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Across a crowded room... 

She felt giddy. She felt sick. She felt elated. She felt 
trapped. An impossible range of emotions crashed 
down on her all at once. Then, as she was inwardly 
staggering, Josh turned, and their eyes met. 

Marta would have sworn that he flinched. But an 
instant later she was willing to admit that maybe the 
flinch had been in her imagination. Because Josh 
calmly diverted his gaze and returned his attention to 
a stunning blonde. 

Marta felt a twinge of something easily diagnosed as 
jealousy and told herself angrily that was the very 
last emotion she should be feeling where Josh was 
concerned. 

This man ditched you, remember? she fumed 
silently. Just keep that uppermost in mind, and hang 
on to your pridel 



Dear Reader, 

In past months I’ve used this page to tell you what we 
editors are doing to live up to the name Silhouette 
Special Edition: 

We’ve brought you the latest releases from authors 
you’ve made into stars; we’ve introduced new 
writers we hope you’ll take to your heart. We’ve 
offered classic romantic plots; we’ve premiered 
innovative angles in storytelling. We’ve presented 
miniseries, sequels and spin-offs; we’ve reissued 
timeless favorites in Silhouette Classics. We’ve 
even updated our covers, striving to give you 
editions you can be proud to read, happy to own. 

All these editorial efforts are aimed at making 
Silhouette Special Edition a consistently satisfying line 
of sophisticated, substantial, emotion-packed novels 
that will touch your heart and live on in your memory 
long after the last page is turned. 

In coming months our authors will speak out from this 
page as well, sharing with you what’s special to them 
about Silhouette Special Edition. I’d love to hear from 
you, too. In the past your letters have helped guide us in 
our editorial choices. How do you think we’re doing 
now? Some time ago I made a promise on this page_ 
that “each and every month, Silhouette Special Edition 
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about Silhouette Special Edition? Share your feelings 
with us, and, who knows—maybe some day your name 
will appear on this page! 

My very best wishes, 
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Silhouette Books 
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Chapter One 

Dusk draped a glamorous, mauve veil over Washing¬ 
ton. Caught in its gossamer mesh, the thousands of 
streetlights suddenly illuminating the city glittered like 
winter fireflies in the cold, clear January night. 

Rush-hour traffic choked Massachusetts Avenue. With 
the taxi in which she was a passenger stalled, Marta 
Brennan sat back acutely conscious of Tony Ashford at 

her side. 
Tea at the British Embassy with Tony had been an ex¬ 

perience. The ambassador and his wife were charming and 
obviously very fond of Tony. Marta was well aware that 
the special treatment she had been given was because she 
was Tony’s fiancee. Used to living on her own laurels, that 
had been a switch for her, though not an unpleasant one. 

Regardless, the overall effect of the supposedly inti¬ 
mate afternoon rendezvous had been...stilted. The huge, 
Massachusetts Avenue embassy was formal, both in ar- 
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chitecture and interior decor. Sir Arthur and Lady Lu¬ 
cinda Carrington-Smith, though delightful, were 
essentially “proper British” and not apt to let down their 
carefully cultivated guard in front of a stranger. Which, 
of course, was undoubtedly the way the queen’s repre¬ 
sentative to the United States and his wife were supposed 
to be. 

Marta sighed. It was occurring to her that Tony Ash¬ 
ford’s life was far more structured than hers, and she 
marveled that she had never thought that through be¬ 
fore. She glanced down at the diamond solitaire twin¬ 
kling on her ring finger, and questions tumbled. 

Could she tailor her life to Tony’s to the extent that they 
could hope to have a successful marriage? Could she re¬ 
main herself, maintain her own identity—and her own 
career—and still give an adequate performance as Mrs. 
Anthony Ashford? Especially since—fond though she was 
of Tony—she loved another man, and always would. 

Tony heard her sigh and leaned toward her. “Some¬ 
thing wrong?” he asked solicitously. 

“No,” she assured him. 

“Then why such a deep sigh? Marta, your hands are 
freezing. Are you all right?” 

“I’m fine, Tony,” Marta told him. “Maybe just a bit 
tired, that’s all.” 

Their taxi was still stalled in the eastbound traffic. 
“Darling, we don’t have to go to the Forthingtons’ cock¬ 
tail party. We can find a phone booth. I can call, tell them 
something came up. Then we can go either to your flat or 
my hotel and relax for a while.” 

Marta shook her head. “I want to meet the Forthing¬ 
tons,” she insisted. She did. They were good friends of 
Tony’s, who lived in Buckinghamshire near his mother’s 
country place. Once she and Tony were married they 
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would be expected to get together occasionally as a four¬ 

some on weekends, either in London or in the coun¬ 

try. ... 

Once she and Tony were married. Thus far no date had 
been set for the wedding, but Marta knew Tony was cer¬ 

tain to pressure her for one before he left for London the 

following evening. 
“Well, I do want you to meet them,” Tony agreed. 

“Another time might be better, that’s all.” 
Before Marta could comment, the traffic jam cleared 

and their taxi started up again. 
The Forthingtons were living in a Connecticut Avenue 

apartment, sublet for the six months Guy Forthington 

would be in Washington on a special mission for the Brit¬ 

ish government. The apartment building was an older 
one, and the elevator creaked slowly upward to the fourth 

floor. 
En route Tony glanced anxiously at Marta. “You do 

look tired,” he observed. “I suggest we cut out as soon as 

possible.” 
“Let’s see how it goes,” Marta replied. 
The fact was, she wanted to keep time together with 

Tony at a minimum for the next twenty-four hours. She 

still wasn’t ready to make the final commitment of set¬ 

ting their wedding date. 
She had been in Washington for nearly three months, 

on assignment photographing and getting to know high- 

ranking women in politics. The problem, she mused, was 

that her assignment was almost finished. Just a couple of 

more interviews to do. Then she’d either have to take an¬ 
other assignment immediately...or yield to Tony’s wishes 

and finalize the wedding plans. 
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She, too, was living in a sublet, a small apartment in a 
Georgetown town house that belonged to a journalist 
friend currently working in Central America. 

She suppressed another sigh, then asked herself sharply, 
why this lassitude? Why this out-of-character feeling of 
inertia and indifference? Maybe what you need is to marry 
Tony as soon as possible and start putting down some 
roots with him in England. 

But there was no conviction to that theorizing. 
She stole a glance at her fiance. He was perhaps an inch 

or so taller than her, rather stocky in build, with broad 
shoulders and a strong physique. He’d been a star soccer 
player both in public school in England and later as a 
university student. He was also an expert skier, a good 
tennis player, a superb dancer. 

He does everything I like to do, Marta reminded her¬ 
self, and does it well. 

And he was a gentle and considerate lover. Made few 
demands, was there only when she wanted him to be. She 
suspected that—in part, anyway—was because Tony was 
so terribly anxious for everything to go right between 
them. Forever and ever and ever. This would be a third 
marital go-around for him, and he was determined to 
make it work. 

The elevator ground to a stop. Tony and Marta stepped 
into a wide corridor. A door at the end stood open. From 
it party sounds emanated. 

Tony laughed. “Sheila Forthington said to follow our 
ears,” he told Marta. 

Marta managed a weak smile; then gave herself a men¬ 
tal kick and silently commanded herself to slip into a party 
mood. There was no need to be so morose. She was thirty- 
two years old, an award-winning photographer whose 
career was so well established she had chances for more 
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plum assignments than she could possibly handle. Also, 
according to Tony among others, she was beautiful, with 
rather exotic, gypsyish looks, and the ability to wear any¬ 
thing well, thanks to her model-slim figure. A figure, she 
remembered wryly, that Josh had proclaimed “skinny” 
and sworn he was going to do something about. 

“We need to round you out a little,” he’d said, accom¬ 
panying his words with that ever-so-slight smile that had 
the power to twist Marta inside out. 

Josh. It was nearly two years since she’d last seen him. 
Since he had effectively dismissed her from his life. Two 
years, during which she had avoided any assignments that 
might have required her to linger in New York. Because 
she was afraid that in Manhattan-even with its millions 
of people—she might run into Josh, and that was some¬ 
thing she still didn’t think she could handle. 

Later, maybe, when even more time had passed, she’d 
feel differently. When she was married to Tony, living in 
London except when on assignment and secure in her own 
new world, then maybe she could risk seeing Josh. Then 
maybe she could dare look up into his face and meet the 
deceptively cool gray eyes that—as she knew so well— 
were more than capable of becoming fired with hot pas¬ 

sion. 
At her side, Tony said, “Marta, this is Sheila For- 

thington.” 
“Marta, I’m so delighted,” their hostess enthused. 

“Tony has talked and talked about you.” 
Marta mumbled something in reply, smiling in a way 

she hoped didn’t look as forced as it felt. Sheila 
Forthington, she saw, was rather short, somewhat on the 
plump side, with curly ginger-colored hair and friendly 

blue eyes. 
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“Sorry we’re a bit late,” Tony apologized. “Had to 
make a stop for tea with Sir Arthur.” 

“Then,” Sheila said, her eyes twinkling, “I’m sure you 
both need a strong drink. The bar’s set up in the dining 
room, Tony. Guy’s around somewhere_” 

“We’ll find him.” Tony tucked Marta’s arm in his, and 
they moved forward. 

They crossed a square foyer and paused at the door of 
a large living room. “Now,” Tony mused, “the question 
is, do we find the dining room—with its bar—to our left 
or our right?” 

Marta didn’t answer him. She couldn’t possibly have 
answered him. Because she was staring across the crowded 
room at a man who, as far as she was concerned, towered 
above everyone else in the world. 

She felt giddy. She felt sick. She felt elated. She felt 
trapped. An impossible range of emotions crashed down 
on her all at once. Then, as she was staggering inwardly. 
Josh turned, and their eyes met. 

Marta would have sworn that he flinched. But an in¬ 
stant later she was willing to admit that maybe the flinch 
had been in her imagination. Because Josh calmly di¬ 
verted his gaze and returned his attention to his compan¬ 
ion, a stunning blonde, who, unlike a lot of film actresses, 
was even lovelier in person than she was on the screen. 

“I say, there’s Trina Cataldo,” Tony murmured. And 
before Marta could protest, he was tugging her across the 
room toward the internationally famous star...and 
Joshua Smith. 

Josh, Marta noted as she and Tony neared him, had lost 
none of his ability to charm. Trina Cataldo was eagerly 
listening to his every word as she gave him the benefit of 
her most brilliant smile. 
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Marta felt a twinge of something easily diagnosed as 
jealousy, and told herself angrily that was the very last 
emotion she should be feeling where Josh was con¬ 
cerned. 

This man ditched you, remember? she hissed sav¬ 
agely. . .though silently. Just keep that uppermost in mind, 
and hang on to your pride! 

“Trina, what a delightful surprise! I didn’t know you 
were in the States,” she heard Tony say. 

“Tony, love,” Trina Cataldo responded. 
Marta watched as Trina and Tony politely embraced 

and kissed lightly, in greeting. 
“Trina, let me introduce my fiancee, Marta Brennan,” 

Tony said. 
At that moment, Marta gazed straight into Josh 

Smith’s eyes, and there was no masking the shock she saw 
in them. For once Josh was jolted. That pleased her— 
she’d been wanting to jolt Josh for a long time—but it 
puzzled her even more. Why should Josh, who had made 
his message so clear two years ago, care if she was going 
to marry someone else? 

After exclaiming enthusiastically about Tony and 
Marta’s engagement, Trina turned toward the tall man at 
her side to say, “Josh, darling, this is Tony Ashford of the 
BBC in London. And his fiancee...” 

“Marta and I have met,” Josh said quietly. 
A shade too quietly, Marta thought. 
Were there really vibes buzzing like hornets let loose? 

Or again, Marta asked herself, was her active imagina¬ 

tion working overtime? 
She felt Tony stiffen and heard an unexpected edge to 

his crisp, British voice as he said politely, “Delighted to 
meet you, Mr. Smith. You’re with Living, American 

Style, are you not?” 
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Josh nodded. 
“Josh is the newly appointed editor in chief for the 

magazine,” Sheila informed them. 
Marta’s imaginary antennae quivered. 
Two years ago Josh had been on the editorial staffs of 

both Living, American Style and its companion maga¬ 
zine, Architecture, American Style. She’d met him when 
he was with Architecture alone, later had worked for 
him—and with him—on assignments for both maga¬ 
zines. 

Architecture, American Style had been an old book 
publishing company’s first venture into the magazine 
field. Living, American Style had come later, and cur¬ 
rently was one of the most popular magazines in the 
country. Marta had long thought this was largely due to 
Josh Smith’s knack of knowing exactly what people 
wanted to read at any given time. Evidently the publish¬ 
ers had also come to that conclusion and had promoted 
Josh to the position he rightfully should be occupying. 

She became aware that Tony was commenting to Josh 
on something to do with the magazine, and Josh was re¬ 
sponding in words of scarcely more than one syllable. 

Marta wriggled. Although she was trying to avoid 
Josh’s eyes, she knew they were fixed upon her, and 
Josh’s scrutiny had always possessed the power to make 
her wriggle. Trina Cataldo was filling in the conversa¬ 
tional gaps. She and Tony were catching up on old times 
and old friends. Marta hoped they would continue talk¬ 
ing. She didn’t want either of them to start paying atten¬ 
tion to her. In fact, she fervently wished someone would 
do something to create a diversion so she could escape 
from Josh’s steady, gray-eyed gaze. 

Someone did do something. A waiter suddenly ap¬ 
peared, bearing champagne. Marta switched on an auto- 
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matic smile as Tony accepted a glass for her and hoped 
Tony didn’t notice her fingers were icy as they lightly 
brushed his in passing. 

She clutched the stem of the champagne glass and was 
about to sip, when Josh said evenly, “I’d say a toast is in 
order, wouldn’t you, Trina? To the soon-to-be new¬ 
lyweds?” 

“Ah, yes,” Trina agreed rapturously. “May the Fates 
smile on you forever, Tony, darling. And you, too, 
Marta.” 

Marta touched the champagne to her lips, but she 
couldn’t possibly have swallowed. To do so would have 
meant risking instant choking. 

The conversation shifted. Trina asked Tony when he 
was going back to London. Upon hearing that his depar¬ 
ture was imminent, she followed with the next obvious 
query and asked Marta if she would be accompanying 

him. 
Marta caught up with her lost voice and managed to 

say, “No. I’m on an assignment here in Washington.” 
“Marta’s a photographer,” Tony put in. He smiled 

fondly at his fiancee. “That’s rather understating it,” he 
elaborated. “She’s a world-famous photographer.” 

“I know, darling,” Trina assured him, while Josh re¬ 
mained mute. “One sees her marvelous work every¬ 
where.” The inevitable question came next. “Marta, 
when’s the wedding going to be? And where are you going 

to be married?” 
“We haven’t set the date yet,” Marta mumbled feebly, 

and didn’t dare look at either Tony or Josh. 
“I myself am opting for a Valentine Day wedding,’ » 

Tony announced affably. “As for where we’re to be mar¬ 
ried, we plan to be married in London. Marta’s been liv¬ 
ing in London the better part of these past two years. 
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Except,” Tony added, “she’s forever darting off on as¬ 
signments all over the globe. I’m sure I won’t be able to 
prevent at least some of the globe-trotting. But,” Tony 
finished with an indulgent chuckle, “I do hope to be able 
to persuade Marta to take a more direct photographic in¬ 
terest in the British Isles once we’re married.” 

To Marta’s relief, Tony finished off his champagne, set 
the glass down on a nearby table and changed the sub¬ 
ject. “Have you seen Guy, by chance? I’d say it’s time we 
caught up with our host, Marta.” 

Trina said she thought Guy was in the dining room, 
which, as it turned out, was to the left of the living room. 
Josh remained silent. 

Tony and Marta moved off through the crowd. Marta 
could feel Josh’s steely eyes burning holes in her back, and 
she shivered. 

“That’s supposed to mean someone’s walking over 
your grave, you know,” Tony said quietly. 

“What?” she asked, startled. 
“When you shiver like that. For the past fifteen min¬ 

utes or so you’ve been looking as if someone’s been 
trampling on your grave, Marta. Or, rather, as if you’ve 
perhaps seen a ghost.” 

“Please, Tony,” Marta protested wearily. 
“It was good to see Trina again,” Tony said, again 

deftly changing the subject, to Marta’s relief. “Stunning, 
isn’t she?” 

“Yes, she is.” 

“Very genuine, too, unlike so many actresses.” Tony 
opined, and added without missing a beat, “I found it 
interesting to meet Joshua Smith. We have mutual friends 
in publishing. He’s highly thought of.” 

“Yes,” Marta murmured, wishing they didn’t have to 
be quite so polite about circumventing the other party 
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goers. She wanted to quickly get into the dining room and 
catch up with Guy Forthington, then change the present 
subject of discussion for once and for all. 

“I didn’t know you knew him,” Tony continued equ¬ 
ably. “I presume you’ve done some assignments for 
him?” 

“Yes.” 

“When he was with Architecture, American Style?” 
“Both for Architecture and Living” 
“Ah.” Tony nodded and left the next play in the con¬ 

versational field up to her. 

She knew she had to say something. And that the 
something had to involve Josh Smith. What she didn’t 
understand was why Tony was making her feel so com¬ 
pelled to talk about Josh. “Josh’s sister and I are close 
friends,” she finally managed somewhat lamely. 

“Oh?” Without even glancing at Tony, Marta knew he 
was raising a single, inquiring eyebrow. 

“Jennifer is an interior decorator—an interior de¬ 
signer, really. We met when she was redoing an old man¬ 
sion up in Watch Hill, Rhode Island, for a client. Kerry 
Gundersen, whom she later married. 

“Josh gave me the assignment of following the entire 
renovation process from start to finish for a major piece 
in Architecture. The renovation took a fair bit of time and 
was a challenging project from a photographer’s view¬ 
point. The result was so successful we did a companion 
piece for Living” 

And in the course of all that, I saw a lot more of Josh 
Smith than I'd ever seen before. And I felt so deeply in 
love with him that—even after all that's happened—not 
even the best surgeon in the world could ever excise that 
love. I try to pretend I've gotten over Josh... but it would 
be more accurate to say that over the past two years I’ve 
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been in remission, at least some of the time, where loving 
him is concerned. But I only had to glimpse him to feel all 
those feelings all over again.... 

“Marta?” Tony asked politely. 
Marta became aware Tony had said something to her, 

and she had no idea was it was. “Yes?” she asked bleakly. 
“I was saying.. .it’s a pity Josh Smith is crippled,” 

Tony told her. “He evidently needs to use a cane.” 
Marta froze. Josh was lame, yes, she conceded that. 

But she’d never thought of him as “crippled.” It was an 
ugly word, a word she hated. A word that had nothing at 
all to do with Josh. 

Nevertheless... she was sure his handicap had a lot to 
do with what had happened between them. Even though 
Josh had gone to great lengths to convince her otherwise. 
But, then, he was so damned proud, so stubborn... 

“Marta?” Tony asked again. 
“Yes.” 
“I’ve heard that he was a jet pilot and was injured in a 

plane crash. Is that correct, do you know?” 
“He graduated from the air force academy and was in 

pilot training,” Marta said dully. “Yes, his plane crashed. 
He was severely injured. It’s a miracle he wasn’t killed. 

Jennifer, his sister, told me it was touch and go for a 
while.” 

“So that was the end of his military career?” 
“Yes.” 

“Well,” Tony said smoothly, “I would say the air 
force’s loss surely has been magazine publishing’s gain.” 

Finally they reached the door to the dining room. Fi¬ 
nally Tony spied Guy Forthington, talking to some peo¬ 
ple, and he and Marta made their way through the mob to 
their host’s side. 
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Guy Forthington was tall and thin, prematurely silver 
haired, with surprisingly dark eyes and a British accent as 
delightful as Tonyas. 

Under his spell, Marta managed to relax just a bit. Al¬ 
most managed to forget that Josh was here in this same 
place, in the very next room. There was only a wall be¬ 
tween them-But there were so many kinds of walls. 

As he watched Marta walk away with Tony Ashford, 
Josh clutched his champagne glass so tightly the stem 
nearly snapped. 

Other people came up to converse with Sheila and him. 
He managed to talk to them with one section of his mind. 
But the part that mattered remained centered on the tall, 
dark-haired woman with the most expressive face he’d 
ever seen. Marta, he was certain, had been as badly jolted 
as he by this unexpected meeting. 

He knew her so well. Had seen, beneath those false 
smiles she’d managed to glue on, that she looked tired and 
strained and unhappy. The unhappy part bothered him. 

He wanted her happiness far more than he wanted his 
own. 

Two years ago he’d set Marta free. That was the way he 
thought about it and always would. He was convinced she 
had no knowledge of what she was getting herself into 
with him. He had known one of them was going to have 
to make a very large sacrifice. And because he loved her 
so much, he was determined not to let it be Marta. 

So... he’d kicked her out of his life. It had taken every 
steel ounce of character he possessed to do it, then live 
with the repercussions. For a while he had alienated his 
own sister, to whom he was very close. Finally Jennifer 
had come around to accepting his actions to an extent, but 
only to an extent. 
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He’d deliberately lost track of Marta these past two 
years... as much as he could. It was impossible to lose 
track of her totally, because people who didn’t know 
anything about the personal side of their relationship 
knew they had had a professional one. So her name was 
frequently brought up in business conversations because 
her work continued to appear everywhere, more often 
than not in Josh’s rivals’ publications. 

