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  Prologue


  It was a lovely dream. Everything about it was perfect. The sun was shining, there were other children for her to play with and—best of all—no one asked her about her father. All the adults were smiling but there was one lady who seemed to Jasmine to be especially kind. Her beautiful green eyes followed the little girl wherever she went, and she sensed that no harm would be allowed to come to her while the lady was there.


  Just as she was wondering where her mother was, the lady came across to her, leading a small boy by the hand. He was older than Jasmine and his eyes were not particularly kind, yet she was convinced that he also would look after her.


  When the woman reached Jasmine she crouched down in the grass until her face was level with the child’s. She was wearing a long flowing dress and smelt faintly of lemons and honeysuckle. Her hair was as dark as Jasmine’s but long and straight where the child’s was short and curly.


  “Hello, Jasmine,” she whispered and as she spoke she smiled, showing small white teeth that gleamed in the sunlight.


  “Hello,” responded the little girl.


  “Do you like it here?” she continued.


  “Yes, but I can’t see my mummy.”


  “She’ll be here soon. You’re a very pretty little girl,” she added.


  Jasmine didn’t reply because she couldn’t think what she was supposed to say. Instead she hung her head, noticing that the daisies beneath her feet were very large and the grass extraordinarily green.


  “This is Luke,” continued the lady. “I’m sure you and Luke are going to be great friends. You have a lot in common.” Jasmine stared at the boy, who flicked his eyes over her then stared off into the distance, still holding his mother’s hand. “I don’t like boys,” murmured Jasmine. “They shout all the time and keep playing shooting games. My mummy doesn’t like me to play shooting games.”


  “How silly!” said the beautiful lady, and for a moment she didn’t look beautiful at all but rather sharp and cross.


  “I haven’t got a mother,” volunteered Luke, glancing back at Jasmine with a slightly warmer expression in his eyes.


  “I haven’t got a daddy,” responded Jasmine.


  “I know. That’s why we belong together.”


  “I thought this was your mummy,” said Jasmine.


  “It is.”


  “You just said you didn’t have one!”


  “She’s dead,” said Luke casually. “Can’t you tell? Touch her face. Go on, touch it.”


  She put out a hesitant hand and encountered ice-cold flesh that made her fingers burn. With a startled exclamation she jumped away, feeling the tears prickling behind her eyes.


  “Cry-baby.” The comment was half-hearted, a token jeer from the boy that he didn’t seem to mean.


  “If she’s dead,” continued Jasmine, “how can she be here with us?,”


  “Because this is a dream, silly! She can only be with us in dreams.”


  The woman glanced around her at a suddenly darkening sky. “I have to go,” she informed them. “I’ll see you again, Jasmine. Kiss me goodbye now.” It was an order, not a request. Jasmine’s bottom lip quivered but she leant forward and her lips brushed a cold cheek. “That’s right. You see, there wasn’t anything to be afraid of, was there?”


  Before she could answer, the sun disappeared behind a dark cloud, a strong cool wind swept across the field where she stood and there was a crash of thunder that made her clap her hands over her ears. Now the other children who’d been laughing and playing near her were screaming, running frantically away towards a small stone building on the far side of the field, and only Jasmine and Luke were left.


  “Do you know how to get home safely?” the boy asked her. She frowned, realizing that she didn’t know where she was but certain it didn’t matter because it was only a dream.


  “Well, do you?” he sounded impatient now.


  “Not really. I suppose I’ll just wake up.”


  His eyes widened. “That’s dangerous. You’ve got to get back first, otherwise you might die too. I’ll show you. Take my hand.”


  She obeyed him, and suddenly they were flying through the air and she felt dizzy and sick, as though she were on a ride at a funfair. They rushed madly through the dark sky and she closed her eyes tightly, hoping that she’d soon wake up in her own bed again.


  “We’re here!” he shouted triumphantly. “See you soon.”


  “But…”


  It was too late. She felt herself falling down a deep hole, falling faster and faster until with a terrible crash she landed on something hard that hurt her back and made her cry out. Once she’d begun to cry she couldn’t stop and it was only the sound of her mother’s voice that finally calmed her.


  “Jasmine, wake up!” urged Kathryn. “You’ve had a bad dream and fallen out of bed. Wake up; darling.”


  She opened her eyes and saw her mother looking anxiously down at her. “Was it really a dream, Mummy?” she asked, unable to believe that Luke and his dead mother hadn’t existed.


