess turned to steady her with a surprisingly strong little hand.

“I tripped on that same step the first few months,” she said with a smile. “It must be just a little off-scale or something: we’ll have to have a carpenter look at it. There’s still so much to do! We’ve lived here only a short time, and the place had been terribly neglected by the former owner. Poor thing, she was over ninety when she died, and quite dotty.”

“Alzheimer’s?”

“That’s what they call it these days. It used to be ‘senility.’ It’s horrible, whatever it’s called. To feel yourself losing control of your thoughts and your actions…”

“Did she live here all alone?” Diana asked.

“Most of the time.” Before Diana could pursue the subject, Emily said, “Wait a minute and I’ll turn on some lights. I don’t want you to fall.”

Bulbs blazed in a row of sconces on the wall of a landing as large as a small room. Hallways led off to right and left; Emily turned to the left and led the way.


“I hope you’ll forgive a certain Spartan air about the furnishings, my dear. The bed is comfortable, at least, and the bathroom is functional—and adjoining—but we’re planning to furnish the whole house with antiques and we’ve just begun. The search is half the fun, don’t you think? Charlie and I have become auction junkies.”

She opened a door and flicked a switch inside. The room was indeed austerely furnished, but the bare bones of it were quite beautiful, for it had the ample proportions and high ceiling of stately homes of the period and moldings framed the juncture of ceiling and walls. It contained only two pieces of furniture—a handsome walnut four-poster bed, and a rocking chair. The windows were uncurtained.

“There’s nobody out there except rabbits and deer and foxes,” said Emily, gesturing at the black night beyond the window glass. “So don’t be self-conscious.”

“I’ll feel like Marie Antoinette in that bed,” Diana said.

“Martha Washington, my dear. Or Mrs. Jefferson, perhaps. It’s supposed to be a genuine eighteenth-century piece,” Emily added, studying the bed doubtfully. “Not that Charlie and I really know, we’re happily blundering around and crowing with delight when we think we’ve got a bargain. If that bed is authentic we got a bargain; if it’s not, we was robbed. I think the auctioneer was honest, but there are a lot of frauds around, aren’t there?”

The arrival of Andy with her suitcase saved Diana from replying. Emily bustled around, supplying towels and sheets and blankets. Finally she left, and Diana knelt down to open her suitcase. She selected the warmest of the nightgowns she had brought; the air felt dank and chilly, and rain still beat against the window.

All at once her hands began to shake uncontrollably. She sat back on her heels, her head bowed, and took a deep, steadying breath. It had worked out even better than she had hoped. She had not given herself away; she was accepted, and actually in the house. Now all she had to do was find a way of remaining there.









Chapter 2


Neither the world nor the imagination can comprehend the rose.

—Rumi (Persian poet)




SPRING SUNSHINE IS A LOVELY THING, GUARANTEED to cheer the most hardened pessimist, but the sight of it streaming through the uncurtained windows brought a sleepy expletive to Diana’s lips. She had hoped for a longer spell of bad weather. Brief but concentrated study—a skill honed by the horrendous demands of the law-school curriculum—had packed her memory with a considerable amount of information about gardening in general and old roses in particular. With fast talking and a lot of luck she might conceal her relative ignorance of the subject on which she was supposed to be an expert, so long as she didn’t have to do anything. The kind, considerate Nicholsons wouldn’t expect her to start measuring and surveying in a pouring rain, but now she would have to fumble for unconvincing excuses to explain why she wasn’t using the instruments and techniques of her supposed trade. That kind of knowledge couldn’t be acquired in a couple of weeks; she had not even tried.


A sound outside the door made her stiffen defensively into a counterfeit of sleep. Through her lashes she saw the door open and, after a few moments, close again. Footsteps tiptoed away.

Diana pulled the covers over her head and cursed her employer’s enthusiasm. At least Emily hadn’t burst in shouting jolly slogans like “Rise and shine.” A few more hours, Diana thought cravenly. It was still early; the angle of the sunlight told her that. And she was so tired…even after eight hours of dreamless, undisturbed sleep.