He knew she’d made London her base, was working 
from there. As a free-lancer by choice—a dozen different 
magazines including Josh’s would have been happy to give 
her a staff position—she could work wherever she wished. 

But he hadn’t heard that she and Tony Ashford, whom 
Josh knew was one of the BBC’s shining lights, had be¬ 
come engaged. The shock of hearing that had been stu¬ 
pendous ... and Josh knew he hadn’t entirely concealed 
it from Marta. 

Well... it was unlikely they would meet again, cer¬ 
tainly not for a long time to come. Her life would be cen¬ 
tered in London, and Josh made a mental note that much 
as he liked London it was a city he had better plan to avoid 
in the foreseeable future. He was here in Washington on 
a short trip for Living, American Style and would be 
heading back to New York in the morning. 

Josh clutched his cane more tightly, as if the smooth 
feel of the wood might help bolster his inner strength, and 
tried to pay attention to what Trina and the other people 
surrounding him were talking about. 

Tony and Marta stood under the apartment house 
marquee while the doorman went to rustle up a cab for 
them. 

“Feels like snow. The Washington climate always sur¬ 
prises me. I believe our embassy actually lists this as a 
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tropical post,” Tony said, turning up the collar of his 
overcoat. 

Marta was cold all the way through, a condition that 

had nothing to do with the weather. They’d managed to 
weave their way through the party crowd, then finally out 

of the Forthingtons’ apartment without encountering 
Trina Cataldo and Josh. But Marta had been on edge all 
the while, fearing that any step she took might bring her 
face to face with Josh again. 

A cab pulled up at the curb. Tony helped Marta into it, 
climbed in himself. Only then did he ask, “Do you want 

to come back to my hotel? We can have dinner there or go 
somewhere else later. Or would you rather go to your 

place?” 
She noted that he’d said, “Or would you rather go to 

your place?” Not, “Or would you rather we go to your 
place?” And she felt an odd little warning frisson. 

Nevertheless she said, “My place, if you please, Tony.” 
“Right.” And Tony gave directions to the cabdriver. 

As if in answer to Tony’s prediction, gentle snowflakes 

began to drift down as they drove, briefly touching the cab 

windows and then melting. 
Marta thought about the intricate patterns of every 

snowflake that had ever fallen or ever would fall—each 

different, or so they said—and the fact that so much 

beauty was so ephemeral made her sad. 
Life itself was so short-lived, and in many ways she had 

virtually thrown away two years of her own allotted span. 
She reminded herself that many women lost the true 

loves of their lives for many reasons, death being the most 
absolute. The world was full of suffering humanity; she’d 

photographed tragic scenes she would never forget. 
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Many others cast-off more traumaticaUy than she had 
been managed to pick up the pieces and go on. Or give the 
appearance of doing so. 

That’s what she had done, and she was even more suc¬ 
cessful today, career-wise, then she had been two years 
ago. 

The cab came to a stop in front of the converted 
Georgetown town house where Marta was temporarily 
living. Tony paid the driver, then paused at the foot of the 
shallow steps leading up to the entrance. 

A nearby street lamp spilled light over his head, mak¬ 
ing his hair a blend of gold and silver. But his features 
were in deep shadows, and Marta, having gone ahead and 
now standing at the top of the few steps, could not see his 
face clearly. 

“Marta,” he began in that mellow voice that was so 
famous all over England, “hold up a minute, will you?” 

She’d been about to probe her handbag for the front¬ 
door key, and she paused, that odd little frisson coming 
back again. 

“I think it’s best I let you go up to your flat by your¬ 
self tonight,” Tony said. “I should imagine you might 
prefer to be alone.” 

Marta snapped her handbag closed and started down 
the steps toward him. “But you’re going back to London 
tomorrow,” she protested. 

“Not till evening,” he reminded her. “We can have a 
late lunch. If you’ll be free, that is.” 

“Of course I’ll be free. And I plan to go out to the air¬ 
port with you.” 

“As you like,” Tony said. 
“As I like? Tony, what is this?” She neared him, 

searching his face, bemoaning the shadows that played 
across it because they kept her from reading his expres- 
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sion. “You make me feel as if I’ve done something to of¬ 
fend you.” 

“Oh, no,” he said quickly. “Nothing like that at all. It’s 
only that I think you had rather a shock tonight. And so 
did I.’’ 

Marta frowned. “Tony, what are you talking about?” 
“He’s the one, isn’t he?” Tony asked gently. “Joshua 

Smith?” 
“What one?” 
“The man you love.” 
Marta gasped inadvertently. Then before she could 

rally, Tony added quietly. “Darling, I’ve always known 
there was someone.” 



Chapter Two 

cold February wind, blasting over the Jersey Pali¬ 
sades and across the Hudson River, struck Marta as she 
started down the steep street from Upper Broadway to 
Riverside Drive. She let it buffet her, glad it was holding 
her back. She almost wished the wind would swirl her 
around and send her skittering back up the hill. It was 
going to be incredibly difficult to walk into Josh Smith’s 
apartment, even though he was three thousand miles 
away. 

This was her one chance, though, to see Jennifer and 
Kerry Gundersen and to meet their six-month-old twins 
for the first time. 

Common sense had warned her it would be better to say 
no to Jennifer’s invitation. But she was the one who had 
started this particular ball rolling. Once Tony had left for 
London, Marta had been totally at odds and ends with 
herself. She had called Jennifer from Washington be- 
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cause she’d desperately needed to talk to a close friend. It 
had been much too long since they had touched base. 

When Jennifer had mentioned that she, Kerry and the 
twins would be in New York for a few days in early Feb¬ 
ruary, as Kerry had business in the city, the timing seemed 
just right. Especially once Marta discovered that Josh 
would be on the other side of the country. 

“We’ll be staying in Josh’s apartment,” Jennifer had 
said casually, “so why don’t we have brunch there? Un¬ 
fortunately we won’t get to see Josh this trip. He’ll be at 
a magazine editors’ conference in California.” 

Marta had some unavoidable business in New York 
herself, or once more she would have bypassed the city 
that was much too reminiscent of Josh. But she needed to 
meet in person with an editor who was asking her to take 
an assignment in West Berlin, which she wasn’t sure she 
wanted. So she had already planned to make a brief stop¬ 
over in Manhattan en route from Washington to Lon¬ 
don. 

She had stretched the Washington assignment as long 
as she possibly could. Now she simply couldn’t stave off 
much longer getting back to London and setting the wed¬ 
ding date. Tony had been very patient. After that night 
outside her Georgetown apartment, they had not men¬ 
tioned Josh again. Nor had Tony—considerate as usual, 
though maybe a shade too considerate—again men¬ 
tioned setting their date. Marta knew he was leaving it up 
to her. And she owed it to him to do it soon. 

Meantime she said yes to Jennifer’s suggestion of a 
Sunday brunch. And it wasn’t until after she had com¬ 
mitted herself that the full realization of what she was 
getting into swept over her. She was certain to be en¬ 
gulfed by memories she had long been forcing herself to 
try to forget. 
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By the time she reached the corner apartment building 
and opened the ornately etched glass door to the marble 
foyer, bittersweet nostalgia was surging. As if for reas¬ 
surance, Marta took off her left glove and stared down at 
the twinkling diamond on her fourth finger. She’d made 

a promise to Tony Ashford, she reminded herself. A 
promise she intended to keep. 

So for the next couple of hours, tread carefully, she 
warned herself. 

The hum of the elevator as it ascended to the tenth floor 
was a familiar sound. The equally familiar corridor that 
led to Josh’s river-view apartment seemed a thousand 
miles long. By the time Marta reached this door, she felt 
as if she were inwardly breaking into pieces—no matter 
how outwardly poised she might appear. 

She pushed the brass doorbell with an unsteady finger. 
A moment later the door opened, and she and Jennifer 
stood stock-still, staring at each other. Then Jennifer 
opened her arms and Marta went into them. And, to her 
horror, her dark eyes filled with tears. 

Kerry Gundersen was standing just behind his wife. He 
moved forward to embrace Marta, and she hoped the 
shoulder of his tweed jacket would blot off the tears. 

Jennifer stepped back to take in Marta’s chic designer 
suit with a matching cape. Marta’s nearly black hair 
swirled around her shoulders, and her long silver ear¬ 
rings glinted with every move of her head. Her black, 
high-heeled boots made her look even taller. And slim¬ 
mer than usual, though she didn’t need that. “Marta, it’s 
so terrific to see you again!” she finally exclaimed. 

“It’s been too long,” Kerry echoed. “Ridiculously 
long.” 

“Yes,” Marta agreed, “it has been too long.” 
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“And you’ve been all over the world, taking all sorts of 
prize pictures,” Jennifer bubbled as Kerry led the way 
down the hall to the large living room that overlooked the 
river. 

“Well... a few prize pictures,” Marta conceded mod¬ 
estly, trying not to remember the last time she’d stormed 
down this hallway, slamming the front door behind her 
after that terrible, climactic fight with Josh. 

A huge picture window dominated the far end of the 
living room. The view was ever changing with the sea¬ 
sons, always fascinating, and a prime reason Josh Smith 
had paid a high tariff for the condo. Today, there were 
snow clouds over the Hudson, and the water was icy gray. 
As her eyes focused on the window, Marta remembered 
the times she and Josh had shared that view together. 

Then something tugged—a sudden sense, with an al¬ 
most physical force. Marta turned, then caught her breath 
in shock. Josh sat in a corner armchair. He slowly stood. 
Across a distance of perhaps twenty feet, their eyes met. 

Josh spoke first. “Hello, Marta,” he said, his voice 
cool. 

“Josh,” she stammered, and the words tumbled out 
before she could suppress them. “I thought you were in 
California.” 

“I was,” he stated. 
While Marta was trying to digest that rather offhand 

remark, Kerry said briskly, “Here, Marta, let me take 
your cape. We were about to indulge in mimosas. Would 
that suit you, or would you prefer something else?” 

“A mimosa would be fine,” she managed, her throat 
suddenly dry. 

“I have to check the oven,” Jennifer said hastily. And 
to Marta’s distress, both Kerry and Jennifer departed, 
leaving her alone with Josh. 
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She didn’t want to look at him. And yet... she had to. 
Only to see that he looked... wonderful. His darkish red 
hair was slightly sun bleached. His skin was tanned. Cer¬ 
tainly he had been spending time outdoors in California. 

“Sit down, why don’t you?” Josh suggested, and 
added, “I got in from the coast last night. I take it you 
finished your Washington assignment?” 

Marta nodded, still trying to recover from the shock of 
seeing him. 

“What are you into next?” Josh inquired politely. 
Reality struck. “I’m flying back to London tomor¬ 

row,” Marta told him. 
Silence stretched across the room, as strained as high 

tension wires vibrating in a gale. Desperately searching for 
a safe topic to break the brittle stillness, Marta observed, 
“I thought Jennifer said she and Kerry were bringing the 
twins with them. Did they decide to leave them in Provi¬ 
dence?” 

“No,” Josh said, “they’re here. Asleep in the guest 
room.” To Marta’s surprise, he added, “Come on. I’ll 
show you.” 

As he spoke. Josh reached for the cane propped up 
against the armchair. Witnessing his familiar actions, 
Marta suddenly wanted to cry, to wail against fate. She 
hated the damned cane because deep down inside she felt 
it was symbolic of her problem with Josh. 

It certainly hadn’t had anything to do with their phys¬ 
ical relationship, Marta remembered, a shade too vividly. 
Josh had taken her to unimagined heights. Never again 
would she transcend the planet Earth as she had with him. 

“Go on,” he urged now, and she started along the hall 
toward the bedrooms... all of this, like all of his apart¬ 
ment, overwhelmingly familiar territory to her. Josh fol¬ 
lowed closely behind her, and it took all of Marta’s 
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willpower not to suddenly turn around and fling herself 
into his arms. She wanted to pillow her head against his 
shoulder, feel his lips nuzzling her hair. She wanted him 
to murmur all the soft, tender things she so yearned to 
hear him say. The small words of love Josh had spoken 
fully only once—when he’d had too much champagne. 
The next day he’d claimed he didn’t even remember what 
he’d said. 

But they had made love that night. It was not the first 
time—though it was to be the last—but it had tran¬ 
scended even the glorious pleasure of the previous times. 
Their passion blended with the champagne haze, both had 
been completely uninhibited. They had given freely and 
completely, and together they had been whisked away to 
the end of the rainbow, then toppled into a sea of gold. 
Later Marta had thought that maybe sharing that ulti¬ 
mate journey would bring about the needed change in 
their relationship. But it hadn’t. Josh had preferred to 
pretend that their special night had never happened. His 
attitude had frustrated her intensely. And had led up to 
the terrible, final scene in which he’d done a very good job 
of convincing her that although it was one thing to go to 
bed together, sharing a life was something else entirely. 
And he didn’t want to share his with her. 

Back then Jennifer had tried so hard to play peace¬ 
maker, pleading with them both to come for a visit to the 
magnificent Rhode Island mansion where she and Kerry 
lived. But Marta had stood her ground and sidestepped a 
reunion, hoping Josh would apologize. When he didn’t, 
the chance to do a long-term assignment for a top En¬ 
glish magazine had beckoned. She’d gone to London and 
stayed there. 

So the months had passed. She’d traveled all over Eu¬ 
rope on subsequent assignments. She’d seen Kenya and 
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Morocco. Witnessed firsthand the turbulence in Cape 

Town and Beirut. She’d won coveted awards. But the 

honors had been empty without Josh to share the thrill. 

She’d met Tony Ashford at a party in Mayfair. He’d 

asked her to lunch with him the next day, and she’d ac¬ 

cepted. Tony was charming, attractive, witty and, above 
all else, considerate. At moments, he’d come close to 

making her forget about Josh—for almost a day once or 

twice. Now... it was as if the past two years had sud¬ 
denly been wiped out and she was right back where she’d 

started from. 

She preceded Josh into the guest room, saw the extra- 
wide crib set up against the wall. For the next few min¬ 

utes it was easy to concentrate on Jennifer and Kerry’s 

beautiful, six-month-old babies. 
They were asleep, twin cherubs, a boy and a girl. 

Joshua, named after this man at Marta’s side, and Caro¬ 

line, named after Josh and Jennifer’s mother. 
Looking at the sleeping babies, Marta felt as if a giant 

had taken her heart in his hand and twisted it. She glanced 

at Josh and saw that the stern lines of his face had soft¬ 
ened. His expression was tender as he smiled down at his 

niece and nephew, and the tenderness lingered as his eyes 

met Marta’s. 

“Great, aren’t they?’’ he whispered. 

“They’re fantastic,” Marta whispered back. 

As beautiful as the children were, though, she found 

herself wanting to look at Josh. And when she finally 

couldn’t resist raising her eyes again, she was shocked at 

the raw pain she saw etched on his handsome face. Pain 

swiftly camouflaged, of course, for Josh was an artist at 
hiding his true feelings. 
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“We’d better get out of here,” he said quickly. “We’re 
apt to wake them up, and Jenny Wouldn’t be exactly 
pleased about that.” 

Marta nodded, unable to trust herself to speak. Then, 
as she turned, her hand brushed his... and the effect was 
incredible. Desire exploded as if it had been kept under 
pressure all this time, and instinctively she pulled back. 
Feeling her face on fire, she reached up to touch her 
cheek. And the diamond on her finger sparkled. 

Josh’s eyes focused on the diamond, and he froze. He 
had the crazy feeling that the glittering stone was mock¬ 
ing him—as it well had every right to do! He’d been an 
idiot to cut his stay in California and rush back here just 
because he’d learned that Marta was coming to his apart¬ 
ment to have Sunday brunch with his sister and brother- 
in-law. 

He had happened to call Jennifer in Watch Hill to re¬ 
mind her where she could get a spare key to his place in 
case she couldn’t find the one he’d given her quite a while 
back. Jennifer had told him about speaking with Marta, 
about Marta’s accepting her invitation. Josh suddenly had 
become possessed of an overwhelming urge to be at the 
brunch. And no sooner had he hung up the receiver after 
talking with his sister than he’d picked it up again and 
made his airline reservation. 

Now, seeing the ring on Marta’s finger again was more 
than enough to bring him to his senses. In fact, the twin¬ 
kling diamond was like a cold slap in the face. But he had 
it coming. What had he expected? That Marta would have 
herself plasticized so no one else could get to her? That 
she would wait for him until, somehow, maybe, he even¬ 
tually came to terms with his inadequacies? 

Marta was young, lovely and desirable. Obviously 
during these two years her magnetism had drawn many 
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men to her. She was skinnier than ever. Josh decided, 
frowning slightly as he appraised her. But she was still— 
to him, anyway—the most attractive woman in the world. 
Beautiful and talented, warm and wonderful, witty, sharp, 
incredibly moody at times, but so giving she could be 

forgiven that moodiness. 
God, how he loved her! 
Josh looked up and saw that Marta was staring at him, 

her dark eyes enormous. 
He forced a smile and managed to sound casual as he 

asked, “Have you set the date yet?” 

She shook her head. “No. I thought Tony and I should 
do that together once I’m back in London.” 

“I wondered,” Josh admitted. “In Washington Tony 
said something about favoring a Valentine wedding.” 

“Well, obviously it’s too late for that,” she pointed out. 
“Will you be making England your permanent home, 

Marta?” 
“London’s already my base of operations,” she said 

evasively. 
“So you’ll continue to work independently out of 

London?” 
“I think so. Yes,” Marta replied, adding restlessly, 

“Tony and I still have to work that out. As I imagine you 
gathered when you met him, he’s not crazy about my 
‘globe-trotting,’ as he puts it.” 

“Well, that’s understandable,” Josh said. 
“I suppose so. But...it’s my work. What I’m saying is, 

it’s just not possible to confine my work geographically. 
Anyway...” 

“Yes?” 

“As I’ve told Tony,” Marta said, “we can finalize our 
plans while I’m in London. I think we’U probably decide 
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on a late-spring wedding. Meantime, I’m going to need to 
come back to New York for a while.” 

Josh felt his pulse rate racing out of control, but he said 
only, “Oh?” 

“There are a couple of jobs originating in New York 
that I’ve left dangling,” Marta admitted. “Things I’d like 
to do. One’s a medical feature. The other involves con¬ 
temporary coal mining, which would give me a chance to 
go to Pennsylvania and stay with my family while I work 
on the story.” 

“You still run the whole gamut subject-wise, don’t 
you?” Josh murmured. 

“I like variety, yes,” she agreed. 
Josh almost winced visibly upon hearing that. He was 

not thinking of her professional definition of variety, 
which he fully understood and endorsed. Rather, he was 
thinking of the personal variety, so much a part of Mar¬ 
ta’s life and which had been such a large factor in his de¬ 
cision to break up a relationship that at the time was 
spiraling toward a point of no return. 

Now he clutched his cane more tightly, as if his need to 
hang on to it would reinforce his belief that there was no 
place in the world of a beautiful, talented woman like 
Marta Brennan for a guy who had to hobble his way 
through life and could join her in so few of the things she 
loved to do. Marta was quite an athlete. She enjoyed ten¬ 
nis, skiing, jogging and rock climbing. She also danced 
divinely. Josh knew, and the knowledge was bittersweet. 
At a company Christmas party he’d observed her danc¬ 
ing several times—with other men. 

The memory of how much he’d wanted to dance with 
her himself made him ache. 

He felt sure he’d always ache watching another man 
dance with Marta. Yet he couldn’t expect her to sit on the 
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sidelines just because he had to. And that was a problem 
that went beyond the obvious. Their pace was so differ¬ 
ent. True, he had been forced to adjust his tempo. But as 
time went by, having to give up so many physical activi¬ 
ties had made him more and more aware of life’s other 
aspects. He’d discovered pleasure in quiet, simple things 
that didn’t require a lot of moving around. A good book. 
Listening to good jazz or a top performance of a classical 
work. Sometimes just observing nature, with its constant 
changes. Living and savoring life on a day-by-day basis, 
and in passing, seeing so much he’d never taken time to 
notice when he’d had two good legs. 

Marta, on the other hand, was a study in motion. It 
stood to reason there was just no way two life-styles as 
different as his and hers could ever be blended satisfac¬ 
torily. 

He did have to admit there had been times when he’d 
been inclined to think otherwise. Times here in his apart¬ 
ment when he and Marta had sat together by the picture 
window in the living room, watching the Hudson change 
colors as afternoon faded into twilight. At those times 
they’d shared a very special mood, apart from the physi¬ 
cal attraction that flared so easily between them. Josh re¬ 

membered how, slowly, he had opened up to her and 
discovered they shared so many views, had so much in 
common. Then... the moment would come when a 
physical expression of everything they felt toward each 
other could no longer be denied. And they would go 
into... another dimension. Afterward, Josh would again 

warn himself that there was much more involved in living 
“daily life” than the kind of passion he and Marta shared, 
glorious though it was. He became convinced that if they 
stayed together, the moment would come when she would 
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realize that the only time he didn’t bore her or hold her 
back was when they were in bed together. 