  “Of course it was. Come along, back into bed with you. Would you like a drink of water?”


  Jasmine shook her head. “It was a strange dream, Mummy. There was this boy and—“


  “Just forget all about it. Would you like the landing light left on?”


  “No, thank you. It wasn’t a nasty dream, it was just … strange.”


  “You ate too much supper!” Kathryn laughed as she left her daughter’s room.


  Jasmine snuggled down under her duvet and quickly drifted off to sleep again, her small fist gradually unclenching until the fingers finally relaxed and one unusually large daisy fell gently to the soft pink carpet.


  Chapter 1


  “Wake up, sleepy head!” said Kathryn with a laugh, tugging gently at her daughter’s duvet. “It’s a lovely morning.”


  Jasmine opened her eyes and blinked in surprise. Strangely she hadn’t expected to see her mother. She’d felt certain that her new friend, Luke, would be waiting eagerly for her to play with him again and for a fleeting second her bottom lip trembled with disappointment.


  “You had a bad dream last night,” continued Kathryn, drawing back the curtains and letting the sun stream in on the pine furniture and gleaming white walls. “That’s what happens to little girls who stay up late in the evenings.”


  Normally Jasmine was a placid child with a merry smile for everyone but suddenly she felt grumpy and her mother’s relentless chatter irritated her. “Didn’t!” she muttered, swinging her sturdy brown legs out of bed. “Keely always watches Disney Time.”


  “That explains why Keely’s such a moody miss! Come on, Jasmine. I’ve got a lot to do today. June’s a busy month for weddings.”


  “Can I help stir the mixture?” All at once Jasmine’s good humor returned and the strange darkness of spirit that had been lurking like a black cloud disappeared.


  “Of course you can. I’ve got a letter from Grandma downstairs. I expect she’s back in her own home by now.”


  Jasmine ran into the tiny bathroom, splashed some water on her rosy cheeks and dabbed herself dry with her mother’s towel. “Is Grandma better?” she asked.


  “Not quite. It takes a long time to get over things when you’re old.”


  “Can I catch a stroke?”


  Kathryn smiled. “No, sweetheart; it’s something that happens to people when they get older. Mind what you’re doing!” she cautioned as her daughter jumped down the last three steps, landing lightly at the foot of the narrow stairs.


  “Is it eggs for breakfast, Mummy?”


  “No, it’s cereal and toast this morning. I’ll cook spaghetti for lunch,” she promised as consolation.


  “OK. Has Daddy written to me yet?” Jasmine added casually.


  Kathryn thought of her ex-husband. She remembered the classical Greek features, inherited from his mother, and his quick, volatile temper. How could she explain to their daughter, so like him in looks, that now he was living abroad with a new wife and two small children he’d forgotten his first family. No doubt Effingham was dull in comparison with Rome; certainly she was very dull in comparison with the beautiful Pia. Dark, sultry Pia, who’d worked as an au pair for Kathryn’s closest friend.


  “Not yet, Jasmine. He’s very busy,” she added in an attempt to explain his neglect.


  “I’m busy, busy, busy, said the bee!” Jasmine laughed, filling her bowl to the top with chocolate Weetoes.


  “Right, let’s see what Grandma has to say.” Kathryn was relieved that Jasmine was so easily satisfied. She never seemed to suffer the overwhelming sense of rejection that caused her so much misery.


  Jasmine pulled a soggy ring out of the pool of milk and fed it to Tammy, the overweight and temperamental cocker spaniel that had been her father’s pride and joy before Pia arrived on the scene. “It’s good for you!” she assured the tawny animal as it coughed and spluttered its way through the treat.


  “Don’t feed the dog,” said Kathryn automatically, but she was frowning at the contents of the letter and her reprimand was half-hearted. Jasmine took her bowl to the sink, emptied the remaining Weetoes into the bin and picked up a piece of granary loaf. Tammy eyed it hopefully but Jasmine still had the butter and Marmite to spread before she was going to give any away. She loved spreading things on bread.


  Unaware of the mess accumulating on the table, Kathryn reached the end of the letter, sighed and wondered if it would make better reading second time through. She rather doubted it. It was written by a friend of her mother’s, making it plain that she was needed urgently. “She’s doing remarkably well but there’s a long way to go’ were her closing words, and Kathryn wondered why people assumed that women could always drop everything to go running to a sickbed.