Her fatigue was not physical. The evening had been a strain, forcing her to stay constantly on the alert for potential pitfalls. She knew better than most how difficult it was to invent a long, elaborate lie and stick to it, without a blunder or slip of the tongue. Often it was not the details of the lie itself that tripped up a witness, but some small unconsidered trifle. Like looking over your shoulder when someone addressed you by a name that wasn’t yours. She had tried to guard against that by using her own first name and a surname that started with the same initial as her own. Or the license plates on the car. She had considered that potential danger, but unless she did something stupid to arouse suspicion, the Nicholsons wouldn’t be likely to trace them—and Pennsylvania was a big state. Lots of people, unrelated people, lived in Pennsylvania…Wearily, for the thousandth time, she went over her mental list, trying to think of something she might have overlooked. A useless exercise; she could probably talk her way out of casual errors, it was ignorance of her supposed profession that would betray her eventually.

On the floor, next to the door, was a tray. So that was why Emily had come—not to call her to work but to offer a gesture of hospitality. Diana got out of bed, shivering as her bare feet pressed the uncarpeted boards of the floor.

The tray held a thermos of coffee, a cup and saucer, a spoon, a cream pitcher, and a folded note, which read: “I forgot to ask whether you are one of those sensible people who refuses to face the world before you’ve had your coffee. Leave it if you aren’t; enjoy at your leisure if you are.”


The note was unsigned, but despite the bold, dashing handwriting, more suited to a man than a dainty little lady, she knew who had written it. Diana frowned—her task would have been a lot easier if Emily Nicholson had not been so damned nice—and then smiled as she noted there was no sugar or sweetener or napkin on the tray, and that cat hairs floated on the cream. Philosophically she scooped most of them out with a tissue before adding the cream to her coffee.

She dressed for work, in worn corduroys and a long-sleeved shirt to protect herself against brambles and poison ivy, toxic even in semi-dormancy—and, of course, the thorns on the roses. There would be no need for her to bring out the dreaded surveying instruments today; she could reasonably claim she wanted to spend some time just looking over the area and making general notes.

When she opened her door she found herself facing a phalanx of cats. They were of all sizes, shapes and colors: tabby, calico, black, white, and gray, and one lordly Siamese. The Siamese and two of the others slid between her legs and headed purposefully for the bed. Several others sat still and stared at her expectantly. One, a small fuzzy white feline with blue eyes, jumped up and attached itself to her pant leg. When she pried it loose, it transferred its grip to her sleeve and swarmed up onto her shoulder.

An unexpectedly poignant memory came back to Diana. Her beloved, long-dead Fuzzy (eight-year-olds are not noted for the originality of the names they give pets) had loved to sit on her shoulder. After Fuzzy died there had been no replacement. Her father didn’t care for cats.

The three invaders of her room had settled down on the bed. They looked as if they had every right to be there—but then cats always do look that way. After hesitating for a moment, Diana decided to leave them in possession. She started for the stairs, accompanied by a mewing entourage. They seemed to know where they were going, and she suspected their destination was the kitchen, so she followed.

The stairs curved to a landing halfway up, which was lighted by a tall window; the curve continued beyond, to the hall below. The principal reception rooms opened up on either side of this central hall. Through open archways to right and left sunlight illumined areas that had been darkly invisible the previous night. Presumably they were parlors and sitting rooms and a dining room, but at present their function could only be surmised, since they were virtually empty of furniture. All the walls had been freshly papered or painted and, presumably, replastered. Flooring and stairs had been refinished and polished to a golden glow. She supposed wiring, plumbing, and heating apparatus had also required modernizing and/or replacement. Those basic requirements would have to be done first, before the luxury of decorating and furnishing. It was no wonder the house still looked bare, but the few pieces of furniture she had seen were exquisite—a Chippendale-style lowboy in the lower hall, a few rugs of obvious antiquity and value, a low carved chest that might have come out of a medieval palace. However, it was no wonder the Nicholsons preferred to spend their time in the comfortable, book-lined shabbiness of the library.