That thought alone had been enough to make him run 
scared. So scared that he’d washed Marta out of his life, 
even though he knew he was hurting both of them in the 
process. 

They had two years behind them now. Two years that 
couldn’t be bridged. Which, Josh reminded himself, no 
longer mattered. Come spring, Marta would be married 
to Tony Ashford. 

Josh wouldn’t have believed how much the mere idea of 
Marta’s being married to someone else could hurt. And 
suddenly, as if every warning had been swept out of his 
mind, as if he were performing in overdrive, he heard 
himself saying, “Is there a chance you would have time to 
handle an assignment for Living before you settle down 
permanently in England?” 

As he was speaking, he was mentally running through 
the list of topics the magazine had in its Future file, hop¬ 
ing to find something that would appeal so much to Marta 
she wouldn’t be able to refuse. 

Marta was dumbfounded. If anyone had asked her, 
“What’s absolutely the last thing in the world that might 
happen to you?” she could easily have answered, “Ever 
being offered another assignment by Josh Smith.” 

“Well,” she said, catching her breath, “did... uh, did 
you have something specific in mind?” 

Josh snatched at an idea. “I’ve been thinking about 
doing a profile on ‘The Politician Personality,”’ he an¬ 
nounced. “One day when I was watching a mayoral can¬ 
didate speak, I began to wonder exactly what this man’s 
motivation was. The mayor served alongside a seven- 
member council in the city involved, so the actual posi¬ 
tion was not that important. And the pay, I discovered. 
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was minimal. Was his candidacy an ego trip, or the first 
step on a political springboard that would lead to bigger 
and better things?” Josh mused aloud, off the top of his 
head. 

“It sounds...interesting,” Marta said cautiously. “But 
why would you need a photographer?” 

Josh frowned. “To shoot photographs, of course.” 
“Of different politicians?” 
“Not just of different politicians,” Josh said, annoyed 

with himself for latching onto the first idea that had 
leaped into his mind. Although he knew that Marta’s re¬ 
cent Washington assignment had dealt with women in 
politics, he reminded himself he should have remem¬ 
bered that political candidates, per se, weren’t her thing, 
despite the wide range of subjects she covered. He’d kept 
a tab on her work these past two years. She’d done some 
very specialized photo essays in which that superb eye of 
hers was so evident. Marta “saw” life through her cam¬ 
era in a way that produced unique results. 

Josh improvised quickly. “My thought,” he said, “is 
to deal with four different individuals, each from a ma¬ 
jor region of the country. So...we’d have Mr. North¬ 
east, Mr. Deep South, Mr. Midwest and Mr. West Coast. 
We might pick someone who’s made it as far as gover¬ 
nor, in one instance. And someone who’s just starting 
out, a state representative, perhaps, in another. What¬ 
ever, I want to get inside their lives, into their personali¬ 
ties,” Josh went on, warming to his topic almost in spite 
of himself. “So you can see the kind of photo series that 
would be needed for each subject. I made it clear when I 
took the top editor post that I still want to go out in the 
field now and then. I think it’s essential, to maintain an 
up-to-date viewpoint. So I’d be working on this story 
personally,” he added carefully. 
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“There’d be quite a bit of traveling involved, Josh,” 
Marta pointed out. 

“True, there would be.” 
Josh wouldn’t let himself think about traveling with 

Marta on an assignment. That was something they’d 
never really done. Although Marta had carried out a 
number of other assignments for his magazines, the only 
story they’d ever worked on together was the Watch Hill 
one... and Marta had stayed near Watch Hill a good bit 
of the time, while he had commuted from New York when 
necessary. There hadn’t been the danger of being with her 
on a twenty-four-hour basis. Long days in unfamiliar 
places... 

Again Josh forcibly reminded himself that Marta would 
soon be married to someone else. And living in England. 

“I don’t know, Josh. I don’t know if I’d have enough 
time,” Marta said hesitantly. 

To his own astonishment, Josh found himself saying, 
“We could hit the South next month, Marta. Then go 
west, say.. .to California. Then pick a state in the Mid¬ 
west on our way back East.” 

“When you get right down to it, Josh, there are more 
than four sections to the United States. I mean, even in the 
Northeast, there’s a considerable difference between 
Maine and Connecticut, for example.” 

“I haven’t worked out the details yet,” Josh said eva¬ 
sively. 

They were standing in the hallway outside the guest 
room. Behind them they heard a definite wail. 

“Uh-oh,” Marta said. “Sounds like at least one of the 
twins has decided to wake up. I’d better get Jennifer.” 

The mimosas and brunch were put on hold while Jen¬ 
nifer attended to feeding the twins. When she invited 
Marta to share the experience, Marta held back for a mo- 
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ment. She could imagine what it would do to her heart¬ 
strings to hold one of those adorable babies. Yet it was an 
invitation she couldn’t resist. 

She held small Josh while Jennifer took care of Caro¬ 
line. As she watched Josh eagerly suck milk from his 
bottle, she wondered if the first Josh had looked like his 
namesake when he was six months old. 

“I nursed the twins for four months,” Jennifer said. 
“Then my pediatrician said he thought it was time to put 
them on formula. They’re such hungry little devils,” she 
added, gazing down at Caroline’s beautiful, little round 
head. 

“They’re adorable,” Marta said huskily. 
Jennifer gave Marta a long, level look, then said 

abruptly, “I know this is taking a plunge... and you can 
tell me to mind my own business, but though I was happy 
for you when you said you’d become engaged, I guess you 

know I’ve always hoped that Josh would eventually come 
to his senses. I’ve always hoped that one day you’d be my 
sister-in-law.” 

“I know,” Marta said softly, her emotions swelling in¬ 
side her. “I do know. But please,” she pleaded, “let’s not 
get into it now.” 

“It’s hard not to, Marta. I mean, I care so much about 
you and Josh. It hurts to see you both so unhappy.” 

Marta laughed bitterly. “Does it show that much?” 
“Actually, you do a pretty good job of hiding it, 

though you do have your unguarded moments. So does 
my stubborn brother. But...” 

Jennifer hesitated, then said, “I have this crazy idea 
that Josh came back from California early because he 
knew you were coming for brunch today. I mentioned the 
brunch while I was talking to him on the phone. He didn’t 
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say anything... but then all of a sudden he appeared on 
the doorstep. Marta...” 

Marta was trying to take in the fact there was a possi¬ 
bility Josh actually had come back from the West Coast 
to see her. She thought about the possibility, then dis¬ 
missed it. Jennifer had to be wrong. 

Still hesitant, Jennifer added, “Of course I shouldn’t 
even be saying this, especially now that you’ve chosen 
someone else, but... my brother loves you, Marta. And I 
can’t help but believe that you still love him. Love like that 
doesn’t simply fade away.” 

Marta’s mouth tightened. Then for a moment she fo¬ 
cused her attention solely on the baby she was holding. 
When she looked up, the pain in her dark eyes was proof 
in itself that Jennifer’s statement had struck home. 
Nevertheless she said firmly, “I doubt Josh loves me, Jen. 
If he loved me, really loved me, he would have stopped 
thinking so damned much about himself and have given 
a little thought to me.” Marta stopped, reminding herself 
that she was speaking to Josh’s sister. She began again, 
more mildly, “Anyway...” 

“Yes?” 
“It wasn’t a question of my choosing someone else,” 

Marta said with a wry smile. “I don’t think I ever had a 
real chance with Josh. I’d say he’s the quintessential 
bachelor and he wants to stay that way. Hasn’t that fact 
dawned on you?” 

“You know why he’s like that,” Jennifer put in softly. 
“I’m not so sure I do. A lot of handicapped people 

marry very successfully. A majority, I’d say.” 
“Well, Josh is... different.” 
“Tell me about it,” Marta agreed. “As I said, there was 

never any question of my choosing Josh, simply because 
he didn’t want to be chosen.” She exhaled, letting out her 
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frustration, then said, her voice steady, “I don’t want to 
spend the rest of my life alone, Jen. I’m sure you can un¬ 
derstand that feeling. Certainly, being married to Kerry 
has taught you what it means to share your life with 
someone.” 

“Yes, it has,” Jennifer acknowledged. “But,” she 
added carefully, “Kerry and I are very much in love.” 

“And you’re saying I’m not in love with Tony?” 
“I don’t know. I have no way of knowing.” 
“Well, I can’t deny you’re right, to a point,” Marta 

conceded. “Though I wouldn’t admit it to anyone but 
you. But the fact is, in some ways I do love Tony, Jenni¬ 
fer, or I would never have agreed to marry him. It’s a dif¬ 
ferent kind of love. There isn’t the fire I felt for Josh.” 
She paused, thinking this out, then went on. “Actually,” 
she said, “Tony and I have a lot of great things going for 
us. We have so much in common. We enjoy each other’s 
company. Tony skis well. He plays a wicked game of ten¬ 
nis. He’s a terrific dancer.” 

“In other words, he can do all the things Josh can’t 
do,” Jennifer began. She was about to remind Marta how 
many times Marta herself had said those things didn’t 
really matter, but she stopped short as she saw Marta 
gazing toward the doorway, a stricken expression on her 
face. 

Josh was standing there, leaning on his cane. And there 
was little doubt that he’d heard the last part of their con¬ 
versation. Those last few sentences that could only give 
him an entirely wrong impression. 



Chapter Three 

J osh, his face expressionless, sounded a shade too ca¬ 
sual as he said, “Kerry thinks you’re overfeeding his chil¬ 
dren. He’s brewing up the mimosas and says the 
champagne will be flat if you two don’t toddle along.” 
Before they could answer him, he moved away. 

Jennifer sighed deeply. “Oh, boy,” she moaned. 
“Don’t worry about it, Jen,” Marta said quickly. “He 

may not have overheard us.” 
“You know he overheard us, Marta.” 
“Well, then...maybe it’s for the best.” Perhaps it was. 

Still, Marta wished fervently that Josh had not appeared 
just then. 

She tried to match his calm, cool demeanor as they 
sipped mimosas with the delicious brunch Jennifer had 
prepared, but it was hard, very hard, and she was glad 
when she could gracefully bow out a while later because 
she had another engagement. 
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At the door, Jennifer asked, “Any chance of your get¬ 
ting up to Watch Hill soon? You know how much we’d 
love to have you.” 

“I’d love to come,” Marta said sincerely. “I’ll call you 
when I get back from London.” 

Once in the elevator she wished she hadn’t given that 
promise. She was beginning to feel that until she and Tony 
were safely married it might be better to sidestep spend¬ 
ing any time with Jennifer. In her mind, Jennifer was too 
inextricably connected with Josh. 

Marta had many friends in New York. She’d lived in the 
city for several years before taking off for London after 
that traumatic quarrel with Josh. Even though she was to 
be in town only briefly, she had been swamped with invi¬ 
tations. 

That Sunday, besides the brunch, she was the guest of 
honor at a small cocktail party given by a fellow photog¬ 
rapher and his wife. Afterward she went out to dinner 
with some people she’d met when she’d first come to the 
city as a free-lancer. She was glad she had these diver¬ 
sions. She was trying as hard as she could to put Josh out 
of her mind, and company helped. 

But later, alone in her hotel room, her thoughts caught 
up with her. Once again Josh had misunderstood. And 
this time she couldn’t let it go. 

At brunch Kerry and Jennifer had mentioned they were 
going to a fairly late dinner at the home of a business as¬ 
sociate of Kerry’s. With a chuckle Jennifer had added that 
Josh had agreed to baby-sit. Glancing at her watch, Marta 
doubted that the Gundersens would be home yet, or that 
Josh would have gone to bed. He tended to be a night 
owl. 

She didn’t let herself think about what she was doing. 
She simply dialed his number. But when he answered on 
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the third ring just the sound of his voice was enough to 
bring home the truth that never, for an instant, had she 
honestly gotten him out of her system. 

She heard her voice tremble as she said, “Josh?” 
There was a telltale moment of hesitation. Then he re¬ 

plied, “Yes.” 
“It’s Marta,” she told him. 
“I know,” Josh answered. 
Marta’s pulse began racing crazily. She stalled, sud¬ 

denly shy about getting into the reason she was calling 
him. It was so easy to turn Josh off. On the other hand, 
she couldn’t let him labor under yet another misconcep¬ 
tion. 

“I hope I didn’t wake you up,” she said feebly. 
“No, you didn’t wake me up, Marta.” 
“Josh?” 
“Yes.” 
“About today...” 
“What about today?” Josh queried, sounding as if he 

were indulging a backward child. 
“I know you overheard what Jennifer and I were say¬ 

ing when you came to get us for brunch,” Marta man¬ 
aged determinedly. “But it wasn’t the way it sounded.” 

“Oh, please,” Josh protested wearily. “Not that 
again.” 

“Josh, listen to me,” she pleaded, desperately wanting 
some honest communication with him. 

“I’m listening.” 
“Look, just what did you hear?” 
She heard Josh take a deep breath, knew he was keep¬ 

ing a rein on his patience with difficulty...and that at any 
moment he was going to withdraw completely. But he said 
only, “I didn’t memorize your conversation with Jenny, 
Marta.” 
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“Please, Josh. What did you hear?” 
“Okay. You were speaking about your fiance, saying 

how much you have in common. Listing all the things he’s 
an expert at,” Josh drawled. There was a pause, then he 
added, “That’s fine. The way it should be. You should 
have a great marriage.” 

Marta took a long breath, then blurted, “You don’t 
really mean that, do you?” 

“Why the hell shouldn’t I?” Josh asked, sounding 
honestly surprised. “You don’t think I’d want you to 
make a bad marriage, do you?” When she didn’t answer 
right away, he went on, “Look, Marta, it’s late. You have 
to catch a flight to London tomorrow. I’m sure you have 
a lot of things to do, and you also need to get some sleep.” 

“Josh, what about the assignment for your maga¬ 
zine?” 

The question lurched out of her subconscious. 
After a moment of intense silence. Josh said, “I 

was... somewhat premature on that. I’m not sure I want 
to go with that particular story.” 

“Don’t you mean you’ve changed your mind about my 
doing the photography? Isn’t that a little closer to the 
truth?” 

“Not at all, Marta. I simply need to review my timing, 
that’s all. A story on politicians might be better run be¬ 
fore a major election.” 

“Well, I’d like to do something for Living,” Marta 
found herself saying. “It’s been quite-a while.” 

“I had the impression you’d be loaded with assign¬ 
ments during your final time in the States,” Josh told her. 

Even in the days when she was just beginning to make 
her way up the ladder in her profession, Marta had never 
been one to beg for assignments. Now, when she was so 
much in demand, it was odd—very odd—to be doing al- 
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most exactly that. And she wondered how she’d feel if 
Josh actually turned her down. 

“I do have several potential assignments,” she admit¬ 
ted. “Frankly, though, I wasn’t sure which ones I wanted 
to take on, so I’ve managed to keep things open with the 
proviso that I’ll make my decisions when I get back from 
London late next week. By then, I’ll know how much time 
I’ll have in the States.” 

“In other words, the wedding date will be set?” 
“Yes, it will be.” 

Into the chilly silence that followed that pronounce¬ 
ment, Josh ventured, “I wouldn’t think you’d exactly be 
looking for work at that point.” 

Marta laughed shakily and told him. “You know me, 
Josh. The restless type. I can’t stay still too long.” 

“Exactly,” he agreed. 
His irony was not lost on her. She knew that what she’d 

just said had served to underline a major obstacle be¬ 
tween them. While certainly not immobile. Josh was lim¬ 
ited in his physical activity. She, on the other hand, was 
always on the go and seemed to be possessed of an un¬ 
usual amount of energy. Nervous energy? Maybe. Marta 
knew that her inherent nature demanded fairly frequent 

jolts of hard physical exertion to keep both her body and 
mind in peak shape. But some of what she’d been putting 
out over the past few years could be attributed to rest¬ 
lessness bred of frustration. 

Some of her happiest, most fulfilling moments had 
been spent quietly with Josh, viewing the Hudson River 
from his living room window and just talking. Talking 
about all sorts of things. Being with Josh, talking with 
Josh, was like turning the moon over... and discovering 
the beauty and promise of the other side no one ever sees. 
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Tentatively she began, “Josh...” Then she paused, sure 
there was no use in pursuing this. It had been foolish to 
call him in the first place. Josh had a stubborn streak a 
mile wide. She might have known he’d formed his own 
conclusions about what he’d overheard this morning and 
would only scoff at any attempt on her part to convince 
him he’d heard wrong. So she gave up. 

After a long moment, Josh asked, “What were you 
going to say, Marta?” 

“It doesn’t really matter,” she murmured. 
Josh knew he should let it go at that, but he suddenly 

discovered he couldn’t. This time his sigh was inaudible. 
And he felt as helpless as Marta had just sounded. 

It was true that the fragment of conversation he’d 
overheard had served to further cement his feelings about 
the situation between Marta and him. Maybe if he had 
never skied or run or danced it would have been differ¬ 
ent. In that case he would never have fully understood 
how she felt about that wonderful freedom of motion. But 
there was a time when he’d been not only active in all 
those physical activities, but very good at them. Then, on 
a sunny afternoon in Texas, his air force jet trainer had 
crashed. And his way of life had been turned upside 
down—forever. 

He’d had to learn to live so... differently. His military 
career had crashed with the plane. The girl he’d been en¬ 
gaged to, upon viewing him lying helpless in a hospital bed 
and learning what the future score was apt to be, had 
broken their engagement. Sweetly, regretfully, insisting it 
had nothing to do with his suddenly having become a 
handicapped person. 

His father, a career military officer, had taken it as a 
personal tragedy that his only son would never follow in 
the family footsteps. It was a tragedy that Josh doubted 
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General Ashley Sanderson Smith ever had fully re¬ 
covered from. At bitter moments he told himself his fa¬ 
ther probably would have accepted it better if he’d been 
killed in action. 

As it was, emotional trauma upon emotional trauma 
had been piled on Josh as he was trying to recoup physi¬ 
cally. It had been a very heavy time, but he’d worked his 
way through it. He’d gone on to a new career. Searched 
for and found new pleasures. 

He’d had a few relationships with women over the past 
twelve years, all of which he had eventually brought to an 
end. He found he wanted little in his life on a permanent 
basis. He was honest enough with himself to admit that 
none of the women he’d known had been turned off by his 
handicap. The bad leg had not affected his sexual perfor¬ 
mance, so there were no hang-ups in that department. But 
when Marta had walked into his office, and thus into his 
life, all the doubts and uncertainties he’d had twelve years 
earlier had resurfaced and then had magnified. He felt as 
if he were constantly holding himself up to a mirror. He 
was overwhelmingly aware of what he considered his in¬ 
adequacy where she was concerned. 

Still... sometimes he’d wondered if it wouldn’t be bet¬ 
ter to have her, even for a little while, than never to have 
her at all. But each time when he’d thought about that, 
Josh had faced up to the fact that if he had Marta and 
then lost her, there would be less than nothing left in his 
life. And he couldn’t face such bleakness. 

Today in his apartment, when she’d said goodbye and 
walked out of the living room with Jennifer, it had taken 
all his willpower not to go after her. He’d had no idea 
when, or if, he would see her again. Or if he’d ever even 
hear from her again. 
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When he’d picked up the phone and heard her softly 
query, “Josh?” he’d wondered if he was hallucinating. 
He’d half expected someone else who sounded a little bit 
like Marta to identify herself. Now... 

The sensible thing, of course, would be to sidestep the 
matter of an assignment with either of his magazines— 
something he’d done easily on other occasions with any 
number of other photographers. Then he would wish 
Marta well, hang up the receiver and hope that both the 
twins would start howling at once, taking his mind away 
from heartbreak. 

Instead, after apologizing for the long pause, he said, 
“Why don’t you give me a call when you get back from 
London? I’ll go over my files in the meantime, and we’ll 
see what there is on tap that might work well.” 

Marta could not believe her ears. She knew she should 
say quickly, “That’s okay. Josh. You’re right. I really do 
have too much to handle, so it probably wouldn’t be wise 
to take on anything for you at this point. Maybe later.” 
And then she would see to it that later never came. 

But those weren’t the words she spoke. As if she were 
being programmed by a force beyond her control, she 
said, “All right. Josh. I’ll call you.” 

“Good,” he said, and added, his voice suspiciously 
husky, “meantime... happy flying.” 

It was sleeting as the jumbo jet taxied up to the ter¬ 
minal at Gatwick International Airport. Looking out her 
window, Marta grimaced. It had been cold but sunny in 
New York. Here everything was gray. She loved London, 
but sometimes the weather, especially in winter, got to her. 

Once through customs, she took a cab to the small 
Kensington hotel where she’d booked a room. After 
checking in and unpacking, she began pacing the floor. 
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She had told Tony she would call him from New York 
so he could meet her flight. She hadn’t called. Further, she 
knew that this time around Tony would be expecting her 
to stay at his town house near Hyde Park, not far from 
this hotel. 

Marta had lived in a furnished apartment during most 
of her time in London, sublet from a photographer friend 
who’d decided to explore Spain for a couple of years. 
She’d relinquished the apartment on leaving for the 
Washington assignment. So it was natural for Tony to 
think that for these few days she would stay with him. 

He’d even mentioned her checking out the house to see if 
there were any decorative changes she’d like him to have 
made while she was back in the States. They’d be living in 
his home after a honeymoon in the Greek islands. 