  “It looks as though we may have to stay with Grandma for a time, Jasmine,” she said with a sigh.


  “Where is her new house?”


  “In a little village called South Willoughby. It’s in Lincolnshire.”


  “Good, I wanted to see it. Grandma says there are plants all over the walls.”


  “As long as they’re not full of spiders and beetles! I can’t imagine what I’m meant to do about the cakes,” she continued, talking to herself. “She doesn’t seem to have considered the possibility that I might work. I suppose she assumes your father keeps us in food and clothes. If I sat around waiting for his money to arrive we’d be naked and starving.”


  “Rude! Rude!” crowed Jasmine, delighted by the thought of the pair of them without clothes on.


  “Don’t be silly, and what have you done with the butter?” she screamed in horror.


  Jasmine looked at the lumpy mess that was left in the butter dish and then at her bread, totally invisible beneath its golden covering. “Spread it!” she said triumphantly. “I spreaded my own bread.”


  The ensuing argument drove the letter out of Kathryn’s head, but it returned as soon as she was weighing out the cake mixture. Deep down she knew she’d have to go. Her father had been dead for over ten years and since she was an only child there was no one else for her mother to call on. Sometimes she wondered how liberated women coped with demands like this. Presumably they just hardened their hearts and refused. Some day, she promised herself as she picked up the phone to call Lucy, some day I’ll learn to be like that.


  Lucy was quite chatty, but she didn’t invite Kathryn round as she would have done before Philip ran off with her au pair.


  His passion for Pia had deprived her of both her husband and her best friend. “I suppose I’ll have to go,” she told Lucy in annoyance. “I don’t seem to have any choice.”


  “You are feeble sometimes,” said Lucy unsympathetically. “Of course you’ve got a choice. If your mother’s not well enough to look after herself she’ll just have to go into a nursing home for a few weeks. That’s what my mother did after her hysterectomy.”


  “It seems rather unkind. She hasn’t seen us since she moved and …”


  “Fine,” said Lucy crisply. “If you want to go and help, that’s wonderful, but don’t keep bleating on about how you’re trapped by circumstances. You’re not. You want to go, which is quite a different matter.”


  “Thank you for your help, Lucy,” retorted Kathryn and quickly hung up. The fact that there was an element of truth in Lucy’s comment didn’t make it any more acceptable.


  Jasmine, watching from half-way up the stairs, looked at her mother’s short urchin-cropped hair and remembered the lady in her dream, or what her mother insisted on calling a dream. “Mummy, why don’t you have long hair?” she demanded.


  “Because it’s easier to manage when it’s short.”


  “I like long, dark hair.”


  “Do you indeed?”


  “Perhaps Daddy liked long, dark hair. Do you think he did? Pia’s hair’s long and black. Is that why he went to Italy with her?”


  Kathryn flushed, surprised by Jasmine’s accusing tone. “Of course not. I’ve already explained to you that Daddy—“


  “… fell in love and didn’t want to be your husband any more. I know that, it’s boring! I just thought that if you’d made yourself prettier …”


  “It may surprise you to know that I used to be quite pretty!” she laughed.


  “If you died, could I still talk to you?”


  The change of subject took Kathryn by surprise. “Died? Jasmine, what are you on about? I’ve no intention of dying for a long time yet.”


  “But if you did,” she persisted, “could I talk to you?”


  “No.”


  “Not even at night?”


  “Not ever, Jasmine. I can’t imagine where you get these strange ideas from.”


  Jasmine didn’t reply.


  In the middle of the afternoon a customer called to collect her daughter’s wedding cake for the following Saturday. “It’s beautiful,” she enthused. “My sister-in-law has her silver wedding next month. Shall I give her your name and phone number?”


  “I’m afraid I’m going to be away for a while, Mrs. Gregory. My mother’s convalescing from a stroke and …”


  Mrs. Gregory obviously didn’t hold with Kathryn’s sense of duty. “That’s no way to build up a business, Mrs. Talkes. You’ve only just started out.”


  “These things happen,” said Kathryn equably, but the woman shook her head disapprovingly.


  After she’d gone Jasmine came in from the garden, her mouth red from the early strawberries she’d been eating. “May I have a drink, Mummy?”


  “Please,” said Kathryn automatically.


  Jasmine sighed. “Luke doesn’t have to keep saying please.”


  “Doesn’t he? Lucky Luke! Squash or fizzy?”