When she reached the kitchen she was relieved to find Emily alone, seated in a rocking chair by the huge stone fireplace and rocking vigorously as she sipped her coffee and read the newspaper. She flung this aside when she saw Diana, and jumped up, dislodging a cat that had been on her lap.

“Good morning, good morning! You aren’t late, the others are early. At least Charlie is, he always is, he’s in his study. Andy is still asleep. He was up half the night, as usual. It’s a pity he can’t find a night job, he’s a nocturnal creature like an owl or a cat.”

“What does he do for a living?” Diana asked, taking the chair at the table Emily had indicated.

“A little of everything. At the moment he’s working for an insurance company in Warrenton, but he’s been a reporter, a travel agent, a real estate salesman, and a construction worker. They’re a restless lot, these young men, aren’t they?”

She had turned to the refrigerator, so Diana was able to get her face under control before Emily turned back with a glass of orange juice and a carton of eggs.

“Please don’t fuss,” she said, taking the glass. “I never eat breakfast.”

“Toast or a roll, at least,” Emily insisted. “You need something in your stomach if you’re going to be tramping around all morning. My dear, are you aware of the fact that Miss Matilda’s tail is in your orange juice?”

“She won’t get down,” Diana said helplessly. “Why did you name her Matilda?”

“Miss Matilda. Doesn’t she look like a Matilda?” Deftly Emily detached the cat and put it on the floor. “She belonged to the old lady from whom we bought the house. Nobody seemed to know what her name was, so we called her after Miss Musser. She’s deaf, poor little thing. The cat, I mean, but so was the old lady, come to think of it.”

“Deaf?” Diana looked down at the cat, which was indignantly licking the tip of its tail. “She doesn’t look that old.”

“A lot of blue-eyed white cats are deaf. Something to do with genes,” Emily said vaguely. “But Miss Matilda is older than she looks; four or five years old, the vet thinks. She’s small because she was malnourished in kittenhood.”

“But I can’t imagine that…” Diana stopped herself, on the brink of one of those unexpected pitfalls. “That any decent person would neglect an animal,” she finished.

“As I told you, the old lady was very absentminded toward the end. But Miss Matilda—the cat—dear me, I didn’t realize how confusing the names would be—the cat was probably a stray. It wasn’t the old lady’s fault. Now here’s your toast. Butter or jam? Sit down, I’ll get you another glass of orange juice.”

Emily was dressed in a practical ensemble of grubby pants and a wool shirt that had obviously been stolen from Charles; the tails flapped below her hips and the sleeves kept unrolling over her hands. When Diana indicated she was finished, Emily rolled her sleeves up again, pulled on a pair of knee-length boots, and tied a scarf tightly over her head.

“You do have boots, don’t you?” she asked. “The pasture is still muddy in spots.”


“They’re in the car.”

They went out the front door and Diana saw the facade of the house for the first time.

The previous night it had been only a Gothic presence, a looming bulk whose outlines were uncannily blurred by curtains of rain, and whose lighted windows glared like watching eyes. Now sunlight warmed the soft red bricks, over which a tracery of Virginia creeper had begun to climb. The central portion was…Georgian? Mercifully she wasn’t supposed to be an expert on domestic architecture! It was three stories high, with a dormered roof and a severely balanced facade: a pair of windows on either side of the arched front door, which had a fanlight transom above. On either side a two-story wing had been added, connected to the central block by a low, enclosed passageway, so that the roofline seemed to undulate—rising and falling, then rising to a higher point in the center before repeating the pattern on the other side. Tall chimneys punctuated the roof outline. The house showed the effect of recent (and undoubtedly expensive) renovation. Glass glittered, fresh white paint covered door-and window frames, and the pointing, though skillfully tinted to blend with the faded brick, appeared to have been newly repaired.