As she paced the room, Marta knew that Tony must be 
waiting to hear from her and was certain to be astonished 
when he learned she was already in London. She hadn’t 
thought out an explanation for not having called from the 
States. Actually, she didn’t have a valid explanation. In 
fact, it was stupid not to have called him from New York. 
Certainly there was no way she could hope to make Tony 
understand why she’d taken this room. Or why she’d 
called the hotel from Kennedy to book it only an hour 
before her flight left. 

She glanced at the diamond on her finger. It seemed to 
wink at her in reproach. Reluctantly she reached for the 
phone, dialed the BBC and identified herself to Tony’s 
secretary. 

A moment later Tony was saying, “Am I imagining 
things, Marta? Or did Betty really tell me you’re already 
here?” 

“I’m here,” Marta replied dully. 
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Perplexity laced Tony’s crisp British voice. “Is there 
something wrong, darling?” he asked. “That’s to say... 
you’re all right, aren’t you?” 

“Oh, yes, of course. I’m all right.” 
“Then...” Tony paused. “I rather expected you’d be 

calling from New York, you know.” 
“I intended to, but...” 
“Yes?” 
“I’m here, and I’m tired,” she said, hating to deceive 

him. 
“Did anything go wrong in New York, Marta?” 
Did anything go wrong in New York? It depended on 

one’s definition, she supposed. In a sense, everything had 
gone wrong—once she’d seen Josh. Having seen him 
again, she realized that she’d been mesmerizing herself 
into believing she’d gotten over him. Seeing him again had 
snapped her back to a reality she still wasn’t ready to face. 

“I was on the go all the time in New York, Tony. Now 
I’m tired, that’s all. Part jet lag, I’m sure. I thought 
maybe I’d take a nap for a couple of hours. That should 
do the trick. I’m bound to wake up feeling... full of 
bounce.” 

“Well, darling,” Tony said, “a nap for you does sound 
like a good idea. I have one of those demand meetings to 
attend in just a few minutes. But I shall escape as 
promptly as possible. By the time I get home I’m sure 
you’ll be bouncing, as you put it. Meantime, tell Mrs. 
Hawkins if you need anything.” 

“Tony, I’m not at your house,” Marta said heavily. 
“Not at the house?” Tony echoed. “Then where the 

devil are you?” 

“At the Bentley Arms, in West Kensington.” 
“Why, for God’s sake?” 
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“No special reason, Tony. It was a hotel I knew, that’s 
all. I stayed here when I first came to London.” 

“That’s not what I mean. Why now? Mrs. Hawkins is 
expecting you. Certainly I was expecting you.” 

Marta couldn’t blame him for sounding irritated. She 
said slowly, “I suppose I just wasn’t thinking straight.” 

Tony’s silence told her that he wasn’t buying her expla¬ 
nation. He sounded especially clipped, especially British, 
as he said, “That doesn’t sound like you, Marta. I doubt 
I’ve ever known a person who thinks any straighter than 
you do. So before you unpack why don’t you simply check 
out, get a cab and go over to my place? I’ll be along as 
soon as possible.” 

She had already unpacked, but she saw no point in 
adding fuel to the fire by telling him so. Instead she bar¬ 
gained for time. “Tony, I really need a nap first.” 

She heard someone’s voice in the background, sus¬ 
pected Tony was being summoned to his meeting. Then, 
annoyance edging his words, he said, “Very well, then. 
Take your nap. Then get back to me, why don’t you? If 
I’m still at the meeting leave word with Betty about what 
time you’d like me to pick you up.” 

Marta brewed herself a cup of tea—an electric teapot 
was one of her room’s amenities—then slumped on the 
bed and tried to sleep. The harder she tried, the more sleep 
eluded her. Every time she closed her eyes she saw visions 
of Josh. 

Finally she did drift off... to be awakened in total 
darkness by the sound of the phone ringing. 

“I’ve been home for over an hour, Marta.” Tony said. 
“I decided if you tried the office and got no answer you’d 
ring the house.” 

“Tony, I’m sorry,” she murmured. 
“Evidently I awakened you,” he commented dryly. 
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“It took me a while to get to sleep, so I guess it’s later 
than I thought... it was,” Marta fumbled. 

“It’s nearly seven,” Tony informed her. “Shall I come 
for you?” 

Marta thought about moving into Tony’s house, and 
suddenly she knew she couldn’t do it... not even for just 
three or four days. The need for a little space, a little pri¬ 
vate time in which to think a few things through, became 
overwhelming. She found herself saying, “Tony, there’s 
a cocktail lounge on the ground floor here, and also a 
small dining room where the food’s quite good. Could we 
settle for a drink and some dinner here tonight? I’m still 
awfully tired.” 

“If that’s what you want,” he agreed. 
His acquiescence was a relief. Marta had expected him 

to protest that Mrs. Hawkins, his housekeeper, had al¬ 
ready prepared dinner and would be disappointed if she 
didn't come over. She felt sure he wanted her to pack up 
and move into the house that would soon be her home. 
But Tony made no demands. 

“Thanks,” she said gratefully. “That’s exactly what I 
want.” 

Half an hour later, Marta was idling away time at the 
magazine stand in the hotel lobby while she waited for her 
fiance. She couldn’t have said why she hadn’t opted to 
wait in her room. Heading downstairs to the lobby once 
she’d changed her clothes and freshened her makeup had 
been almost a reflex action. 

From her vantage point beside a potted palm, she 
watched Tony enter through the revolving door and head 
toward the desk, evidently to check on her room number. 
He looked tired, preoccupied, older, and Marta felt a 
pang of guilt. Some of that, she was sure, was her fault. 
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She cared a great deal for Tony. Otherwise she would 
never have said yes to his proposal of marriage. But...the 
problem was that she was beginning to see that though 
caring was in itself tremendously important, loving was in 
a different realm. Caring had to be a part of loving, but 

loving wasn’t necessarily a part of caring. And it was 
devastating for Marta to realize, irrevocably, that she 
didn’t love Tony. That she never had loved Tony, and 
never would. 

Knowing this, it was with tremendous effort that she 
walked slowly up behind him and said, “Hi, Tony.” 

He swung around, stared down at her. Then bent and 
deftly kissed her cheek. 

Marta was thankful that Tony, generally speaking, was 
not much for public displays of emotion. At the same 
time, she was disconcerted by that quick, appraising 
glance he’d given her before bestowing the kiss. She had 
the uncanny feeling that he already knew what had hap¬ 
pened to her in New York. And she wondered how he was 
going to handle the knowledge. 

The cocktail lounge was dimly lighted. Soft music pro¬ 
vided ambience. Tony and Marta settled into a booth and 
ordered drinks. 

Marta had never felt so miserable. She asked Tony 
about his afternoon meeting, hoping to put off the per¬ 
sonal problems she knew they would have to address. He 
told her about some new programming the BBC was 
planning. He spoke easily, so she was completely unpre¬ 
pared when, in midstream, he suddenly asked, “Did you 

see Josh Smith again in New York?” 
“Are you a mind reader?” she faltered, after the shock 

had registered and then abated enough that she could 
speak. 
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“No,” he answered. A rueful smile curved his lips as he 
added, “Nor would I want to be one, either. I should 
think it would keep one’s nerves constantly twanging. 
However, I do know you quite well. And... I love you,” 
he said simply. 

Marta’s own nerves were twanging with such force that 
she felt she might explode. Her misery increased as she 
heard his declaration. She wished desperately that she 
could respond by telling Tony what she knew he wanted 
to hear. She wished she could say she loved him, that 
nothing between them had changed. That seeing Josh 
hadn’t suddenly thrust up a whole range of mental and 
emotional mountains between them. 

“Don’t try, darling,” Tony cautioned softly. “You’d 
never make it. Your face is as transparent as a child’s. 
That’s one of the reasons why I fell in love with you, in¬ 
cidentally. Your honesty, your lack of subterfuge. It is 
refreshing in this day and age, you know. Especially in a 
successful career woman.” 

“Thank you,” she managed weakly. 
Tony sipped his drink before saying, “I’m in my mid¬ 

forties, Marta. I’ve been married and divorced twice. You 
already know that.” 

She nodded. “And I never could understand how either 
of your wives could bear to let you go.” 

“Ah,” he murmured. “My ego needed that.” He 
smiled, but it was a rather sad smile, and his blue eyes 
were so solemn that Marta felt a stirring of apprehen¬ 
sion. 

The apprehension was only heightened when Tony said 
quietly, “Tell me about New York, and Joshua Smith, 
darling.” 

Marta stared at him, miserable. This wasn’t the way 
she’d intended their London reunion to go. 
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“Marta,” Tony said patiently, “there’s no need for you 
to look so guilty. You went to New York, you saw 
Smith.. 

A small twinge of indignation flared. “You make it 
sound as if it were something prearranged, Tony.” 

“I’m sorry,” Tony said, and he looked as if he was in¬ 
deed sorry. “It’s not my intention to make any accusa¬ 
tions, darling, that would be the farthest thing from 
solving my—our—problem. I know you went to New 
York on business, essentially.” 

“Yes, and I had absolutely no intention of seeing Josh 
Smith while I was in the city,” Marta stated firmly. 
“But...” 

Suddenly the words began to tumble out of Marta like 
steam escaping from a boiler. “I...well, on the spur of 
the moment I called Jennifer Gundersen. Strictly spur of 
the moment, Tony—I want you to understand that. It had 
nothing to do with Josh. Though Jennifer is his sister, 
she’s also one of my closest friends. I’ve told you about 
her. 

“As it happened,” Marta continued, “Kerry, Jenni¬ 
fer’s husband, had a business appointment in New York, 
and she decided to go with him and take the twins. They 
planned to stay at Josh’s apartment but she thought—I 
thought—Josh was in California. Anyway, she asked me 
to brunch...” 

“Yes?” Tony prodded. 
“I really wanted to see Jennifer and Kerry and to meet 

the twins, who are six months old now. So I said yes. Then 
Josh returned from California unexpectedly. When I 
reached the apartment, he was there.” 

Marta paused, finding this terribly difficult. She knew 
Tony was waiting for her to continue. She knew she had 
to continue. But she couldn’t. Finally she met his eyes, 
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glad that the room was dim enough to hide the tears that 
were threatening to overflow. 

Tony interposed wryly. “I would take it that seeing 
Smith was... somewhat overwhelming.” 

“Yes,” Marta whispered, shaken. “Oh, Tony, Tony. 
God, I’m so sorry.” 

Tony stirred his pink gin, sipped, stirred again. Then he 
said softly, “So am I, Marta. So am I. But to be truthful 
with you. I’m not completely surprised. I saw the expres¬ 
sion on your face that night at the Forthingtons’ when you 
looked at him. I saw what seeing him did to you, and a lot 
of things I’d wondered about came clear. As I told you in 
Washington, I’d always known there had been someone 
in your life you hadn’t completely gotten over. There’s 
been that... certain reserve about you that I never could 
fully get through, tender though you’ve been to me at 
times.” 

Tony smiled wryly. “Love can’t be forced,” he said 
simply. 

“Tony...” Marta began, then halted, at a total loss for 
words. 

Tony held up a restraining hand. “Don’t blame your¬ 
self, Marta,” he cautioned. “Some of this is my fault. 
I’ve... pressured you, I admit it. Sometimes you looked 
so lost and vulnerable, and I took advantage of that, even 
though I knew in my heart what it signified. I’d come to 
care so damned much about you. I had to try, as hard as 
I could. But now...” 

“Yes?” 

It hurt Marta to see Tony look so very sad. It hurt her 
to hear him remind her, “As I said a few moments 
ago...I’ve been married twice, darling. I think you can 
appreciate that, to put it very bluntly, I don’t want a third 
marital failure on my record. People who move into the 
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fourth-time-married class don’t tend to carry around ex¬ 
emplary images, at least not in my opinion. 

“This may sound strange, coming from me, but mar¬ 
riage means a great deal to me. My marriage to you would 
mean even more than the first or second time around. 
Marta, I’d want my marriage to you to have every possi¬ 
ble chance to succeed.” 

Marta could barely form the words. “And you don’t 
think it would?” 

Tony beckoned the cocktail waitress to bring him a 
second pink gin before he answered her question. Then he 
asked levelly, “Do you?” 

Marta closed her eyes tightly, feeling as if she’d reached 
the bottom of a deep, dark pit. She was hurting a man she 
cared a great deal about, one of the last persons in the 
world she’d want to hurt. Tautly she said, “Tony, I don’t 
know. I’d give our marriage everything I possibly 
could...” 

“Enough?” 
Her lips twisted. “I don’t know,” she admitted bleakly. 

“Oh, God, I just don’t know!” 
“Thank you,” Tony said, “for being honest. The only 

chance we have of making it at all is for both of us to be 
totally honest with each other.” 

“I’ve never lied to you, Tony.” The fact was, Marta 
knew, she’d never lied to anyone. She hated liars. 

“I know that,” Tony said. “And I’m not asking you 
tell me anything but the truth now, regardless of my feel¬ 
ings.” He hesitated, then stated rather than asked, “You 
do love him, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” Marta admitted unhappily. “Yes, I love him. 
And I suppose I always will. But...there’s no place in his 
life for me. He made that clear to me two years ago. And 
believe me, nothing has changed.” 
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“Is he aware you love him?” 
She shook her head. “No. Sometimes I doubt Josh be¬ 

lieves in love. I don’t know.” She added helplessly, 
“There’s so much I don’t know, Tony. I’m only begin¬ 
ning to realize how much. And I feel so lost.” 

Tony reached a reassuring hand across the table, cov¬ 
ered her hand with it. “Marta,” he said with a faint smile, 
“there’s no need for either of us to panic... or to do any¬ 
thing in a hurry.” 

“What do you mean?” 
“I mean that we get along extremely well, darling. We 

have so much in common. I wanted to think that we 
shared the same kind of love. I now know...well, I know 
that we don’t. In fact. I’ve known it ever since that night 
in Washington. But I’m old enough to appreciate that very 
good marriages can be based on caring and consider¬ 
ation.” 

The words were forced out of Marta. “I... I couldn’t 
possibly marry you, Tony,” she told him. “Not after this. 
You’d always know that you’d never have all of me. It 
would be so terribly unfair...” 

“Perhaps,” Tony said calmly. “Perhaps not. As I’ve 
said, there’s no need for either of us to be impulsive, to 
make a spur of the moment decision we might both re¬ 
gret.” 

Marta had relinquished his hand and was twisting his 
ring around and around on her finger. Tony touched the 
ring gently, then said, “If you’re thinking of returning it 
to me, please don’t, Marta. Keep wearing it... at least 
awhile longer.” 

His smile was whimsical. “Put it down to my vanity, if 
you like, but please don’t give the ring back until you’ve 
thought things through very carefully. You and I have 
mutual friends on both sides of the Atlantic. I shudder to 
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think of the gossip that would circulate among them, and 
certainly all over the BBC, were the impression to be given 
that you’d flown back to London specifically to break our 
engagement.” 

“But I didn’t,” Marta protested. 

“I know, darling, but that’s the way it would appear. 
So for the moment, keep wearing my ring, will you, 
Marta? Meantime, when you go back to New York, I 
want you to see Smith.” 

“What?” 

“Only if you put your reawakened feeling for him to a 
test will you ever know whether there’s truly something 
still there or not, Marta. Old loves can seem so potent 
when they flare up... but often when one stirs the em¬ 
bers one finds there are only ashes left. So... give it a 
chance, Marta. Give us both a chance. Will you do that?” 

Marta looked down at the diamond on her finger and 
felt surfeited by a mixture of sorrow, confusion... and 
relief. And she suddenly knew she was not ready to face 
up to friends and relatives, either, without that protective 
ring on her finger. Certainly she could not face up to Josh 
without it. 

Though she couldn’t have spelled out exactly why, she 
felt that there was safety to the diamond just now. False 

Safety, maybe. But even so... 
“Will you keep the ring on your finger till spring, 

Marta?” Tony asked gently. “Till we have time to reas¬ 
sess?” 

Marta wiped a tear from the corner of her eyes. The 
diamond sparkled. “Yes, Tony,” she promised. 



Chapter Four 

Nliss Brennan is on the phone.” 
Josh was reading an unsolicited article that had come 

in to Living, American Style “over the transom.” It was 
good; he was seriously thinking about buying it, and had 
been making a few notes for possible revision. 

He put his pen aside and stared at the intercom through 
which his secretary had just spoken. Then he focused on 
the telephone as if he were seeing a ghost, before he slowly 
picked up the receiver. 

“Marta?” 
“Hello, Josh.” 
Puzzled, he asked, “Where are you calling from?” He 

couldn’t think of any reason she’d be calling him from 
London—she’d been gone only three days. It seemed a 
short length of time in which to see her fiance, make 
wedding plans... 

“I’m back in New York,” Marta said. 
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“That was fast!” 

“Yes, well... you said to call when I got back.” 
That was true enough. But Josh had expected her to be 

away longer. He’d thought he would have time to get his 
personal act together, including putting a strict rein on his 
emotions where Marta was concerned. Now...he wasn’t 
ready for her. 

Before he could formulate a sentence, Marta asked, “I 
was wondering if you might be free for lunch.” 

“Today?” 
“Yes.” 

“Hold on a sec,” Josh hedged, hastily glancing at his 
desk calendar. It was customarily blank until a three 
o’clock editorial conference. 

“I could stop by your office and we could talk there, if 
you’d rather,” Marta offered. 

“No, lunch would be fine,” he answered, then wished 
he’d taken her up on the latter suggestion. His office was 
an exceedingly functional place. No distracting bric-a- 
brac, no photographs, only a modest collection of refer¬ 
ence books, a personal computer he rarely used. It re¬ 
flected absolutely nothing of his personality, which was 
exactly the way he preferred it. 

“How about L’Auberge?” he suggested. “I’ll call and 
reserve a table.” 

“Fine, Josh. What time?” 
“One o’clock?” 
“I’ll be there.” 
Their receivers clicked simultaneously. Josh pushed his 

chair away from his desk, sat back, and found himself 
studying the blotter, which was coffee stained and cov¬ 
ered with pen and pencil marks. He told himself it was 
time to get a new blotter. Also, he needed a haircut. Also, 
he should stop by F.A.O. Schwarz and pick up some- 
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thing for the twins to take with him the next time he went 
to Watch Hill. Not that they didn’t have enough toys, and 
six-month-old babies weren’t that toy-receptive, anyway. 

He thought about everything irrelevant he could think 
of, but it was impossible to avoid the current issue for very 
long. He reached for the phone again, dialed L’Au- 
berge’s number, asked for a table for two on the second 
floor, in the room with the fireplace. 

Two hours later, Josh Smith was following a host to his 
table and wondering why he’d chosen this restaurant, this 
room. It was a delightful, high-ceilinged dining room with 
charming Victorian decor. Real logs—somewhat of a 
rarity for Manhattan—blazed in the marble-manteled 
fireplace. The setting was much too romantic. 

Marta was already at their reserved table. She was star¬ 
ing at the hearth, so wistful and lovely in profile that Josh 

was staggered by the sight of her. Only the host’s cheer¬ 
ful “This way. Monsieur Smith” motivated him to move 
forward again. 

Marta had seldom looked so forlorn. Lost in thoughts 
Josh wished he could tune in on. When she became aware 
of his presence and turned to greet him, there was still a 
lingering sadness in her beautiful dark eyes. 

What could Marta possibly have to be sad about? She 
was in love; she was engaged—Josh verified that the dia¬ 
mond still twinkled on her ring finger—she was soon to 
be married. She was a vibrant, exciting woman who’d al¬ 
ways been innately comfortable with herself. That was one 
of the things he admired about her. And professionally 
she was right at the top, with no danger of falling off 
fame’s fickle ladder, simply because she was too good at 
what she did. 
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Puzzled again, but conceding that Marta tended to 
puzzle him more than anyone he’d ever known, Josh sat 
down opposite her, and immediately came to the conclu¬ 
sion that she was exhausted. Her eyelids drooped, heavy 
with fatigue. And Marta never drooped. 

“When did you get back?” he asked without pream¬ 
ble. 

“Yesterday afternoon.” 
“Short stay, wasn’t it?” 
“I didn’t intend it to be a long stay, Josh.” 
He wanted to ask if she’d finalized her wedding plans. 

He wanted to know if she really loved Tony Ashford, and 
if she would be happy living in London. He reminded 
himself sharply that none of that was any of his business, 
and instead asked her if she would care for a drink. 

“Maybe Cinzano on the rocks,” Marta said wearily. 
Josh usually didn’t drink at lunchtime. Alcohol taken 

at midday made him sleepy. Since he almost always had 
afternoon meetings scheduled, he needed to stay alert. But 
now, to his surprise, he found himself ordering a martini 
straight up. 

Noting the smudges under Marta’s dark eyes, he asked, 
“What’s the problem? Jet lag?” 

She smiled wryly. “Is it that obvious?” 
“You look tired, that’s all.” 
Marta managed a weak laugh. “Well, I guess I could 

use a few hours’ sleep and a little system adjustment,” she 
allowed. “Anyway...” 