  “Lemonade, please.”


  “Who’s Luke, anyway?”


  Jasmine smiled happily. “My new friend. I met him last night.”


  “Last night?”


  “Yes, in my dream.”


  “Oh, I see. He’s a pretend friend, is he?”


  Jasmine frowned. “I’m not sure. I don’t think so but … No, I’m sure he’s real.”


  “Then I’d like to meet him,” replied Kathryn. She didn’t mind Jasmine having invisible friends, realizing that it was probably consolation for losing her father, but she was anxious that she learnt to differentiate between dreams and reality.


  “You will,” announced Jasmine with a smile.


  That evening Kathryn was on the phone to South Willoughby for nearly an hour. As soon as she finished she went up to her daughter’s room and found Jasmine sitting on the windowsill staring out into the dusk. “It’s all arranged,” she told her brightly. “I’ve spoken to Grandma’s friend and we’re going there on Friday. You’ll be able to sleep in the attic bedroom. I expect there are plenty of children for you to play with in the village.”


  Jasmine chewed on her thumbnail. “Will Daddy know where to find us if he wants to come home?”


  “I’ll let him know where we’re going,” said Kathryn gently, “but I don’t think he’s very likely to come now that he’s got a new wife and babies.”


  “His new babies are boys; Daddy always said he liked girls best.”


  “It’s a long way for him to come, Jasmine.”


  “Perhaps we should stay here. Is it nearer to Italy here?”


  “About the same, darling. Don’t worry, I’m sure he thinks about you a lot.”


  “He sent me a nice doll for my birthday.”


  “Yes,” lied Kathryn, who’d bought the doll herself and got a friend to write the label.


  “Does he know I call the doll Jezebel?”


  “Not yet.”


  “Then I’ll tell him. Why does Grandma call Pia Jezebel? Is it her other name?”


  “No. I think you ought to be in bed.”


  Jasmine jumped down to the floor and did a quick handstand. “Look at me, Mummy! I’m going to be in a circus when I’m big.”


  “Very clever! Come on, into bed.”


  “I can walk on my hands as well, watch me!”


  “Get into your bed, Jasmine.”


  Jasmine’s legs wavered for a moment and then she sprung back on to her feet, her face even more flushed than usual. “You made me lose my concentration, Mummy! I don’t want to go to bed. It’s too hot.”


  “You have such wonderful dreams I’m surprised you’re not anxious to get off to sleep.”


  “I forgot that! I might see Luke again. Good night, Mummy. God bless Daddy,” she added hastily as she tore off her shorts and T-shirt.


  Kathryn pulled the sturdy little figure towards her. “Don’t forget my kiss.” She laughed, but Jasmine turned her face away. “No kiss?”


  “No, because you don’t believe in Luke.”


  “I do, darling. I know he’s very real to you, it’s just that… Oh, what does it matter, forget it!”


  “Then you do believe in Luke?”


  “I do believe in Luke.”


  Jasmine beamed and hugged her mother back. “Good! Now we can all be friends, because Luke’s mummy …”


  “Yes?”


  “Nothing.” Jasmine was frowning again. “I thought… It’s all right. Good night, Mummy. Sleep tight.”


  Much to Jasmine’s annoyance she didn’t dream of Luke again, and on the carpet beneath her bed the daisy crumpled away to powder after the heat of the day.


  The journey to South Willoughby took over four hours and by the time Kathryn turned the car off the A52 and along the narrow winding lane that led to the village both she and Jasmine were worn out. “Nearly there,” she promised her daughter. “Grandma’s cottage is the second on the left.” Jasmine stared out of the back window at the flat fields and wrinkled her nose. “I don’t like it here. It’s horrid.”


  “Nonsense! You’re too used to crowded towns. This is the way people ought to live.”


  “I can’t see any people.”


  “That’s because they’re busy.”


  “What do they do?”


  “Well, work on the farms and …”


  “Is this field a farm?”


  “It’s part of a farm. Look, that must be Grandma’s cottage, the one with the chickens outside the gate.”


  Jasmine’s eyes brightened. “I’ll be able to collect eggs for breakfast. Why isn’t Grandma outside waiting for us?”


  “Because she can’t walk very well yet. It certainly is quiet,” added Kathryn as she got out of the car and looked about her. The entire village was strangely silent. There were no children playing on the tiny village green, no customers walking out of the small village store opposite and no cars or bicycles. In her imagination she’d peopled the village with cheerful mothers and their children and she’d always imagined that the chatter of birds provided background music in the country. Not, it appeared, in South Willoughby. Or not today. Today it was as silent as the grave.