“You really have accomplished quite a lot in a short time,” Diana exclaimed. “That is—I mean—I saw photographs last fall, in the newspapers.”

“Yes, we were only too prominently featured in the newspapers,” Emily said with a grin. “If I’d written a best-seller or inherited from an aged aunt, the reporters wouldn’t have been so interested, but I suppose there is something intrinsically comical about a pair of aging academics like ourselves hitting the lottery. It’s usually some worthy housewife or blue-collar worker. Can you believe neither of us had ever bought a lottery ticket till after we were married?” She laughed, her eyes bright and reminiscent. “We’ve done a lot of things together, Charlie and I, that we never did before. His former wife is as boring as my ex-husband.”

“You’re having fun, aren’t you?”

“Hard to believe, isn’t it, that old people can have fun?” Emily’s understanding smile removed any suggestion of offense, offered or taken. “Believe it. We were thinking of retiring in a few years anyhow when we got this windfall—settling into a sedentary stupor in the suburbs of Baltimore. After we talked it over, we decided to go for it—do whatever we felt like doing, without regard for age or common sense. Finding this house was sheer luck, though. At least that’s what Charlie calls it; I’m not so sure…We were visiting Andy, who was working for a realtor at the time, and he insisted on showing us the place. He thought we’d like it, he said. It was love at first sight. I can’t explain why. The roses may have had something to do with it…Oh, dear, I’m talking too much, as usual. Get your boots and let’s begin the tour.”

She didn’t stop talking, though. As they descended the steps and walked toward Diana’s car, she went on. “This is the front of the house now, but in the old days the river entrance, at the back, was equally important. We found the remains of a stone pier, so apparently the stream was deeper and wider two hundred years ago. That’s where the gardens were, and that’s the part I’m really excited about restoring. This approach, for people who came by road, wasn’t so elaborately landscaped. All we need to do here is lay fresh sod, plant more trees and shrubs, lay out flower beds, pave the driveway—it won’t be authentic, but since we don’t (thank God) have slaves to rake the gravel twice a day, it will be easier to maintain—rebuild the stone wall and find antique gates for the entrance…”

She stopped to catch her breath, smiling at Diana, who could only say feebly, “Yes, well…I’d better start making notes. My briefcase is in the car.”

At the far end of the curving drive, where tottering stone pillars marked the location of now-vanished gates, a pickup truck appeared. Emily shaded her eyes with her hand.

“That’s Walt’s truck. I wonder what he wants? He can’t be meaning to work today, the ground is too wet.”

Diana knew what he wanted. The driveway was three hundred feet long; by the time the truck stopped and the driver got out, she was able to meet his gaze unflinchingly. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with a head of unruly brown hair and eyebrows as sharply defined as if they had been drawn with a single stroke of charcoal. His eyes were a curious shade of gray-green—cat’s eyes, she thought absurdly. It wasn’t their color that reminded her of a cat, it was the unblinking stare that seemed to measure her with a cool appraisal that demanded…something she wasn’t able or willing to give.

“I needn’t introduce you two, need I,” Emily said innocently.

“I guess I can figure who she is,” said the man named Walt. He offered his hand. The skin of his palm and fingers felt like coarse sandpaper.

“You mean you haven’t met?” Emily asked

“Phone calls, letters,” said Walt. “Especially those impressive letters of recommendation.”

“I was just about to begin the tour,” Emily explained. “Poor Diana arrived last night, in the middle of that raging storm, so she hasn’t seen anything yet. I’d love to have you join us, Walt. You weren’t planning to work today, were you?”

“No, ma’am, it’s too muddy. Tomorrow, maybe, if this wind keeps up. Good drying weather. I just came by to see what damage that storm did, and—if it’s okay with you—to pick up a check. I want to rent a front-loader and my cash flow is down to a trickle, as usual.”

“Of course. I’ll get my checkbook.” Emily trotted back into the house.

Diana braced herself. The request had only been an excuse to get rid of Emily.