“Yes?” 
Marta had noted Josh’s covert glances at the diamond 

winking on her finger. He’d remained inscrutable as he’d 
done his looking, yet she was getting the impression the 
sight of the ring disturbed him. 
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That, from Josh, was an encouraging sign. Marta had 
seldom in her life wanted to do anything as much as she 
wanted right now to tell him her engagement to Tony was 
over. But she’d promised Tony to wear the ring till spring. 
She’d promised to give them both a chance, to see Josh 

again and make sure of her feelings. She’d been with Josh 
less than five minutes now, and the truth was already 
shouting silently deep within her. She loved him. There 
was no chance for Tony and her. And she felt sick about 
it. 

Josh was eyeing her curiously, and she sought for a 
subject that might divert him before he asked a question 
she didn’t want to answer. “Josh, are you going to do the 
politician story?” she queried. 

Josh wasn’t ready for the abrupt transition. He re¬ 
minded himself that he would have to be especially sharp 
with Marta around. She had a way of tossing the ball at 
you, rather than to you, and you had to be ready to catch 
it—always. 

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “I’ve decided to 
shelve that particular story for the present. It would mean 
spending more travel time than I can work into my 
schedule.” When she didn’t comment, he continued, 
“Actually, I believe you yourself said we’d have to depict 
more than four demographic areas to represent the 
national scene accurately.” 

“Something like that, yes.” 

“Anyway, I have a dozen projects here in New York to 
deal with first. I mean, there’s no way I could spend that 

much time away right now,” Josh said, and wondered 
why he felt the need to be so apologetic. “It’s not some¬ 
thing I could take shortcuts with,” he added. 

“No, it isn’t.” 
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“Maybe in another year. I’ll get around to doing it 
right. Plan it out more carefully, take the time.. .” 

There was a small, silent interval. Then Marta said 
bluntly, “You don’t have to invent excuses. Josh.” 

Josh was focusing on his martini glass, on the silver¬ 
ware, on the pristine white tablecloth—anywhere except 
on Marta’s face. Now her tone and her statement forced 
him to look at her. 

As he did so, he realized with a jolt that Marta, usually 
so in control of herself, was having a hard time keeping 
her own act together. Her lower lip was trembling ever so 
slightly. And was that a glint of moisture in her eyes? 
Marta Brennan was not the crying type. 

Solicitude for her made Josh sound a shade too gentle 
as he said, “I’m not inventing excuses, Marta. I think if 
you really think about this, you’ll agree with my ration¬ 
ale.” 

“No, Josh, I don’t agree with your rationale,” she in¬ 
formed him unsteadily. “Frankly, I wish you would just 
come out and say that you’d rather not have me do any¬ 
thing more for your magazine! ” 

Josh’s surprise was genuine. “For one thing,” he pro¬ 
tested, “Living isn’t my magazine. For another.. 

He hesitated, recognizing that there was too much per¬ 
sonal involvement clouding his thinking. He’d suggested 
the politician story in the first place, in a very off mo¬ 
ment following his shock at seeing Marta’s ring. It had 
been a ploy based on desperation. For even though logic 
told him the best thing that could happen for both of them 
would be for Marta to move to another country and marry 
someone else, his emotions had raised havoc at the mere 
idea. Almost immediately he’d recognized the folly of 
embarking on a traveling assignment with Marta. It would 
only mean further heartbreak. 
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In the end he’d evaluated the article idea from a 
professional point of view, and had concluded that this 
wasn’t the right time to get into it. He’d been absolutely 
honest in what he’d told Marta. At the same time, again 
thinking strictly as an editor, he knew he would be doing 
his magazine a real disservice by refusing Marta Brennan 
an assignment. He didn’t want to do that. 

Josh was also painfully aware that his trump card, in 
maintaining professional and personal contact with 
Marta, was through the magazines. And though he de¬ 
spised himself for his weakness, that trump card was 
something he couldn’t give up. 

He broke the silence, trying for a light touch. “Hey, 
lady, you’ve got it all wrong,” he said, accompanying his 
unlike-Josh protest with a rather silly smile that was also 
completely out of character. Then he added, “You’ve be¬ 
come famous, remember? Your name on a cover assures 
an automatic sellout. And like all editors, I am circula¬ 
tion-conscious.” 

For a moment he thought she was going to throw her 
vermouth at him. Instead she snapped, “Come off it. 
Josh! At least you used to level about things.” 

“I’m levelling now,” he began sincerely, then stopped. 
To his horror he saw he hadn’t been wrong about that 

hint of moisture in Marta’s eyes. Only now there were 
genuine tears spilling over and trickling down her pale 
cheeks. She reached for a handkerchief, daubed fu¬ 
riously at her eyes and got to her feet, nearly overturning 
her chair in her haste. 

“Excuse me,” she sputtered, and headed for the rest 
room. 

Staring after her, Josh was dumbfounded. 
Marta spent the next five minutes splashing cold water 

on her face and swearing under her breath as she berated 
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herself for behaving like such an absolute fool in front of 
Josh. 

The fact was... she was more than tired. She was ex¬ 
hausted. London and the scene with Tony had taken a 
terrific emotional toll. 

Marta glanced down at the ring on her finger and was 
glad that she’d gone along with Tony’s request to wear it 
for a while longer. It was protection, plain and simple. If 
Josh thought she was still engaged, her mounting deter¬ 
mination to make a last-ditch stand aimed at getting him 
to come to his senses wouldn’t be so obvious. If only he 
would toss aside his stubbornness and face up to the fact 
that they belonged together. 

Marta picked up her handbag, knowing she still wasn’t 
nearly as composed as she would like to be. But she 
couldn’t spend the rest of the afternoon hiding from Josh. 

He stood as she approached their table. “Are you 
okay?” he asked anxiously, his handsome face full of 
concern. 

“Yes,” she fibbed. 
“Look, would you rather we cut out of here?” 
And go where? she wondered, but did not pose the 

question. “No,” she said, and resumed her seat. 
The waiter was hovering. Josh asked, “Are you ready 

to order?” 

“Yes.” 
She was aware of his worried eyes caressing her face. 

Right at that moment, she would have sworn that Josh 
loved her. But the moment passed quickly, and he again 

became as impenetrable as the Rock of Gibraltar, the 
Sphinx and Fort Knox put together. 

Thinking that, Marta muttered something short and 
succinct under her breath. 



68 DIAMOND MOODS 

Josh heard and glanced up, startled. “What was that all 
about?” 

“Nothing,” she said hastily. “I’ll have the consomme 
madrilene, please.” 

“Anything else, mademoiselle?” the waiter asked. 

“Nothing right now, thank you.” She didn’t want to 
say that she was too churned up emotionally to eat any¬ 
thing solid. “Maybe some dessert later.” 

Josh shot a speculative glance in her direction as he gave 
his order—a mushroom omelet. That was all. 

Usually, Marta knew. Josh had a very healthy appe¬ 
tite. In fact, she sometimes wondered how he kept his trim 
physique, because he had a terrific sweet tooth, which he 
freely indulged. But he exercised regularly, despite his 
handicap. Or, perhaps more correctly, because of it. 
Worked out on Nautilus equipment and swam every other 
day at an athletic club he belonged to. 

The fact that he’d settle for just an omelet clued her to 
the possibility that he, too, was on an uneven emotional 
keel. Even more surprising was his order for a second 
martini. 

He fished out the olive and ate it. Then he said slowly, 
“While you were in the rest room, I thought of a story 
idea that might interest you.” 

“You don’t have to conjure up assignments to appease 
me.” 

His mouth tightened. “Must you be so touchy?” 
“That’s funny, Josh, coming from you. You’re the 

touchiest person I’ve ever known!” 

Normally that would have caused him to glare at her. 
But now he said, almost mildly, “We’re not here to dis¬ 
cuss me. At least, I didn’t think that’s what you wanted 
to see me about.” 
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He looked at her, and attempted another smile. It was 
again a rather poor excuse for a smile, and not at all like 
Josh. He wasn’t a person who turned smiles off and on. 
His smiles were relatively infrequent. But when he did 
smile, it was like a day full of sunshine, dazzling and 
wonderful. 

Oh, God! Marta thought helplessly. Why do I have to 
love him so much? 

Her fingers trembled as she picked up her tumbler and 
drained the last of the vermouth. 

Noting the gesture. Josh promptly asked, “Want an¬ 
other?” 

“No, thanks. I’d go under the table.” She paused, then 
admitted, “I guess I’m more tired than I realized, Josh. I 
guess it wasn’t such a smart idea trying to get into busi¬ 
ness before I’ve gotten the jet lag out of my system.” 

Josh yearned to dispense with the table that separated 
them and to take Marta in his arms. Then he would get 
her out of this place and spirit her off to his apartment, 
where he would tuck her into his king-size bed and let her 
sleep until she was thoroughly rested. After which he 
would make love to her... again and again and again. 

The concept was so powerful that Josh found himself 
suddenly swamped by a desire that threatened to rage out 
of control. It was already out of control in one very tell¬ 
tale way that made him glad the table he’d wanted to 
obliterate a moment ago was still in place. He needed its 
camouflage. 

Josh yanked on his willpower. He had a considerable 
amount of it, but it still took all his effort to force his at¬ 
tention away from the physical and back toward the 
professional. In the process, he began to feel like a monk 
who’d been meditating on a lonely mountaintop for 
months. 
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It occurred to him that he’d been virtually living as a 
monk for much too long. Nothing wrong with that, if you 
were cut out to be a monk. But despite the wall of pri¬ 
vacy he’d carefully built around himself starting twelve 
years ago, he’d never been one for the monastic life. 

He cleared his throat, reached for his martini, re¬ 
minded himself that he was in danger of getting blitzed. 
On the other hand, his adrenaline was flowing full force 
through his bloodstream. He both hoped and suspected 
that it was a lot stronger than the alcohol content in a 
couple of drinks. 

Very carefully he said, “Marta, when we’ve finished 
lunch, I’m going to take you home.” 

“I don’t have a home in New York.” 
Stubborn! The woman was stubborn. Josh had a sud¬ 

den vision of Marta having a home in London. He grit¬ 
ted his teeth, then said as patiently as possible, “Okay, 
I’m going to take you back to your hotel and tuck you in.” 

“Am I losing my mind?” Marta pondered aloud. “Did 
you just say you’re going to tuck me into bed?” 

Josh ignored the edge to her voice, which he could eas¬ 
ily have taken as sarcasm. “Yes, that’s what I said,” he 
told her gently. “You’ve had it. You need to sleep the 
clock around.” 

“Right now I don’t think I could go to sleep. I’m too 
tired. And I...” 

“Yes?” 
It was devastating having Josh look at her the way he 

was right now. He had the most gorgeous gray eyes she’d 
ever seen, light and clear as London rain. Too often they 
were ice cold. But right now they were as warm and soft 
as a kitten’s fur. 

Emotionally she was feeling like a mound of spun 
sugar. Brittle, so easily shattered, so easily dissolved. 
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“Oh, God, Josh,” she said, briefly releasing some of 
the tightness. “I just won’t want to be alone in my 
damned hotel room, that’s all. I guess I need a cocoon to 
crawl into. Are Jennifer and Kerry still at your place?” 

“No,” Josh said levelly. “They drove back to Watch 
Hill yesterday.” 

Marta saw Josh beckon the waiter, heard him ask for 
the check. He was only partway through his omelet, she’d 
barely touched her consomme. She started to protest that 
he should finish his lunch, but he wouldn’t hear of it. She 
was glad to let him guide her toward a discreet back ele¬ 
vator—stairs were difficult for him—and a couple of 
minutes later they were side by side in a taxi. 

Marta, slumped in a corner of the seat, couldn’t figure 
out what was happening to her. She was in such a funny 
state. She thought of the old childhood query, “Funny ha- 
ha or funny peculiar?” This state she was in was defi¬ 
nitely “funny peculiar.” Nothing to laugh about. She’d 
never felt less like laughing. 

She’d traveled extensively around the world during the 
past couple of years. She’d handled jet lag time and time 
again. Generally it didn’t bother her much. Certainly not 
on the relatively short flight from London to New York. 

It wasn’t until the taxi whizzed past the hotel she was 
staying at that she realized she hadn’t even heard the in¬ 
structions Josh had given the driver. Then they were 
heading up Riverside Drive, and she knew—incredible 
though it was—that Josh was taking her to his apart¬ 
ment. 

She preceded him into the marble foyer; they remained 
silent as the elevator ascended. She stood uncertainly at 
his door, watching him use his key. 

“Come along,” he said once inside. Then he led her 
down the hall into the living room and made the left turn 
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that led to the master bedroom. His bedroom. At the 
threshold he gazed down at her and actually grinned. 

“Stop looking like a lamb being led to slaughter,” he 
teased. 

Marta couldn’t believe either the grin or the teas¬ 
ing... they were out of perspective. She felt as if she were 
peering through the wrong end of binoculars. But before 
she could speculate any more on Josh’s unusual mood, it 
changed. 

“Look, Marta...I know a lot’s gone down between 
us,” he said seriously. “But that’s all in the past. Right 
now, I think what you need most is a friend. And I’d like 
to volunteer. Even at the worst of our times. I’ve always 
considered myself your friend.” 

Friend? At the airport in London where he’d seen her 
off, Tony had told her solemnly that no matter what hap¬ 
pened between them he always wanted to be her friend. 
Now Josh was telling her the same thing. Only, Marta 
thought dizzily, it was one thing with Tony and some¬ 
thing entirely different with Josh. She’d never thought of 
herself as Josh’s friend. Though she was, of course, in the 
sense that she would do anything, anytime, to help him if 
he ever needed her. 

So often, so very often, she’d actually prayed that Josh 
would suddenly realize he needed her and issue a sum¬ 
mons. If that had ever happened, she would literally have 
dropped her camera where she stood and taken off.... 

She looked up at him helplessly. There was no way on 
earth or in heaven that she could ever negate her love for 
him—or the sexuality that had flowed between Josh and 
herself almost from the first moment they’d met. 

She remembered that meeting vividly. She’d queried 
Architecture, American Style about doing a photo fea¬ 
ture on a fabulous house she’d come across while vaca- 
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tioning in Florida. The architect, she thought, was 
exceptional, combining the best of several worlds in his 
concepts. Interested in her idea. Josh had arranged for his 
secretary to set up an appointment. 

He had stood as she’d walked into his office. She’d no¬ 
ticed first how tall he was... and what a terrific physique 
he had. Broad shoulders, slim waist, a nice tautness about 
the way he was built. Then she’d noticed that special air 
he had about him—she called it a quiet gravity. A way he 
had of listening, as if what she was saying to him was the 
most important thing in the world. 

As she sat across his desk from him, their eyes had 
met—and Marta had never felt the same since. A mythi¬ 
cal Swiss carillon had started playing. Bells began to ring 
inside her head. As for her heart... her heart had been 
swamped by a tidal wave of pure joy. An exhilarating high 
had taken possession of her, making her feel as if her 
psyche were soaring to an altitude of at least fifty thou¬ 
sand feet. 

By the time she’d realized that Josh had to use a cane 
to get around it had seemed... intriguing. Just one more 
unusual thing about a very unusual man. 

“Marta?” he queried softly, breaking into her mem¬ 
ory. 

“Yes?” 
She watched him move over to his closet and tug out a 

thick white terry robe. “Go take a good hot, soaking 
bath, then put this on,” he ordered. “I’ll turn on the 
electric blanket and draw the curtains. Crawl into bed and 
sleep till midnight, okay? Sleep all night if you can.” 

“But...” 
“I have to go back to the office for a meeting that can’t 

be cancelled at this late hour. But I won’t be long. The 
answering machine is on, so ignore the phone if it rings. 
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Just go to sleep. When I get back. I’ll be working in my 
study if you need anything,” he continued. “I have sev¬ 
eral articles that need going over, and this’ll give me the 
chance to catch up.” 

“Josh...” 
He went on as if she hadn’t spoken his name, “I’ll or¬ 

der a pizza once you’re awake again. But there’s no hurry 
about that. I know a place that’ll deliver until the small 
hours.” He handed her the robe. “Okay?” he asked. 

“Okay,” she replied. 
In the doorway he paused. Turning, he added hesi¬ 

tantly, “One thing, Marta.” 
“Yes?” 
“Well, I wish Jennifer were here, because then... well, 

nobody could misunderstand any of this.” 
“What do you mean by that?” 
Josh shifted his weight, leaned on his cane. Rather 

stiffly he said, “I suppose it might seem a bit odd to your 
fiance, that’s all. But then there’s really no need for any¬ 
one but you and me to know about this particular little 
interlude, right?” 

Marta smiled faintly. “So you’re protecting my repu¬ 
tation. Is that it, Josh?” 

“I was thinking about Tony Ashford,” he said. “If I 
were engaged to you and I found out you’d spent a num¬ 
ber of hours sleeping away your jet lag in another man’s 
apartment, I might be a bit... upset.” 

Again Marta was terribly tempted to tell him that she 
and Tony were no longer engaged. But this was not the 
time for revelations. If Josh learned that she wasn’t be¬ 
trothed to another man, he might very well hustle her into 
a taxi and speed her back to her hotel! 

As it was, he was lingering. And there was a sad sweet¬ 
ness on his face as he said, “Get some sleep.” 
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Marta very nearly bridged the gap between them. If she 
hadn’t been so tired, maybe she would have taken a 
chance, tried, at least. As it was, she mumbled only, 
“Thanks.” 

A half hour later, wrapped in Josh’s terry robe, she was 
filling his prescription. She crawled into his bed and 
turned her face into his pillow, which smelled ever so 
slightly of him. Had she not been completely exhausted, 
the scent would have served as an aphrodisiac. It would 
have evoked a stirring, sensuous response. 

Instead she quickly fell asleep. 



Chapter Five 

J osh’s bed was positioned to take full advantage of the 
apartment’s window view. Marta stirred, opened her eyes 
and saw the Palisades across on the Jersey shore twin¬ 
kling with lights. For a moment she lay still, memories 
rushing over her in a warm wave. The last time she’d seen 
that view from this angle Josh’s arm had been around her. 
They’d both gone to sleep as the sunset was lavishing 
molten gold over the Hudson. They’d awakened to a 
rhinestone-studded darkness, turned to each other and 
made love again. 

Reviving the memories made Marta ache for Josh. And 
she was so used to having him far away that for a mo¬ 
ment she forgot he actually was within hailing distance. 

Unless, that is, he’d changed his mind about coming 
back to the apartment with her in it and had stayed at the 
office. 
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She stood, went to the window, and the ache for him 
grew within her. The lopsided moon hung over the Hud¬ 
son; the stars and the planets were all in place. The lights, 
both celestial and man-made, shimmered across the riv¬ 
er’s black water. Everything seemed in sync in the world 
and its environs. Why was it all so wrong for her? 

“Marta?” She felt as if she were hearing a ghost whis¬ 
per her name through the darkness. 

She stiffened, took a step back—and collided with 
Josh. 

Josh’s bedroom was earpeted with a wonderfully thick 
and soft material. Marta remembered vividly how luxu¬ 
rious it had felt to her bare feet when she would come to 
stand at this window after they had made love. She’d 
never tired of looking out at Josh’s view. Now she dis¬ 
covered that the sensuous carpet was a soundproofer. 
Josh, literally, had sneaked up on her... though she was 
sure that “sneaking” was not what he’d had in mind as 
he’d come across to the window. Sneaking was not Josh’s 
style. 

Tilted slightly off balance, she felt his steadying arm. 
And suddenly it was as if she’d been a glacier and his 
touch was beginning to melt snow long trapped in hidden 
crevices. The warmth went through her in a wash of ex¬ 
quisite pain. She, who never cried, was suddenly blinded 
by tears, for the second time in one day. Inadvertently she 
sobbed, and Josh’s hand tugged at her, urging her to turn 
around. When at first she resisted, the hand became con¬ 
siderably more insistent. Yielding, because she had no 

choice, she faced him in the moonlit dimness, and heard 
the sharp intake of his breath. 

“My God!” he muttered disbelievingly. “You’re crying 
again.” 
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Marta closed her eyes, but the treacherous tears kept 
escaping. She heard Josh swear softly...then she felt both 
his arms close around her, and she was as lost as she’d ever 
been. She clung to him, letting the fabric of his shirt dry 
her cheeks, letting the warmth of his body and the clean, 

woodsy scent of him assuage her. 
She heard him urge, “Look at me.” Slowly she opened 

her eyes, and knew at once that she’d made a mistake. The 
moonlight made Josh’s gray eyes appear silver and em¬ 
phasized his fine features. Every facet of those features 
was beloved to her. And it was as right as rain to lift her 
face to his, and to meet his lips with hers. It was second 
nature to abandon herself to his touch, his kiss.... 

Josh broke off with a short expletive he didn’t pull out 
of his everyday vocabulary. 

He released her as if she’d burned him. She saw him 
grope for something on the bed, saw him retrieve the cane 
he must have tossed there. “I came to see if you were all 
right, that’s all,” he said stiffly. 

“I...I know,” Marta assured him shakily. And she did 
know. There had been nothing prearranged about Josh’s 
seeking her out. He’d had no intention of initiating any 
lovemaking, no intention of even going so far as a kiss. 
She would have banked her life on that. She knew him so 
well. 

“You’ve been out of it for hours,” he said, his tone 
slightly milder. 