  Jasmine scrambled out of the car, hesitating at the gate to the cottage. “Can we go in, Mummy? I’m thirsty.”


  With a small shiver Kathryn took her daughter’s hand and hurried up the path. Although no one was visible she had the unpleasant conviction that they were being watched and was suddenly anxious to get inside. She knocked on the door and waited. There was no reply.


  “Mummy, I’m thirsty.”


  “Perhaps Grandma’s having a rest in bed. I’ll see if she’s left the door unlocked.” Kathryn pushed on the solid wooden door and it swung gently open. “There, I was right. In we go.” They stepped straight into the front room and Kathryn stumbled over an imitation snake draft-excluder that had been left in the middle of the floor. “Mother!” she called loudly. “Mother, we’re here!”


  Jasmine’s dark eyes widened as she stared round the overcrowded room. “Perhaps she’s died!” she whispered nervously.


  “Don’t be silly! Mother, where are you?”


  “She’s at the hospital,” said a light, clear voice from behind them. Kathryn turned quickly. A small boy was outlined in the doorway. “She got sick again and they took her to the hospital.” He moved slowly towards them, clutching a toy bear in his right hand.


  “Who are you?” asked Kathryn.


  “I’m Luke.”


  Kathryn felt as though she were in some strange dream. “You can’t be,” she murmured in confusion. “Luke isn’t real.”


  He shrugged and held the bear more tightly.


  “When did my mother go to hospital?” she continued.


  “This morning. I saw the ambulance stop outside.”


  “I’d better ring at once.”


  He watched her gravely, his small-boned features impassive. “There isn’t a phone. It hasn’t been put in yet. Everything takes a long time here.”


  “I forgot! Where’s the nearest one?” Kathryn was beginning to panic.


  “I don’t know, nor does my bear.” He looked away from her as Jasmine came in from the kitchen where she’d been having a drink of water. She smiled at him shyly.


  “What’s your name?” she asked, but Kathryn—silent and uneasy—was convinced her daughter already knew.


  “I’m Luke Hughes and I’m four. I live in the Manor House.”


  “I’m Jasmine Talkes and I’m nearly five. I live in Sussex.” Luke’s features relaxed. “I’m glad you’ve come, my bear likes you. We’ll be best friends,” he said confidently.


  “My best friend in Sussex is called Keely but I think I like you better.”


  “Of course you do. I haven’t got any other best friends. My bear and me have been waiting for you.”


  Kathryn felt uncomfortable and glanced uneasily at his tattered, glass-eyed bear. “Listen, Luke, I’ve simply got to ring the hospital. Does the shop opposite have a phone?”


  “Yes.” For an obviously bright child he was annoyingly monosyllabic.


  “Then I’ll just run across and ask them if I can use it.”


  “My bear says they won’t let you,” he said solemnly.


  “I’m sure your bear’s wrong. This is an emergency and I’ll pay for the call.”


  “My bear’s never wrong.”


  Kathryn smiled at him. “Lucky bear! Jasmine, you wait here with Luke. I won’t be a moment.”


  Quickly she dashed across the road to the small, all-purpose store. There were several women in the shop. As she entered they stopped talking and listened as impassively as Luke’s bear while she explained her problem to the plump lady behind the counter.


  “I’m sorry, dear,” she said flatly. “Our phone’s out of order. There’s a call box at the far end of the village.”


  “Out of order?”


  “It happens a lot here. This isn’t London, I’m afraid.”


  The customers murmured in agreement among themselves as Kathryn hesitated. “I suppose none of you know where my mother is?” she asked hopefully. They exchanged glances before shaking their heads briefly. “Well, in that case I’d better … I’m sorry to have bothered you,” she concluded, aware that they were anxious for her to leave. As she closed the shop door carefully behind her she heard them resuming their interrupted conversation.


  She ran through the village to the phone but once inside stared furiously at the dangling receiver and a large ‘Out of Order’ notice stuck across the small mirror above the phone. “Damn!” Unable to believe her bad luck she stood by the door, staring helplessly about her. It was beginning to look as though she’d have to drive to the hospital if she wanted to find out about her mother, and she was already overtired. “Damn and blast!” she repeated aloud, and was immediately mortified by the sound of a man’s laughter.