“Well, hello, Mata Hari,” said Walt Slade with a slow smile. “You don’t look anything like I’d expected.”

His eyes moved over her, from her windblown hair to her shabby sneakers. Diana’s lips tightened. Her youthful appearance had always been a handicap when it came to dealing with clients, and even some other attorneys, but when she was on her own turf she could take steps to counteract it—high heels and a built-up chair to increase her height, severely tailored suits and careful makeup to minimize a round face and rounded figure, hair pulled tightly back into a chignon. She had even bought a pair of heavy horn-rimmed glasses which could be whipped out of a desk drawer when the situation seemed to warrant it. Walt’s amused, appraising look told her how she must appear to him, with loosened tendrils of hair escaping from her casual ponytail, in jeans and shirt that were shrunken and faded from frequent washings. In her flat-heeled shoes she was a good ten inches shorter than he.

“What did you expect?” Her voice was deliberately belligerent. Walt’s smile faded.

“Somebody more…formidable.”

“I can be formidable enough.”

“Don’t I know.”

Vocabulary and accent were not those of a laborer, she thought, and then reproached herself for snobbery. Just because a man chose to work with his hands didn’t mean he was an ignorant semiliterate.

And just because he had been sympathetic and cooperative didn’t mean she could afford to lower her guard. Experience had taught her that friendliness could be interpreted as weakness and an invitation to be dominated.

“You were under no compulsion to do as I asked,” she said crisply. “And it was you who mentioned that the Nicholsons were looking for an expert on old roses.”

“I should know better than argue with a lawyer,” Walt said. His voice was as cool as hers and his smile had vanished. “I thought…well, you’re not interested in what I thought.”

“Have you changed your mind?”

“Don’t see how I can now. You’ve boxed me in rather neatly. Anyhow, you convinced me you have a case, and I’m not…Watch out, she’s coming back. Where are you staying?”

“I haven’t decided.”

His heavy brows drew together. “I need to know how to reach you. We have to talk.”

“I know how to reach you,” Diana said, scowling back at him.


There was no time for more; Emily was back, waving pen and checkbook and asking how much Walt wanted. Was she always that trusting? Diana wondered.

He accepted the check and took leave of them. “I’ll be seeing you, Diana,” he said. “Quite a lot of you, I expect.”

“Such a nice young man,” Emily said, as the truck rattled off. “You’ll have to be firm with him, he has decided ideas about how things ought to be done. Some of them quite good, really; I told him he ought to go back to school and study landscape architecture. Now then—your boots.”

Diana had taken the precaution of scraping them on the cement steps of her apartment house and smearing them with mud and dried grass so they wouldn’t be conspicuously new. Apparently they passed muster, for Emily made no comment. Removing a clipboard from her briefcase, Diana announced she was ready to begin.

Once again Emily’s loquacity came to her rescue. Emily often asked for her opinion, but seldom let her complete a sentence. Nodding and smiling and…for the sake of variety—sometimes wrinkling her brow as if in thought, Diana realized that Emily knew exactly what she wanted. She and Charles, and the other landscapers she had consulted, had had months to work out plans for the driveway entrance. The area between the house and the gateposts was fairly flat; no reshaping of the terrain would be required, only flags to outline flower beds and mark the spots where trees were to be planted. I can do that, Diana thought with rising optimism. It’s partly a matter of personal taste, after all; they may not like what I suggest, but they can’t prove it’s wrong!

They followed a flagstoned path around the left wing—the one that contained the kitchen—and Diana’s optimism received a sudden check when she saw what lay behind the house, on what had once been the riverfront.