Marta ran her fingers through her tousled hair, her 
gesture an unconsciously nervous one. “I must have been 
more tired than I realized,” she admitted. 

“I’d call it exhausted,” Josh informed her briefly. He 
hesitated. “Look...” 

“Yes?” 
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Marta didn’t know what he’d been about to say, but she 
was sure he’d changed his thoughts in midstream when he 
stated, “I think we both need something to eat. I’ll order 
up some pizza. Relax for a while longer, okay?” 

She nodded without comment and turned back to the 
window. Josh hadn’t said in so many words that he didn’t 
want her to join him until the food came. Nevertheless 
he’d conveyed that message, and she could understand 
why. Dealing with food and drink would keep their hands 
and their mouths busy. Relieve some of the tension be¬ 
tween them, maybe. Make it easier to get on a more ca¬ 
sual course—not that she and Josh could ever follow a 
casual course for very long. 

Frustrated, Marta clenched her hands... and felt 
something sharp dig her palm. She looked down at the 
twinkling diamond, and silently echoed the word Josh had 
spoken aloud just a few minutes before. 

She was going to have to talk to Tony. She was going to 
have to tell him time wasn’t going to do anything for the 
two of them. She was going to tell him that she’d stirred 
the ashes of her love for Josh... and found them only a 
light cover over a bank of glowing embers that could so 
easily burst into flames. It was unfair—unfair to Tony, 
even more than to herself, to go on with this sham en¬ 
gagement of theirs. She must make him see this. Nor did 
it matter how people might talk about them. The talk 
would soon die down. 

Ending her engagement publicly would probably have 
very little to do with Josh and her, she conceded. She 
could be freer than air, and Josh, with careful deliber¬ 
ation, would undoubtedly still see to it that she was kept 
out of his life. But whether or not it mattered to him, he 
would at least know she didn’t belong to someone else. 
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Whether or not it mattered to him? It had to matter to 
him, Marta thought savagely. That kiss a few moments 
ago had carried an emotional wallop that in no way could 
stem from indifference. Josh had been as aroused as she 
had. 

Marta sank back on the bed, propped pillows under her 
head and, staring into the silver-tinted darkness, re¬ 
minded herself that arousal didn’t necessarily mean carv¬ 
ing out a place in one’s life for someone else. There were 
no permanent niches in Josh’s life left to be filled. He’d 
made that so clear two years ago that she was not apt ever 
to forget even one crystal shard of the lesson he’d taught 
her. 

Yet, she thought with a small, almost mischievous sense 
of satisfaction, she still did have some power over him, 
after all. Power enough to nudge him into doing some¬ 
thing he’d had no intention of doing...such as kissing her 
with all that fire, all that pent-up passion. Josh was 
probably chastising the hell out of himself for that invol¬ 
untary gesture. That kiss could have been quite an open¬ 
ing wedge in the shut door of their relationship if he 
wasn’t possessed of an absolutely iron willpower. 

After a time, Marta heard a doorbell ring and the voice 
of the pizza delivery boy. She got up and fussed with her 
face and hair so that she, too, would have more of a mask 
to hide behind when she rejoined Josh. She only hoped 
her facade would be some match for his. 

Josh was, indeed, chastising the hell out of himself. 
He’d gone to the kitchen after leaving Marta, had poured 
himself a shot of straight Scotch and had downed it with¬ 
out even bothering with a chaser. 

Then he sat down at the round kitchen table and yielded 
to the impulse of burying his head in his hands. 
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He couldn’t believe he’d taken Marta in his arms and 
kissed her like that. But when he saw her tears shimmer¬ 
ing in the moonlight, all his mental armor plating sud¬ 
denly slid away. 

The touch of her, the feel of her, the soft, musky scent 
of her, had driven him nearly crazy. And their kiss had 
plunged him so close to the edge he still wasn’t sure how 
he’d managed to pull back in time. Reflex action, he sup¬ 
posed grimly. Habit. He’d conditioned himself so long, so 
hard, to resist Marta that—fortunately for both of them— 
he’d retrieved enough of his armor plates, though cer¬ 
tainly not all of them, to put a stop to things. 

Josh straightened, shook his head like a man coming 
out of a daze and absently rubbed his left thigh. The leg 
was hurting the way it did when he was very tired, or had 
really overdone it, or had become wrung out emotion¬ 
ally, which was the diagnosis in this instance. He’d learned 
long since—a lesson Marta had unwittingly but thor¬ 
oughly taught him—that emotional tension and frustra¬ 
tion had a direct link to physical pain. Probably a result 
of unconscious muscle tensing, he supposed. 

He’d dug a bottle of burgundy out of his small wine 
closet, opened it so it could breathe a bit and had put two 
long-stemmed glasses on the kitchen table next to the wine 
bottle, when the doorbell rang. As he paid the delivery 
boy and then carried the pizza into the kitchen, he was 
hoping that Marta had heard the bell, too. He didn’t want 
to have to go in search of her—the moonlit bedroom just 
now was as dangerous as a field full of unexploded mines. 

It was a relief when Marta appeared, and they sat down 
at the table together. As he served up a couple of slices of 
pizza, Josh took a quick but all-appraising survey of her. 
He discovered that despite the long sleep she looked as 
exhausted as she had when he’d met her for lunch. Fa- 



82 DIAMOND MOODS 

tigue shadows bruised that soft area under her eyes he 
loved to kiss—had loved to kiss, he amended quickly— 
and those eyes were lackluster, whereas the eyes he was 
accustomed to almost always sparkled, either with de¬ 
light, with fury, with indignation, with some very defi¬ 
nite mood, to be sure. Which, after all, was Marta. The 
way she was. The way he loved her to be. 

He saw her lift her wineglass, and the damnable dia¬ 
mond sparkled on her ring finger. He tensed, felt a re¬ 
sulting bolt of pain knife through his bad leg, and silently 
cursed. He was going to have to do better than this! 

He plunged into the first thing he could think of, the 
need for some dialogue between them urgent since his 
thoughts were impossible to deal with right now. “How 
long are you going to be in town?” he asked her. 

Marta seemed to be staring into space as she sipped her 
wine. Or else she was gazing fixedly at a spot a couple of 
feet above Josh’s head. And he happened to know there 
was nothing but blank wall there. 

“I suppose,” he persisted, “you have a full schedule 
lined up.” 

“Mmm,” Marta said, taking another sip of wine be¬ 
fore continuing. “Relatively so. I’ve been holding a cou¬ 
ple of ideas in abeyance for quite a while, and I should 
either get on with them or abandon them.” 

“Only you could keep editors waiting like that,” Josh 
observed without the acidity he might have expressed had 
someone else followed a professional behavior pattern 
similar to Marta’s. As it happened, her work was well 
worth waiting for. 

“There was never a deadline involved in these things,” 
Marta returned noncommittally. 

“Well, then,” Josh began. He paused to wonder, 
briefly, why he didn’t shut up right now. Why was he 
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persisting in wading into deeper waters in a situation 
where there was no chance of ever emerging? He was cer¬ 
tain to plunge in over his head yet again, he thought. But 
he couldn’t seem to stop himself. 

“Well,” he began, “I have something I thought I’d put 
to you... for Living, American Style, that is.” 

“Oh?” Marta said, and even a psychic couldn’t have 
judged whether she was in the least interested in hearing 
what Josh had to say. 

“The story I have in mind involves what I’m calling 
‘Transitional Life-styles,”’ he went on doggedly. “I’ve 
been noticing the pattern to contemporary moving hab¬ 
its...” 

“Moving habits?” 
At least she was listening to him, Josh decided. “Yes. 

Young couples tend to start out in the city, maybe in small 
apartments. Then they move to the suburbs, maybe once 
a kid is on the way. Then, as the family grows and the 
couple prosper, to the exurbs. Even the country, rela¬ 
tively speaking. The father makes a long commute...” 

“What about the mother?” Marta queried. 
Josh got the message. “Okay, so the mother makes a 

long commute, too. Essentially, though, these people are 
living rural types of lives, compared to the way they 
started out. You’ll find the husbands and wives, though 
their jobs are in the city, begin to take active interests in 
local community affairs, small-town politics, school 
boards and so forth. In short, they trade the bright lights 
for quite a different kind of existence.” 

“Mmm.” Marta nodded. 
“The kids grow up, of course, go off. Retirement 

comes...” 
“Aren’t you thinking of awfully stereotyped people?” 

Marta questioned. 
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“Marta, most people retire.” 
“I can’t imagine ever retiring.” 
“Most people want to retire,” Josh informed her pa¬ 

tiently. “It’s like the pot of gold at the end of the rain¬ 
bow. The rainbow’s been great, but once they get into the 
pot of gold they can sit back and do all the things they’ve 
wanted to do and never had time for....” 

She looked at him skeptically. “That sounds great. But 
judging from the people I’ve interviewed, it isn’t always 
what comes to pass, Josh, my love.” 

There’d been a time when she’d often called him “Josh, 
my love,” uttering the three words as if they were one. For 
Josh, hearing the trio again was like encountering a sud¬ 
den emotional roadblock. He very nearly ran into it, but 
stopped and got hold of himself just in time. “Marta, just 
go with me in this, okay?” he continued. 

“Okay.” 
“I admit there are a lot of variations on this theme. For 

the sake of a story, though, I need to tie this down to a 
premise. Right?” 

“If you say so.” 
“Well, if you’re so damned indifferent about it maybe 

I’d better stop boring you,” Josh gritted out, this whole 
scene suddenly getting to him. Even an iceberg could only 
hold up so long. 

“You’re not boring me. Josh,” Marta told him, 
sounding faintly surprised. “Go on, will you.” 

“Generally speaking,” Josh went on after a rather taut 
moment when he almost decided not to continue, “for 
either personal or economic reasons the dream house be¬ 
comes too big. Maybe the novelty of small-town or sub¬ 
urban life and politics wears off. The city begins to appeal 
again. Basically cities are easier to live in—at least that’s 
my reasoning. Let’s say you live in a condo, everything’s 
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done for you. You don’t have to worry about heat and hot 
water and all that kind of thing....” 

“Maybe you don’t,” Marta stated, “but I’ve done my 
share of worrying about heat and hot water and a lot of 
other things when I was living right here in Manhattan.” 

“When you were sharing that loft down in Soho with 
that other photographer, I suppose,” Josh said darkly. 
“What was his name?” 

“What was his name. Josh?” Marta couldn’t suppress 
the urge to tease. 

“Okay, his name was Stan,” Josh said, the beautiful, 
mobile mouth Marta loved so much becoming set in what 
she could only describe as an extremely stubborn line. 

She nearly chuckled aloud. It was ridiculous to feel this 
sense of victory because Josh was still jealous of her old 
housemate, Stan. Stan was a big, amiable photographer- 
artist who’d needed the skylight of the Soho loft for his 
painting. They’d both needed the space for their photo¬ 
graphic work, and there’d even been an old double laun¬ 
dry tub—how it had ever gotten there Marta never did 
find out—she’d used, with implementation, for her de¬ 
veloping. In fact, with those primitive contrivances she’d 
turned out some of the best black-and-white pictures she’d 
ever taken, Marta thought nostalgically. 

Probably nothing in the history of the world had ever 
been more platonic than her relationship with Stan, she 
remembered now. Stan had only been attracted to her on 
those occasions when she’d cooked something and of¬ 
fered to share it with him. He’d had an insatiably appe¬ 
tite and not much money with which to appease it. They’d 
both been mainly concerned with coughing up their shares 
of the rent. 

She had been “living” with Stan when she first met 
Josh, and she could remember Josh’s reaction when he’d 
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learned she had a male roommate. She would have sworn 
she’d seen flashes of emerald in those cool, gray eyes, and 
she’d loved it. She took a long look at Josh now, and 
maybe it was a trick of light, but it was easy to imagine a 
few green flares. 

She said, keeping her enjoyment under wraps, “We did 
have a few heating and plumbing problems down in Soho, 
yes. Other places I’ve lived, too, I...” 

“It’s where you’ve lived,” Josh said abruptly. 
For a moment, Marta thought he was going to add 

“and with whom,” and she nearly chuckled aloud. 

“Anyway,” Josh went on, “in ‘Transitions’ my people 
opt to go back to the city for its conveniences, the prox¬ 
imity to all the facilities they may need and want, the cul¬ 
tural advantages, the whole gamut. Which completes the 
circle.” 

“Doesn’t it sometimes work in reverse?” Marta asked 
him. 

“What do you mean?” 
“Well, how about people who start out on farms, or in 

the country, and their big aim is to move into the city 
while they’re young. They even raise their kids in the city. 
People do raise kids in the city, you know. They become 
affluent enough, maybe, to have a summer place some¬ 
where, like up on Cape Cod or down on the Jersey 
coast...or wherever. But later in life, with the kids grown, 
they yearn to get back po the wide-open spaces. Or maybe 
the small town, where they’ll be more intimately involved 
in things. Though in my opinion. Josh, cities are merely 
series of small towns strung together. You might think 
that concept over. There could be a story idea there.” 

“Thank you,” Josh said rather coldly, “and I’ll put the 
thought in my mental file, Marta. About cities being a 
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series of small towns strung together, that is. It’s not a bad 
idea. However.. .” 

“First things first?” 

“Yes, if you want to put it that way,” he agreed stiffly. 
Matter of fact, ’ he added when she didn’t answer him 

at once, “I’d rather like to see ‘Transitional Life-styles’ in 
a fall issue of Living. My thought is to feature six differ¬ 

ent couples... different backgrounds and economic sta¬ 

tuses. Some professional, some nonprofessional. Some 
with kids, some childless.” 

“Would all this be wrapped into a single story, or are 
you considering six separate stories?” 

“Six separate stories with a central piece that would 
wrap up the whole theme. The six separate stories would 

be on the short side...each featuring an applicable photo 
layout. The central story would use photos highlighting 

the six couples... maybe emphasizing common denomi¬ 
nators. I haven’t thought that through yet.” 

“There’d be quite a lot of picture taking involved,” 
Marta pointed out. 

“Yes.” 

“You’re going to write this one yourself?” 

“Certainly the central piece, at least. But even if I farm 

out the individual pieces. I’m going to keep close tabs on 
them.” 

That meant they would be together a lot if she elected 

to take on the assignment. Marta thought about that and 
nearly went overboard with enthusiasm personally. Then 

she bumped into the professional side of her nature and 

had to say honestly, “I’m not sure this one’s for me, 
Josh.” 

“Oh?” 
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“I can see the merit of the idea, and I’m sure that done 
the way you’d handle it, the result would be excellent—” 
Marta began. 

But Josh cut her short. “Spare the flattery, Marta,’’ he 
advised her roughly. “If you think it’s a lousy idea, just 
come out and say so.” 

“It’s not a lousy idea. Josh. I’m just not sure it’s for 
me,” she said honestly. 

Josh poured himself another glass of wine, noted Mar¬ 
ta’s glass and poured one for her, too. That was enough 
to give him away, as far as Marta was concerned. He was 
innately polite; when in full control it would never have 
occurred to him to pour his own wine before checking on 
hers. Guests always received his full measure of cour¬ 
teous attention. And that’s what she was, wasn’t she? A 
guest? 

“I suppose I should thank you for being so frank,” he 
said. “In fact... I do thank you, though I disagree with 
you. I think you could do a great job with this. Focusing 
on people is very much your thing. I don’t think I need to 
tell you that.” 

“I’m not sure I would find the people you plan to deal 
with sufficiently... stimulating,” Marta hedged. 

Josh shot her a quick look, his eloquent eyebrows 
slightly raised. “That sounds pretty snobbish,” he in¬ 
formed her. 

“I don’t mean it to be. These past couple of years, 
Josh, I’ve worked in all sorts of places under all sorts of 
conditions.” 

“I know that.” 

Did that mean he followed her work as closely as she 
liked to think he might? That he cared about what she was 
doing, perhaps not just professionally but personally, as 
well? 
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Of course he cares about what’s happening with you, 
idiot, the small silent voice came from out of nowhere. 
Just as you care about what’s happening with him. But 
that still doesn’t build a bridge across this chasm between 
the two of you. 

I ve found that maybe I do best where there’s been a 
certain amount of suffering involved,” she said care¬ 
fully. 

“You like to follow in the wake of revolutions, catas¬ 
trophes and other such happenings, is that it?” 

It was Marta’s turn to stiffen. “I don’t like the way you 
say that. Josh,” she warned. “I don’t envision myself as 
some kind of Calamity Jane.” 

“Okay, okay. Are you saying, though, that the kind of 
people I’m talking about have experienced no suffering in 
their lives, Marta?” 

“Not the same kind of suffering,” she allowed cau¬ 
tiously. 

Josh scowled at her. “The hell they haven’t,” he stated 
crisply. “Marta, I don’t think there’s ever been a person 
on earth who hasn’t gone through a hell of a lot in one 
way or another on the way from birth to death. When you 
go into a war-stricken village or a town that’s just been hit 
by an earthquake, you’re seeing something overwhelm¬ 
ing, to be sure. Raw, human misery.. .and yes, you cap¬ 
ture that magnificently in your camera lens. And I’m not 
negating the agony, the horror of what you’re talking 
about. But sometimes quiet suffering can be even more 
profound. Sometimes emotional and mental suffering can 
be even more overwhelming than physical suffering. What 
you’re talking about is drama, the distillation of an ex¬ 
perience. Like what happens in an accident...” 

Marta saw the expression on Josh’s face and knew that 
whether it was his intention or not, he was being personal 
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right now, very personal. Never once had he talked to her 
about the jet trainer crash in which he’d been so severely 
injured. In minutes the whole course of his life had been 
completely changed. Once or twice she’d tried to steer to¬ 
ward the subject. But even when they’d been the most in¬ 
timate he’d always turned the conversation around so 
she’d never gotten even close. It had been his private ta¬ 
boo. 

She saw him lean back, saw the spasm of pain that 
passed over his face very quickly, saw him close his eyes, 
and knew this was physical pain she was witnessing, which 
daunted her. The result of that awful crash, his damaged 
leg, was something Josh never talked about, either. That 
she’d learned early on. And if he still suffered from it at 
all, it was something he’d camouflaged completely—un¬ 
til now. 

Disturbed, she stirred restlessly, then couldn’t suppress 
the question. “What is it. Josh?” 

He opened his eyes. “What is what?” 
She dared. “Just then,” she said, “you looked as if you 

were hurting.” 
“I’m fine, thank you,” Josh informed her coolly. “I 

was trying to make a point, but there’s no reason to build 
up a case if the assignment idea doesn’t appeal to you, 
Marta. In fact, I suggest we drop it.” 

There was a finality to the way he spoke, and Marta’s 
heart sank when she heard it. On a personal level, she’d 
been written off by Josh before. Now she felt he was 
about to write her off professionally, as well. 

She couldn’t let that happen. On the other hand, she 
couldn’t in all fairness embark on the project he was sug¬ 
gesting with unqualified enthusiasm. 

She had to come up with an idea of her own, and 
quickly, Marta thought feverishly. And suddenly the 
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conversation she’d had with Jennifer that recent Sunday 
here in Josh’s apartment came back to her. 

They’d talked about Josh and the way his handicap af¬ 
fected him. About the way he’d shut her out. Jennifer 
knew more about that than anyone else, and had always 
stuck by Marta. Now Marta remembered remarking that 
many handicapped people achieved highly successful 
marriages. She’d admitted at the time that it wasn’t a fact 
apt to make much difference in her relationship with Josh, 
who resolutely steered his own course. But still... there 
was a potential for a heartwarming series in the idea it¬ 
self. 

Did she dare suggest it? 

Josh said, “I recognize that expression on your face, 
Marta. You’re brimming over with something. What is 
it?” 

“Just a...thought,” Marta temporized, already be¬ 
ginning to see the risks of suggesting this idea. 

“About something for Living?” 
“Yes.” 
“So, what is it?” 

“Please hear me out before you leap to any conclu¬ 
sions, Josh,” Marta urged him. 

“Why should I leap to any conclusions?” 
“What I’m saying is.. .just hear me out, all right? As 

you know, for the past few years there’s been a decided 
increase in concern about the rights of the handicapped 
and in putting across concepts designed to improve the 
life-styles of people with physical problems.” 

Marta didn’t dare look at him. 

“Mainly the physical improvements have been empha¬ 
sized—special parking places, ramps, adequate rest room 
facilities, doors wide enough to admit wheelchairs, and all 
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the rest of it—and that’s fine. But I think there’s a lot to 
be dealt with on the other side of the coin.” 

‘‘What other side of the coin?” 
There was nothing to be read at all in the tone of Josh’s 

voice...and, knowing him as she did, that did nothing to 
reassure Marta. 

“Well,” she said, “the personal side. Emotional side. 
I think this could be a very upbeat series. Josh. Dealing 
with people who, though handicapped, have done mar¬ 
velous things with their lives and achieved highly success¬ 
ful relationships. Marriage. Parenthood. Becoming forces 
in their communities.” 

“I don’t really see the parallel you seem to between the 
concept I discussed with you, and an article on how the 
handicapped cope,” Josh stated politely. 

Marta could hear the warning bells, but she went on, 
“Not just ‘cope,’ Josh. There’s so much more than 
that....” 