  “Out of order, is it?” The voice had the faintest suggestion of a Welsh lilt. Turning she saw a tall, dark-haired man, probably in his early thirties.


  “I’m sorry,” she apologized quickly. “I don’t usually swear in the street! It’s just that my mother’s been taken to hospital and …”


  “I am sorry. Is she going to be all right?”


  “I don’t know!”


  He frowned. “You’re not from round here, are you?”


  “No, but my mother is. She lives opposite the village shop.”


  “Mrs. Laing?”


  “Yes. I’m her daughter, Kathryn. I only arrived half an hour ago and a little boy told me that she’d been taken to hospital so it’s important that I find a phone. She’s already had one stroke, you see, and if she’s had another bad one I really ought to be with her, but I can’t leave Jasmine—that’s my daughter—alone in a strange village.”


  “Calm down!” His dark eyes smiled into hers and she felt a quick surge of relief that here at last was one helpful inhabitant. “I live right here. You can use my phone with pleasure and if you’re needed at the hospital you can leave your daughter with me. My mother’s living with us and she’d be delighted to have another female in the house.”


  “I’m so grateful,” said Kathryn as they walked towards a large, imposing house made of gray Ancaster stone and set well back from the road. “I felt as though I was in the middle of a nightmare. Is there a directory? I’ll need to look up the number.”


  “You’ll find it on the shelf above the phone. Mind how you go, it’s a bit dark in the hall until your eyes adjust.”


  As she waited for the hospital switchboard to answer, Kathryn’s eye was caught by a frighteningly lifelike stuffed fox in a glass-fronted cabinet on the opposite wall. It was snarling ferociously, its top lip curled back to show the razor-sharp teeth. She shivered slightly and looked away to where the man was waiting by the door.


  His voice had been gentle but he was built like a rugby player. Idly she wondered what he did for a living. Probably something to do with farming, although he didn’t really look like a man who spent his life out of doors. His complexion was too pale.


  It took some time for her to get through to the ward but finally she was relieved to discover that her mother had only suffered a slight fall and would be allowed home the following morning. When she replaced the receiver the man raised his eyebrows questioningly. “How is she?”


  “She’s fine. She can come home tomorrow.”


  “What a relief for you! I don’t think I introduced myself outside. I’m Owen Hughes.”


  Kathryn held out her hand. “And I’m Kathryn Talkes. A very grateful Kathryn Talkes as well! Now I’d better get back to the cottage. I left Jasmine alone with a little boy. I do hope he’s still there.”


  “Is the little boy fair and slight and wearing a rather loud orange T-shirt?”


  “Do you know him?”


  “He’s my son. Why don’t I walk back with you and collect him? I do hope he wasn’t being a nuisance. There aren’t a lot of pre-school children in the village and he gets rather bored during term time.”


  “He was very helpful,” she said, trying to forget the disquiet she’d felt in his presence. “But for him I’d still be searching for my mother.”


  Owen walked briskly and Kathryn didn’t have enough breath for further talk until they arrived at the cottage. Both children were swinging on the already fragile gate and at the sight of her mother, Jasmine climbed over the top and broke one of the hinges.


  “Careful!” exclaimed Kathryn. “You’re much too heavy for that gate.”


  “I’m not! Luke and me have been looking round the cottage, Mummy. It’s not very clean.”


  “That’s because Grandma’s been away in hospital for several weeks. We’ll have to give everything a good scrub before we leave.”


  “Did they let you use their phone?” asked Luke.


  “It was out of order.”


  He smiled. “My bear’s never wrong.”


  “Time to bring your wonderful bear home,” said Owen lightly. “You can see your new friends another day. It’s time for tea.”


  Luke went to climb over the gate, thought better of it and climbed off instead. “Why can’t I come back after tea?”


  “I’m afraid we’ll be busy unpacking after tea,” apologized Kathryn. “Perhaps tomorrow morning?”


  Luke’s eyes shifted away from hers and he shuffled his feet. “I’m busy tomorrow morning.”


  “Doing what?” asked Owen in obvious surprise.


  “My bear thinks we should tidy the graveyard.”


  There was a long silence which no one seemed anxious to break.


  “OK, see you in the afternoon then,” said Jasmine agreeably, and went into the cottage without a backward glance. With a quick smile at Owen, Kathryn followed her, leaving the man alone with his son.
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