A square area approximately half an acre in extent had been cleared and planted with grass and shrubbery. It was defined by a stone wall from which a flight of wide stone steps led down to a wilderness that seemed to stretch off into infinite distance. Part was pasture, part woodland. At the base of a slope to the north she could see a belt of trees and hear—in the brief intervals when Emily stopped talking—the rush of angry water. It was, Emily told her, a stretch of the same stream they had crossed on their way to the house. “There are all kinds of possibilities there,” Emily added, her eyes glittering with a look Diana had already learned to know and dread. “Paths through the trees, stairs at intervals—the bank slopes quite sharply down to the stream—wildflowers all along the paths and in the little hollows, rustic benches and tables…”

“You haven’t—uh—drawn up any plans yet?” Diana asked.

“Dozens!” Emily laughed merrily. “I’ll show you them. You’ll despise them, and come up with far more brilliant ideas. This planted area was Miss Musser’s backyard; but it’s evident—don’t you think?—that originally it was the first and highest of a series of descending terraces, like the ones at the Villa Farnese. We found the remains of the lower walls and steps; most of the stones had been taken away and used to build foundations for outbuildings. I haven’t decided yet whether to restore the terraces or do something more informal—a slope with winding paths and perennial borders and…But you’ll have suggestions, I’m sure.”

Diana nodded. “I’m sure,” she echoed. “Someone’s kept this area—the backyard—well tended. I’d have thought Miss Musser was too old to take care of it.”

The answer was not the one she had hoped to elicit. “I’ve tried to keep up with the weeding and pruning and so on. Charlie and I both enjoy messing around with flowers. But I suppose all these trees and shrubs will have to go, won’t they?”

“Uh—yes.” Diana decided it was time she made a positive statement. “It’s easier to clear everything out rather than try to work around existing—er—plant material. None of this would fit into a formal garden.”

It was a pretty little patch, though, and testified to the greenness of someone’s thumb. Daffodils swayed in the neatly weeded beds along the back steps. A huge pussy willow, taller than any she had ever seen, had bloomed and faded; the soft gray catkins had sprouted long ugly yellow whiskers. Emily’s pruning had not been aggressive. Forsythia and spirea sprawled across the grass, and a gnarled old apple tree had flung itself into an extravagance of frothy bloom, as if it knew this might be its final outburst.

The same thought had occurred to Emily. “I hate to cut down trees,” she mourned. “I don’t suppose we could save the apple?”

“It’s awfully old,” Diana said. “It probably wouldn’t last much longer anyway.”

“Maybe we could just wait till it falls down. Euthanasia is all very well with mammals, but…It isn’t suffering!”

Diana laughed and shook her head. It required little expertise to see that the apple tree was in its dotage.

They started off across the pasture. It had been mowed the previous year, but not raked. The layer of yellowed fallen grass was still wet, and very slippery. “I’d have thought some of the local farmers would have wanted the hay,” Diana said.

“I gather cows have more delicate stomachs than one might suppose. Thistles are especially bad, and we had a bumper crop of them.”

“Oh, yes, of course.”

“No ‘of course’ about it,” Emily said placidly. “Cows and their habits are outside the ken of a horticulturist. That’s where locals like Walt are so useful. We were lucky to find him. He found us, actually; turned up at the front door shortly after we moved in, and said he figured we’d be wanting some work done. He wasn’t the only one to offer his services. It’s a small town, and they were all agog with curiosity about the crazy couple who’d bought the old Musser place.”

She stopped, her hand pressed to her side; the slope they had just climbed was steeper than it looked. “Now. What I had in mind was…”

What she had in mind sounded like the gardens of Versailles, only bigger. Gazing out over the stretch of rough pastureland, Diana felt her mind reel. “It’s going to be a big job,” she said when her hostess paused for breath.


“That’s why I want to get started as soon as possible. Oh, and I want a gazebo. I thought here, on the top of this hill, would be a good place—such a wonderful view—but Charlie wants it at the bottom of the slope, so we can see the waterfall and the lily pond.”

“Waterfall,” Diana repeated numbly.

“And a huge pond. With a bridge over it, of course.”

“Of course.”