“Forget it,” Josh advised her icily. “I’m sure there are 
magazines for the handicapped that would be happy to 
consider such a piece, especially with you as the photog¬ 
rapher,” he added, his words small, glacial chips. “I cer¬ 
tainly do not feel that it would be material for Living, nor 
would I personally be interested in delving into such a 
subject.” 

Marta could feel the frigid air creeping between them, 
and it engulfed her as he finished, “It’s enough to deal 
with a handicap on an individual basis, Marta. The 
thought of wallowing in a mass attack of the subject 
doesn’t thrill me in the least.” 



Chapter Six 

iVlarta was determined not to cry again in front of Josh. 
She couldn’t understand what was happening to her. She 
was reaching the edge of tears frequently, and that was 

very unlike her. She’d gone through all sorts of experi¬ 
ences absolutely dry-eyed. Even on that terrible night 
when Josh had cast her out of his life she’d stalked from 
his apartment blazing with anger, resentment, frustra¬ 
tion, but there had been no tears. 

Now it was as though she were going through a major 

chemical change. As if her body—as well as her heart— 
were urging to her to let go, to let it all out. She could im¬ 
agine flooding the Hudson were she able to funnel all the 
tears she wanted to shed through Josh’s windows and into 
the river. 

Josh broke the silence between them. “Your pizza must 
be freezing. Want me to zap it in the micro?” 
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Marta shook her head. She’d barely touched the pizza, 
but even the thought of swallowing another morsel made 
her want to choke. “No, thanks,” she said. “I’m not 
hungry.” 

“I’ve hurt your feelings,” Josh decided. 
Few things he could have said would have surprised 

Marta more. She could remember past occasions when 
he’d definitely bruised her feelings, must have known it, 
but certainly had never been moved to acknowledge it. His 
last statement was almost... well, close to... an apology. 

“Look, Marta,” he continued, “I didn’t mean to come 
on so strong. I admit, you hit on a touchy subject with 
me.” 

That was quite an admission, coming from Josh. Marta 
eyed him narrowly. Was he, too, suffering a few chemical 
changes? 

“I think,” Josh said slowly, “maybe we’d better try for 
something else.” 

So...he wasn’t writing her off. Marta instantly felt 
better and gathered up her lost gumption. “Josh,” she 
said, “let me do some further thinking before you toss out 
any more ideas to me. What I’m saying is. I’m having 
second thoughts about your ‘Transitional Life-styles’ 
concept.” 

“Oh?” Josh queried, and she couldn’t blame him for 
sounding suspicious. 

“You’re right,” Marta conceded, and actually he was. 
“I may be off base in my attitude, because, as you’ve 
pointed out. I’ve concentrated on catastrophe so much 
these past couple of years.” 

That, she had to admit, was true. For the past two 
years, she had angled for any assignment that would take 
her to places where there were major happenings, major 
chaos. She had needed to be lost in areas that took her 
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completely outside herself, where there was constant ten¬ 
sion, danger, tragedy, dramas beyond belief being en¬ 
acted on a minute-by-minute basis. Having a full load of 
such harrowing work on her agenda had somehow less¬ 
ened her own personal sorrow. It had kept her going, kept 
her—for stretches of time, anyway—from thinking about 
Josh. 

Then, in the in-between times in London, there had 
been Tony. Always there when she wanted him and needed 
him. Lavishing attention and affection on her. Gracious 
and urbane and charming and witty, Tony—for small 
stretches of time—had enabled her to go to bed without 
falling asleep thinking of Josh, dreaming about him and 
waking up thinking about him all over again. 

“You don’t have to mollify me, Marta.” Josh softly 
interrupted her thoughts. “It’s I who hurt your feelings, 
not the other way around.” 

“Josh, I’m used to rejection,” Marta said quickly. She 
was speaking about professional rejection, but somehow 
what she was saying became hung up on a personal tree, 
and her cheeks flushed. She added, to clarify, “At least I 
was—and for a long time, too, when I was starting out.” 

Josh let the implication, and her flushed face, pass. “I 
imagine few editors would even think about rejecting a 
Marta Brennan idea,” he said smoothly. “In fact. I’ve 
probably just given you a first, in that respect, in quite a 
while.” 

He had, but she wasn’t about to say so. Just thinking 
about the story idea she’d suggested to him was becom¬ 
ing so embarrassing she felt herself beginning to flush all 
over again. How could she ever have thought of suggest¬ 
ing a series about success among the handicapped to Josh 
of all people? It had been inexpressibly gauche of 
her...even though she had only wanted to make Josh 
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aware of his real worth. She should have known better. 
Much better. 

Still painfully conscious of her gaffe, she forced her¬ 
self to return to Josh’s story idea. “I’m not trying to 
mollify you,” she told him. “There’d be no point to 
that.” Which was true enough. “It would show in my 
work if I approached an assignment tongue-in-cheek. I 
won’t say I’ll do ‘Transitions’ with you unless I’m sure it’s 
right.” 

“Fair enough,” Josh agreed, more easily than she’d 
expected him to. He rose slowly. “I guess I’d better see 
about getting you back to your hotel,” he suggested. 

How could she possibly have forgotten that she had a 
spacious, beautifully appointed room in an exclusive, 
midtown hotel? Though they’d never “lived” together, it 
was so natural to be here with Josh. In another era she’d 
have stayed through the night on an occasion like this. 

Hastily she said, “If you’ll call a cab, that will be fine.” 
When the doorman rang up to say the taxi was at the 

front door. Josh insisted on going downstairs with Marta. 
The night was icy cold, and as he followed her outside she 
remonstrated, “At least you could have put a topcoat 
on.” 

“I’m going right back in,” he said. He held the cab 
door for her; she had to brush close to him to get in. 
Crazy, how even the slightest contact with him could make 
her feel warm on a frigid February night, she thought, and 
was annoyed at herself because she reacted so instantly 
and so intensely to Josh. 

“Try to get some sleep,” he said. “Sleep late as you 
can, in fact, and order up some breakfast. And then eat 
it, okay?” 

He was talking to her as a brother. Marta recognized the 
tone of voice. All her life, her brothers had been trying to 



DIAMOND MOODS 97 

tell her what to do whenever they had the chance. Which, 
more’s the pity, wasn’t often. These days she didn’t get 
back to her hometown in Pennsylvania nearly as fre¬ 
quently as she wished she could. 

But then Josh leaned over and kissed her swiftly, and 
light though the kiss was, there was nothing brotherly 
about it. “I’ll call you at your hotel in the morning,” he 
told her, an odd huskiness to his voice. “Meantime, do 
some thinking about ‘Transitions,’” he added, “and we’ll 
see what we come up with.” 

With that last statement, Josh seemed very much an 
editor, and this helped put Marta back on an even keel. 
Even so, by the time she reached her hotel room, she felt 
shaky. Tonight’s experience was catching up with her. 

The message light was blinking on the phone. She 
checked the desk and found that Tony had called from 
London three different times. A glance at the clock told 
her it was much too early in the morning in England to 
return his call, which was just as well. Right now she 
wasn’t up to dealing with what she needed to tell Tony. In 
fact, it was going to be difficult at any time to say what she 
had to over the phone. Much as she dreaded the thought 
of it, they needed to meet in person. She would return his 
ring and hope that he wouldn’t be too angry at her, so that 
they could remain friends. 

That night Marta didn’t dream of Josh, but of dia¬ 
monds. Mines full of diamonds, with grimy-faced labor¬ 
ers working to unearth the gems that, once dug out, were 
fully cut and sparkled brilliantly. Finally the whole world 
was full of sparkling diamonds, whirling around and 
around and around. And Marta was frantically trying to 
catch a fistful of them, because she needed to give them 
to Josh. But when her fingers at last clutched a stone, it 
turned to dust at her touch. 
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* * * 

As if Josh had her room wired for video so that he 
could keep tabs on her every move, Marta obediently or¬ 
dered up a breakfast the next morning and forced herself 
to eat it. She was on the second cup of coffee, when the 
phone rang. 

“I hope I didn’t wake you up,” Josh said. 
“No, I’ve been up for ages.” 
“You shouldn’t have been. Look, Marta, I have an 

idea.” 
“Yes?” 
“It might be easier for both of us to come to a conclu¬ 

sion about ‘Transitions’ if we visit one of the couples I 
have on my list of candidates.” 

“You already have a candidate list?” 
“Yes,” he admitted. “I’ve had some staff members 

looking around. So I have a fair-size dossier at this point. 
I’ve been trying to weed it down to a manageable number 
from which we can extract six finalists—if we both feel 
there should be a green light on this project, that is. I 
know this is a decision we’ll have to make without too 
much delay because of your own schedule.” 

“My schedule?” 

“You do need to get back to London for your wed¬ 
ding, don’t you?” 

Trapped, Marta said reluctantly, “Tony and I don’t 
plan to be married until late spring at the earliest.” This 
was not the moment, definitely not the moment, to re¬ 
veal her sham engagement. 

“Well, say that’s two—even two and a half—months 
from now,” Josh tabulated. “That doesn’t give us an 
overabundance of time, especially since I know you have 
a couple of other stories you want to do out of New 
York.” 
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“About visiting one of the couples,” Marta reminded 
him. “Who and where?” 

“The wife in question is a successful architect,” Josh 
told her. “One of the staffers ran across her in the course 

of doing a story for our companion magazine. Her hus¬ 

band is an inventor. Toys and games, I gather. What 

happened in this instance is that when these people moved 
from the city to the relatively rural area, she was the one 

who had to face the daily commute, while he could work 
primarily out of a studio in his own home. 

“Now she wants to semi-retire and work at home her¬ 

self. They both feel a need for a change of living place. 
They had three kids, who are now grown, married, and 

have moved away. They admit that without the stimulus 
of the kids, life gets flat for them at moments. They think 
getting back to the city, where they’ll be more in the 
mainstream of action, will resolve that.” 

“How are they going to find a place in the city big 
enough for both of them to work in?” Marta asked. 

“That’s something you can ask them when you meet 

them,” Josh told her. “I phoned them before I called you 
to find out if they might be available to talk to us today. 

The husband’s recovering from some minor surgery and 

the wife took a short leave of absence from her firm to be 
with him. They’d be happy to see us. If you’re free, of 
course.” 

“Where do they live?” 

“Upstate, about eighty miles from here.” 

“Would we take the train?” 

“We’ll drive,” Josh stated. “The roads are clear—I 

checked—and there’s no snow forecast. Upstate, it should 
be a regular winter wonderland.” 
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* * * 

It was every bit the winter wonderland Josh had prom¬ 
ised. The small towns were Christmas card material, while 
the open country vistas, with snow-frosted farmhouses 
and barns and fields covered with white blankets, brought 
to mind winter paintings by master artists. Josh had a 
comfortable Mercedes, and he was an excellent driver. As 
the miles slipped by, Marta felt herself relaxing, and made 
a quick decision. 

Nothing, nobody, could take this day with Josh away 
from her. And so she was going to enjoy every minute of 
it. 

At Josh’s suggestion, they paused for a sandwich and 
coffee before they made their call on Arnold and Lucille 
Grant, the couple to be interviewed. 

After showing Marta and Josh around their beautiful, 
fifteen-room house—with an adjacent studio for Ar- 
nie—the Grants proffered homemade pound cake and an 
excellent port wine. By the time Marta finished that re¬ 
past, she felt so tension-free she could have curled up and 
taken a nap. 

She and Josh stayed with the Grants for nearly three 
hours, and found them charming, interesting, vital peo¬ 
ple who—though in their late fifties—were entirely con¬ 
temporary in their outlook and opinions. They’d had their 
share of personal tragedy—their eldest son had been killed 
in Vietnam—and their share of professional frustration. 

After they’d been talking for a while, Marta produced 
the camera she always carried with her and she took a few 
photographs. Glancing at Josh, she saw a gleam of plea¬ 
sure in his gray eyes as he watched her at work. 

Until then it hadn’t really hit her how much he wanted 
her to work on this story with him. This story? Or sim¬ 
ply, a story? It could be because he wanted her work in 
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Living again, she conceded. That made more sense than 
assuming he wanted to work with her because he wanted 
to be with her. 

Yet she couldn’t help but wonder.... 

She was still wondering as they started the drive back to 
the city. The days were short this time of year. Dusk was 
already brushing the countryside, creating interesting ef¬ 
fects on the snowy fields, barns and houses. Marta was 
distracted temporarily by the scenes unfolding before her. 
She was tempted to ask Josh to pull over and let her out 
of the car for a while so that she could take a few shots. 
But she didn’t want her work to intrude just now. There 
would be other times to photograph snow scenes. 

Josh, who’d been much absorbed in his own thoughts, 
suddenly suggested, “How about stopping along the way 
for a drink and a few appetizers? Then we can have din¬ 
ner after we get back to Manhattan.” 

Marta chuckled. “I don’t believe you,” she told him. 
“You pigged out on three pieces of cake at the Grants’, 
and you had lunch just a short time before that.” She 
surveyed him. “You should be fatter than five pigs.” 

“You should be one-hundredth as fat as a pig!” 
“Josh, I’m just naturally slim.” 
“Slim? Is that what you call it?” 

Exasperated, she sputtered, “Damn it. Josh, why are 
you always poking fun at the way I look?” 

Genuine surprise laced his voice. “I wasn’t aware that 
I ever poked fun at the way you look,” he said seriously. 
“I worry because you really are too thin, though believe 
me, I know half the women in the world would give those 
proverbial eyeteeth to have a figure like yours. I guess I’m 
just afraid that if you ever got sick or anything you’d have 
very little resistance_” 
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Josh’s words trailed off, and he became very busy con¬ 
centrating on the road ahead—even though right now his 
was the only car on it. 

Josh was worried about her? Josh was afraid for her? 
Dazed, Marta tried to remember exactly what he’d just 
said. Had he put it in the past tense? No...she was al¬ 
most certain Josh had been speaking in the present. 

She tried to concentrate on what she, at least, consid¬ 
ered a mundane topic of conversation. “I never try to 
diet, Josh,” she said. ‘‘I guess sometimes I get so busy I 
go without eating, but I catch up sooner or later.” 

“I doubt that.” 
“I’m healthy as ten horses, though,” she promised him. 

“Anyway, I guess we’re both lucky we don’t have to try to 
keep slim.” 

“I definitely have to try to keep slim,” Josh confessed, 
to her surprise. “Because, as you may have noticed, I tend 
to eat as much as ten horses, and my job is mostly sed¬ 
entary—except when I go off on an occasional excursion 
like this one.” 

He didn’t add that his handicap prevented him from 
getting the kind of exercise he’d once enjoyed. Marta felt 
a twinge of pity for Josh because he was so limited in the 
physical activities he could pursue, but then she squashed 
the twinge fiercely. Josh neither wanted nor needed her 
pity, or anyone else’s. 

Lightly she said, “You follow a pretty rugged exercise 
program, though, don’t you?” And when he nodded, she 
admitted, “I don’t know if I’d have the self-discipline to 
do that sort of exercise on a regular basis.” 

“Well, you have a wider range of choices,” Josh said 
with surprising calmness, and again Marta couldn’t be¬ 
lieve what she was hearing. It was one of the closest ref¬ 
erences he’d ever made to his handicap. And as Josh 
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spotted the welcoming lights of an inn off to one side of 
the road and drove into the parking lot, she wondered if 
this could possibly be a sign of recent progress. Was Josh 
maybe, just maybe, going to knock a few stones out of the 
wall he’d so carefully constructed around himself? 

It was too much to hope for, she decided as she sat 
down opposite him in a booth padded in soft blue leather. 
She watched the way the waitress responded to his 
smile... par for the course when it came to the way all 
women responded to Josh Smith’s charisma. He ordered 
a Scotch and soda for himself and, at Marta’s request, 
Perrier with a slice of lime for her, plus an assortment of 
appetizers to share. 

The inn was charming, with dark beams across the 
ceiling, whitewashed walls, maple furniture, hanging 
copper pots and a huge blaze roaring in the big fireplace. 
Again that surprising feeling of relaxation crept over 
Marta. She felt the tension ebbing out of her bones. In 
another minute she’d be purring, she told herself, and 
smiled at the thought. 

Josh caught the smile and asked, “What’s so amus¬ 
ing?” 

“Nothing’s amusing, really. Nothing specific, that is. 
This has been such a... very nice day, that’s all,” Marta 
said, and hoped that Josh wouldn’t make some remark to 
spoil her mood. At times he had a talent for doing ex¬ 
actly that. 

He didn’t. Rather he said softly, “Yes, it has been.” 
Then his tone became brisker. “I like the Grants. Didn’t 
you?” 

“Yes, I did. But I think they should stay where they are 
and not move back to the city.” 

“They feel they’re lost in space in that big house, 
Marta.” 

/ 
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“Only because Mrs. Grant hasn’t started working at 
home. Once she does, she’ll need her elbow room just as 
her husband does. That house is perfect for them. He al¬ 
ready has his studio exactly as he wants it. She can set up 
her working quarters on the opposite side. There’s an ell 
that would be perfect for an architect’s studio—good light 
and plenty of space for drawing boards.” 

“Well, you did take it all in, didn’t you?” Josh com¬ 
mented. 

“Yes. I liked them. I thought about what they’re plan¬ 
ning to do. Wondered if they’ve really considered all the 
options.” 

“They’re intelligent people, Marta. I would say they 
have.” 

“Even intelligent people make mistakes in life. Josh. 
Maybe that’s especially true of intelligent people.” 

Josh smiled. “Maybe I’m choosing the wrong ap¬ 
proach with this series.” 

“No, you’re choosing the right approach. It’s just that 
I think the Grants might make the wrong move, that’s all. 
But.. .it is their decision, after all, and we should get some 
good pictures to go along with your story about them.” 

“I think I will do the Grant piece myself,” Josh said. 
“Marta...does what you just said mean you’re giving me 
an affirmative on ‘Transitions’?” 

She nodded. “Yes. I think you must have realized I was 
hooked fifteen minutes after we stepped into the Grants’ 
house.” 

“I hoped you were hooked,” Josh said, without look¬ 
ing at her. “I’ll start mapping out a plan of action to¬ 
morrow. I’m going to try to narrow down the list to the six 
finalists. You might glance over the material I have and 
give me your thoughts.” 

“I’d be glad to do that, if you’d like me to.” 
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“I’d like you to. Then as quickly as possible we can ar¬ 
range other appointments. You might prefer to go with 
the writer, at least on an initial visit. After that, it might 
be best if you went on your own. Whichever way, I don’t 
want to hold you up. I know you have only so much time 
to give this project.” 

“I’ll allow all the time needed,” Marta said, but she felt 
a sharp pang of disappointment as she uttered the words. 
That was foolish of her, she acknowledged, because Josh 
had made it plain from the beginning that he was going to 
assign writers to most of the separate stories. Still, he’d be 
involved himself in writing the central one, and now the 
story on the Grants, as well. 

It occurred to her that he was the one who lacked extra 
time. She knew from past experience how busy he was in 
his job. She could imagine how things must have piled up 
on his desk in his absence today. 

Two years ago he’d been an editor at Living. Now he 
was the editor. Which meant that he had that much more 
responsibility—and undoubtedly that much more paper¬ 
work, as well. 

Nevertheless.. .she wished that Josh had decided to take 
a busman’s holiday and do the entire “Transitions” story 
himself. 

Though Josh invited her to have dinner with him later 
that evening, Marta declined. Her common sense told her 
that the two of them had been together enough, over the 
past twenty-four hours or so. Any more shared time right 
now would only put them both on edge. 

Maybe it was her imagination, but it did seem to her 
that Josh had glanced more and more at the diamond 
sparkling on her left hand once they were in the inn and 
then later on the drive home. And once in the city itself. 
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every time he stopped for a red light she felt as though his 
eyes were boring a whole in her ring finger. 

Perhaps she was unduly conscious of the ring, she ad¬ 
mitted as she showered, put on a vivid-yellow satin 
lounging robe and then started brushing her hair. Some¬ 
times just brushing and brushing with slow, steady strokes 
helped when she was tense. She felt tense now, and was 
beginning to be glad Josh hadn’t decided to do the whole 
“Transitions” story himself. 

Make up your mind, she advised herself. Just a while 
ago you were deploring the fact that he was going to turn 
most of the segments over to other writers. What do you 
want, Marta? 

What did she want? 
She mused over the question. Now she simply wanted 

Josh... forever and ever and ever. She wanted him here 
in this room with her; she wanted him in her bed with her; 
she wanted him wherever she was and wherever she went. 
And that’s where things began to get sticky. 

Josh had his own life, and a career that was just as im¬ 
portant to him as hers was to her. As far as the other as¬ 
pects of his life were concerned, Josh had done very well 
for himself after weathering adverse circumstances that 
might have thrown a weaker person forever. She admired 
him for that, gave him real credit for it. 

Josh was secure, self-confident, had all the money he 
needed, striking good looks, scads of charm. Men liked 
him. And too many women tended to fall in love with 
him, Marta allowed mournfully. There was no doubt in 
her mind that whenever he wanted female company, all he 
had to do was reach for the telephone. 

Josh was not frustrated, not starving for affection, not 
a hermit—he led as active a social life as he wished to. If, 
in the process of learning to cope with some considerable 
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physical difficulties, he’d become something of a loner, he 
was in no way misanthropic. He liked people, liked being 
with them—look how the Grants had responded to him 
this afternoon. On the other hand, he was one of those 
fortunate individuals who could be content with his own 
company. Marta had no doubt that the hours he spent 
sitting by his living-room window, looking out over the 
Hudson, reading a good book or maybe listening to a 
symphony on his excellent stereo, were very good and 
complete times for him. 