“Now,” Emily said, her eyes aglow. “Now comes the part I really want you to see. We haven’t figured out what was here in Colonial times; it’s been rough pasture for years, probably centuries, and there are no traces of earlier plantings. But on the other side, toward the stream…”

Having recovered her breath, she plunged recklessly down the hill. To Diana’s bewildered eyes the rough surface appeared little different from that of the upper pasture, but Emily’s running commentary indicated that either her experience, or her imagination, was more developed. “…an allée of trees…parterres…this hollow may have been a pool…remains of a knot garden…”

Suddenly a green wall barred their path. It rose high above Diana’s head and was so thick she could see nothing beyond it. At some time in the not too distant past its sides and top had been roughly trimmed, but new green growth blurred the perpendicular lines.

Emily mistook Diana’s bewildered silence for admiration. She beamed and bounced with pleasure. “Have you ever seen boxwood this old? Oh, but that’s a silly question—of course you have. I hadn’t, though, Charlie and I never took garden tours. It must be two hundred years old. It’s a solemn responsibility, we feel; you can save it, can’t you? I know it needs trimming and feeding and all that sort of thing.” Mercifully she didn’t wait for Diana to answer, but went on, “Now come inside. It wasn’t meant to be like this, of course; the boxwood was a low border, not a barrier, and there were several entrances. Only one of them has been kept clear. It’s just like the secret garden in the book, isn’t it?”

She squeezed through a gap in the foliage that barely admitted even her slender frame. Diana followed, edging sideways. What she saw was so remarkable that even her untrained brain responded with astonishment.

The enclosed area was about forty feet on either side. Weeds were everywhere, covering the ground with a carpet of green and a sprinkle of colored bloom, but they were this year’s growth. Rising from the weeds were prickly stems whose identity was unmistakable to the rankest of amateurs. None had blooms, or even buds, but they were beginning to leaf out. They sprawled in exuberant abandon, some forming tangled mounds almost as tall as she.

“It’s hard to make out the original design now,” Emily said. “Some of them have died, and others have growed like Topsy. But I think there were graveled cross-paths meeting in the center, where there may have been a fountain or a bench. That was typical of eighteenth-century garden design.”

“You don’t mean that some of these rosebushes are two hundred years old?” Diana exclaimed.

In her astonishment she had fallen headlong into one of the dreaded pitfalls—an inexcusable error, for her reading had told her that such cases were not unheard-of. In fact, those survivals answered the question Andy had started to ask the night before—how had the old roses been rediscovered, after virtually vanishing from catalogs and nursery collections?

Again Emily saved her from the consequences of her carelessness. “It has happened; you remember Abigail Adams’s roses, and those wonderful roses in New Zealand—Anaïs Ségales, wasn’t that the name?—Nancy Steen discovered on the graves in neglected cemeteries; some of them had to be a hundred years old. And the ones American rose rustlers found near abandoned houses and in old graveyards. Thomas Christopher has an enchanting account of that in his book.” She sighed longingly. “I’d love to think that some of these bushes are contemporaneous with the house. But of course—as you saw—this garden wasn’t forgotten. It would be completely overgrown if that had been the case. Possibly the oldest roses died and were replaced over the years. I know there’s at least one classic rose here, the Autumn Damask I told you about, but I don’t suppose we’ll ever know for certain how old it is. It was certainly not available to Colonial gardeners, along with a number of other varieties. Lady Skipwith had marble and cabbage roses at Prestwould.”

Diana stopped herself, in the nick of time, from asking who Lady Skipwith was. She’d have to do some quick private cramming to identify that name and the others Emily had casually tossed off.

“I’d love to find some of the marbled roses Lady S. mentions,” Emily went on. “I suppose she was referring to the striped and splotched types.”

“Yes. Right.”

“And this,” Emily said, “is the Autumn Damask—the one I saw in bloom last fall. I’m right in the identification, aren’t I? You see the loose-growing habit.”

“It could be,” Diana said cautiously.

Emily laughed. “You’re being very tactful, my dear. I know there’s no hope of identifying any of them until they bloom, but I get so excited when I imagine coming out here one morning and finding a bush covered
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