In lots of ways, she thought ruefully, he’d adjusted 
better to his life than she had to hers. 

And the conclusion tolled. What he said two years ago 
was true. Despite this overwhelming attraction we have for 
each other, he has no space for me. 

Dispirited, Marta sank back on the bed, propping pil¬ 
lows behind her head. The telephone rang. 

Her pulse rate jumped. Her intuition told her this was 
Josh calling. And she was ready for the sound of his voice 
as she lifted the receiver. But it wasn’t Josh. It was Tony. 

“I was beginning to wonder...” he began. 
Marta instantly glanced at the clock, calculated the time 

difference and asked, “Is something wrong?” 
“No,” Tony informed her. “Except that I’ve been 

phoning you with monotonous regularity, and you’re 
never there. I finally stopped leaving messages.” 

“Tony, I’m sorry,” Marta said quickly. And she was. 
“It was late when I got in last night. I didn’t want to wake 
you. That’s why I didn’t call you. And I was gadding 
around a lot of today.” 

“Down to business again already, Marta?” 
“Yes,” she acknowledged, without elaborating. 
“Well, I admit I was beginning to worry about you,” 

he said with a slight, self-deprecating chuckle. “Inciden- 
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tally, by any chance did your ears burn rather late this af¬ 
ternoon, British time?” 

“What?” 
“Isn’t that what one’s ears are supposed to do when one 

is being talked about?” 
“Who was talking about me, Tony?” 
“Trina Cataldo’s in town,” Tony said. “We met for a 

drink at the Ritz. I think she’s going to sign a contract to 
do a couple of pictures in England. Frankly, her last 
American film didn’t fare too well, and there’s a pro¬ 
ducer-director here she thinks might bring her out of the 
slump. She was asking me about our wedding plans.” 

“What did you tell her?” 
“Naturally, I hedged. I rather think Trina might like to 

make a few wedding plans of her own, however.” 
“Oh?” Instinctively Marta’s senses went on red alert. 

“With whom?” 

“Your friend Josh Smith, I’d say. She appears to be 
tremendously smitten with him... though that doesn’t 
necessarily indicate a permanent condition with Trina. 
I’ve known her for years, and she tends to be...mercurial, 
shall we say, in her romantic involvements. But she’s as 
serious about Smith as she’s ever been about anyone.” 

Marta’s grip on the receiver tightened while she fought 
a stab of pain that might as well have been physical. She 
chided herself for being ridiculous—jealousy was out of 
style, to begin with, and she had no claim on Josh, any¬ 
way. 

“I’m sorry, darling,” Tony said suddenly. 

“Sorry about what?” Marta had to force herself to 
speak. 

“I shouldn’t have told you that. It was.. .childish of me. 
Oh, it’s true enough—Trina’s present feelings, I mean. 
But that doesn’t mean Smith returns them. I was trying to 
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advance my own cause by weakening his,” Tony admit¬ 
ted. 

“There’s no question of a cause where Josh is con¬ 
cerned,” Marta said, a shade too sharply. “But, Tony, 
you and I need to talk.” 

“I know we do,” he agreed. “Which brings me to the 
real reason I’ve been trying to get hold of you, aside from 
my concern for you. You remember Sheila and Guy 
Forthington? We went to their cocktail party in Wash¬ 
ington.” 

“Of course I remember them, Tony,” Marta told him 
impatiently. “It was only last month.” 

“It seems ever so much longer,” Tony reflected. 
“Anyway.. .they’ve rented a chalet up in New Hamp¬ 
shire in the White Mountains. Guy phoned earlier this 
evening, and he says the skiing’s excellent. He’s invited 
you and me to join Sheila and him up there next week¬ 
end. How about it?” 

The thought of skiing was tremendously appealing. The 
clear icy air guaranteed to clear out mental cobwebs. Na¬ 
ture would be at her winter best. And Marta knew from 
having skied the White Mountains on several occasions, 
that there would be slopes challenging enough to make her 
work to prove her skill. 

A skiing holiday would provide the chance to relax, and 
thus she would be able to talk to Tony calmly and tell him 
this sham engagement must end. 

“I’m for it,” she said. 
“Excellent,” he told her approvingly. “I’ll call Guy in 

the morning and then set about making my plane reser¬ 
vation.” 



Chapter Seven 

Th e snow-covered White Mountains were magnificent. 
The skiing was exactly what she had needed, Marta told 
herself as she set out with Tony for a second day on the 

slopes. The previous day they’d skied down Cannon. To¬ 
day they were trying some of the trails at Loon. And the 
glorious, blue-sky, gold-sun winter weather couldn’t have 
been more cooperative. 

Last night they’d lingered beside the fireplace in the 
lodge. They’d drunk something called a “broken leg,” 

made out of bourbon and apple juice and a couple of 
other things, Marta recalled hazily. Served warm, the li¬ 
quor had been a perfect nightcap for her. She’d fallen 
asleep as soon as her head touched the pillow, relieved 
that the Forthingtons—evidently still a bit more conven¬ 
tional than a lot of people—had assigned Tony and her to 
separate rooms. 
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Tony had strolled in this morning, though, with a cup 
of hot coffee for her, a cheery greeting and a swift, affec¬ 
tionate kiss. He’d sat on the side of the bed while she 
sipped the coffee, but he’d had the wisdom—bless Tony, 
he had an inherent sense of timing about so many things— 
not to speak about anything except their surroundings and 
the sheer pleasure of skiing in mountains such as these. 

For Marta, the skiing went beyond pleasure. As she 
showered after they returned from Loon Mountain late in 
the afternoon, she accepted the fact that needing the 
stimulation of strenuous exercise was a basic part of her 
nature. She was naturally well coordinated, sports were a 
challenge to her, and thus far she’d never had any trouble 
learning any of them. During a brief assignment in the 
Yucatan the previous winter, she’d snatched the oppor¬ 
tunity to take a few scuba lessons and within a very short 
time was diving off Cancun with some of the experts. In 
addition to snow skiing, she loved to water-ski. Tennis, 
Ping Pong, for that matter, the participation in almost any 
game, set her adrenaline flowing. And yes, she liked to 
win, Marta conceded, although she was not a poor loser. 

The participation in sports was something she could 
always share with Tony, as she’d told Jennifer that day at 

brunch in Josh’s apartment. But one couldn’t spend all 
the hours of one’s life on a ski slope or a tennis court. And 
she’d begun to wonder how she and Tony would handle 
the day-to-day activities... even before she’d met Josh 
again. 

But you didn’t really need to meet Josh again to know 
the real answer to that and a lot of questions, an inner 
voice reminded her. Deep down in your heart, you knew. 
You’ve always known. You could fill the quiet patches 

forever with Josh... with total contentment. In fact, there 
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would no longer need to be so many of the frenzied 
times.... 

Marta stepped out of the shower, wrapped herself in an 
oversize towel and sighed. She was beginning to sound like 
a broken record to herself. She needed to stop thinking of 
Josh right now and consider her priorities. First on the list 
was dealing with her engagement to Tony. 

Tonight, Marta promised herself. Since they were going 
back to New York tomorrow, and Tony planned to re¬ 
turn to London on Tuesday, tonight was the time. 

But it wasn’t that easy. 

The Forthingtons, it developed, were celebrating their 
twelfth wedding anniversary—hence the special ski holi¬ 
day. They revealed the occasion to Tony and Marta at 
dinner that night in the lodge’s dining room. 

The secret was given away when a waiter appeared with 
a silver bucket containing an iced bottle of champagne. 
Then Guy explained the reason for the celebration and 
Sheila giggled conspiratorially. “This was a date we 
wanted to share with you,” she told Marta and Tony, 
“and we want to make a date right now to celebrate again 
in a dozen years. That will be your twelfth anniversary 
and our twenty-fourth.” 

“May you be as happy during every day of those first 
dozen years of married life as Sheila and I have been,” 
Guy added, holding his glass out to clink it with every¬ 
one else’s. 

Marta felt as if she’d been turned to stone. A fraud 
made out of stone! She was thankful that Tony was able 
to rise to the occasion and propose a civilized return toast 
to Sheila and Guy. She couldn’t have voiced a word, and 
even a sip of champagne stuck in her throat. 

There was a small combo playing, and she was thank¬ 
ful when Tony asked politely, “Shall we?” But once they 
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were on the dance floor she knew she was like a wooden 
stick in his arms. 

In a voice meant for her ears only, Tony said, “Dar¬ 
ling, I’m sorry that happened, but please try not to take 
it so seriously. Sheila and Guy mean well, and the two of 

them really are veritable turtledoves. If, remarkably, they 
still see everything in a romantic haze after a dozen years 
of marriage, they’re not to be blamed. Commended, 
rather, I should think. So you must realize they were only 
trying to share their happiness.” 

“Spare me, Tony,” Marta said, her throat still so tight 
it hurt to talk. “Anyway, how could I possibly blame 
Sheila and Guy for their good intentions? I’m wearing 
your larger-than-life ring on my finger. They don’t know 
we’re not really engaged.” 

To her astonishment, Tony said, “But we are really en¬ 
gaged, Marta.” 

She leaned back slightly so she could look at him and, 
in doing so, missed a step. “What are you talking about?” 
she asked. 

“Us,” Tony answered easily. “And yes, I remember 
our conversation in London and precisely what we said to 
each other. But it’s my recollection that we both agreed to 
keep our relationship going awhile longer. And you know 
what my hopes are...” 

“Tony, we did not both agree to remain engaged.” 
Marta informed him, temporarily evading the issue of his 
hopes. “I agreed to keep wearing your ring.. 

“Which amounts to rather the same thing, wouldn’t 
you say?” 

“No, and you know it doesn’t.” 
“Perhaps not between us,” Tony conceded. “But to the 

world at large it does. Marta...” 
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The music stopped abruptly, silencing Tony. And sud¬ 
denly Marta felt a bone-penetrating weariness. It was as 
if all the benefits she thought she’d derived from two days 
of skiing had suddenly evaporated. Half under her breath 
she muttered, “I’m not up to this.” 

The music started again and Tony asked, “Would you 
rather sit this one out?” 

She shook her head. “No. I can’t face up to the 
Forthingtons right now.” 

The music had a slow, easy tempo. Tony glided into it 
with his usual expertise. He was one of the best dancers 
Marta had ever known and usually a perfect partner for 
her. But tonight she felt as if her toes had become all 
thumbs. She came close to stumbling over her own feet. 

Keeping his voice low, Tony said urgently, “Marta, I 
had no intention of upsetting you like this. Obviously I’ve 
misread things.” 

It wasn’t that he’d misread things, Marta thought mis¬ 
erably. It was that he was reading what he wanted to read, 
hearing what he wanted to hear. She couldn’t blame him; 
in fact, she understood that kind of block. It was some¬ 
thing she’d indulged in herself with Josh, until their de¬ 
nouement two years ago. Josh had given her indication 
enough that theirs was not to be a forever relationship. 
She could see that now, but she’d been blind to the signs 
then. He’d warned her outright. She just hadn’t been lis¬ 
tening. 

She suddenly knew she couldn’t do to Tony what Josh 
had done to her. She couldn’t just... cut him off. On the 
other hand, she certainly couldn’t marry him. Nor could 
she talk to him about any of their problems during their 
stay in New Hampshire. There wasn’t going to be time, for 
one thing. Also, the atmosphere was all wrong. Unwit¬ 
tingly Guy and Sheila had given the whole occasion a 
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Valentine twist. Nothing could have been more inappro¬ 
priate, as far as Marta was concerned. But she could see 
how Tony might have wished she’d succumb, even a lit¬ 
tle, to the Forthingtons’ mood. Call it wishful thinking, 
call it anything, but when a person was in love he was not 
always as rational as he might be. 

The music stopped again, and this time Tony led her 
back to their table. The evening passed. The night passed. 
At breakfast together the next morning, Marta learned the 
Forthingtons were going to travel with Tony and her to 
New York, where they planned to spend a couple of days 
before returning to Washington. She’d intended to take 
advantage of the trip back to New York to talk to Tony; 
now there was no chance to do that and by the time they 
reached Manhattan she was thoroughly frustrated. 

To make matters worse, Tony suggested that the four 
of them dine together that evening at a small French res¬ 
taurant in the East Fifties that was a favorite of his. Sheila 
and Guy were delighted to accept his invitation, and 
Marta could only hope her dismay wasn’t showing. 

She sidestepped letting Tony come up to her room once 
he’d taken her back to the hotel by claiming that she had 
a headache. It was a claim she’d never before made in her 
life, and she couldn’t blame him for looking skeptical, but 
actually, it was no ruse. She did have a staggering head¬ 
ache, and she couldn’t wait to blacken her room, then lie 
flat on the bed. 

Alone in the darkness, Marta reminded herself that a 
major reason for her being in New York was to wrap up 

some loose career ends before moving to London perma¬ 
nently. At least... that had been a major reason. Now 
London, where Tony lived, was beginning to seem just as 
treacherous a place for her as New York, where Josh was. 
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Regardless of where she decided to go next, though, she 
did need to deal with her career. And one idea she’d nearly 
developed before leaving New York two years ago was on 
her immediate agenda. In fact, she thought with a groan, 
she’d made an appointment for ten o’clock tomorrow 
morning with Dr. Gerald Baskin, a leading orthopedic 
surgeon who’d been making tremendous strides in his 
field two years ago and, from what she’d learned, had 
progressed in quantum leaps since then. People who 
couldn’t walk at all, she’d heard, could now walk tall and 
straight and without even a trace of a limp, thanks to his 

surgical skill. 
The thought of facing anyone at ten o’clock tomorrow 

morning was anathema at the moment. But she had no 
intention of postponing her appointment with Dr. Bas¬ 
kin. A photo essay on his work was something she’d 
wanted to do two years ago and, if anything, wanted to do 
more than ever now. 

Marta admitted in the darkness what she wouldn’t have 
admitted in broad daylight. From the first moment she’d 
heard of Gerald Baskin, she’d wondered if there might be 
a chance—even the slightest, most minute of chances— 
that he could help Josh. 

If Josh could walk sans cane, without even a trace of a 
limp, would it make the major difference their relation¬ 
ship needed? Would it bridge the gap? 

Josh’s attitude had gone a long way toward convincing 
her that his handicap had nothing to do with his deter¬ 
mination to avoid serious commitments. Rather, his de¬ 

cision was in keeping with a life-style he’d chosen 
voluntarily. But she still wasn’t entirely sure about that. 
And regardless, there was no negating what it would mean 
to Josh to be able to move freely again...and to ski, 
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dance, do all the other physical activities he’d once en¬ 
joyed as much as she did. 

Naturally she was not going to rush pell-mell into a 
discussion with Dr. Baskin about Josh. First she’d delve 
into his work even more deeply than she did into most 
subjects she was photographing—and that was very deep, 
indeed. 

In a sense she’d be working backward, a process that 
was not unusual with Marta. When she discovered a sub¬ 
ject that struck her so intensely she couldn’t bear not to 
photograph it, she often mapped out her own plan, then 
teamed up with a writer to do the text later. 

She wondered if there might be even the slightest pos¬ 
sibility Josh would consent to work with her on this pro¬ 
ject. Then, remembering his reaction when she’d 
suggested doing a story on handicapped people who’d 
achieved highly successful relationships, she decided that 
was a thought she’d better forget, and quickly. 

Finally Marta requested a wake-up call for eight in the 
morning, ordered coffee and rolls to be sent to her room 
and then went to sleep to dream of Josh skiing down Al¬ 
pine slopes, and climbing to the top of Everest, and doing 
all sorts of impossible things, while she watched him from 
the sidelines. 

Marta was sipping her morning coffee when she real¬ 
ized that her ten o’clock appointment with Dr. Baskin 
meant she couldn’t go to the airport with Tony to see him 
off. 

She’d intended to do that, thinking that maybe they 
could arrive early and, protected by the anonymity of an 
airport waiting lounge, have a decent chance to talk. 

Chagrined, and feeling more than slightly guilty, she 
called the hotel where Tony was staying. It had surprised 
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her slightly when he’d automatically booked a room at a 
different hotel from hers in New York. She had thought— 
feared?—that he might want a bit more proximity. 

Most of the time Tony didn’t try to push her. The 
choice of a separate hotel indicated that. On the other 
hand, on the dance floor last night he’d been strangely 
adamant that they were still engaged. 

I’ve been honest about Josh, Marta thought, and this 
reflection brought with it a fair bit of resentment. Tony 
knew in London—he had to know—that I agreed to keep 
wearing his ring for a time primarily for the sake of sav- 
ingface. 

That wasn’t entirely fair, she conceded. Tony had made 
it clear he also hoped the situation between them could 
change. Though he hadn’t said it in so many words, the 
implication was that once she’d been in contact with Josh 
again, spent some time with him, the truth would sud¬ 
denly triumph. She’d know that there was no future for 
Josh and her. She’d turn back to Tony.... 

And in some ways that would be so easy to do. 
There was no answer the first time she tried to call him. 

She drank two cups of coffee, ate half a roll and called 
again. Still no answer. She wasn’t sure of his flight time, 
didn’t even know which airline he was booked on. Frus¬ 
trated, Marta dressed, tried Tony’s number one more 
time, then went off to keep her appointment with Dr. 
Gerald Baskin. 

For the next two hours she forgot about everything ex¬ 
cept what the eminent orthopedic specialist was showing 
her and telling her. 

Eminent? Well, he certainly was that, highly distin¬ 
guished in his field. Yet Gerald Baskin somehow man¬ 
aged to look like a boy who had never grown up. He was 
short, rather plump, had freckles, an engaging grin and 
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tousled light-brown hair. By the time she’d talked to him 
for ten minutes, Marta felt as if she’d known him for 
years. 

They spent that initial interview in his office. Gerald 
Baskin had many photographs of his own to produce— 
nothing reflecting the kind of technique that made Mar¬ 
ta’s work famous, yet those before and after pictures told 
their own eloquent stories. 

“There’s another side to the coin, however,” he told her 
as they sipped coffee together toward the end of the in¬ 
terview. “Not all of my cases are success stories. I’m not 
a miracle worker, Marta.” They had easily slipped into a 
first-name basis. “So much depends on timing. If I’m in 
on things from the beginning, often there’s a great deal I 
can do. Later.. .the chances dim. Bones, muscles can be 
ornery things. Sometimes I’m lucky enough to be able to 
undo old damage—or at least to alleviate a situation. 
Often what has been done is done, and any repair is be- 

t yond my skill.” He smiled ruefully. “I guess my problem 
is I want a miracle for everyone,” he confessed. 

Marta nearly started to tell him the story of Josh Smith 
then and there. Could there be a miracle for Josh? Could 
this man help him at all? Maybe she was afraid to know 
the answer, she admitted to herself as she was leaving Dr. 
Baskin’s office. For whatever reason, she hadn’t posed the 
question. But there would be more than enough time later. 
Gerry Baskin had suggested that she accompany him on 
his hospital rounds Wednesday morning. Then he wanted 
her to sit in on a variety of conferences with patients. His 
patients ran the gamut in age from toddlers to the el¬ 
derly. The photographic possibilities, she thought enthu¬ 
siastically, should be fantastic. 

Gerry Baskin was also going to let her photograph one 
of his operations. All these future photo sessions, of 
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course, hinged on the agreement of the patients involved. 
“But I doubt they’ll refuse us,” he said with a smile, and 
Marta could easily imagine that his rapport with his pa¬ 
tients must be excellent. 

Further, he’d given permission for her to tape the var¬ 
ious sessions. The dialogue and information gleaned in 
this manner would be invaluable to whoever wrote the 
story. 

When Marta returned to her hotel room the message 
light on the phone was blinking again, and a square white 
envelope had been thrust under her door. 

She opened the envelope first and saw Tony’s distinc¬ 
tive handwriting. “Did we get our signals crossed?” he 
had written. “I thought we were to meet down in your 
lobby for breakfast at ten, and then you were going out to 
Kennedy with me. Anyway, I’ll call you from Lon¬ 
don ... and I love you.” 

Had she told Tony she’d meet him for breakfast at ten? 
Marta’s headache the night before had been so over¬ 
powering she supposed it was possible she’d temporarily 
forgotten all about her appointment with Dr. Baskin and 
had agreed to have breakfast with Tony. She simply 
couldn’t remember. 

You’ll really be losing it if you don’t watch out, she told 
herself darkly then checked her phone messages. 

Josh had called at 10:00 and again at 11:30. Marta 
glanced at her watch, saw that it was 12:35 and promptly 
dialed Josh’s office number. But a secretary told her that 
Mr. Smith was at lunch with some visiting editors and 
probably wouldn’t be back until late in the afternoon. 

To be certain that Tony really had left town, she phoned 
the hotel where he’d been staying and learned that he’d 
checked out a couple of hours earlier. 
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Frustrated, Marta sought the only cure for mounting 
restlessness she knew. Exertion. She left the hotel and 
walked across town to Fifth Avenue, then turned north, 
striking a brisk pace along the wall rimming Central Park. 
She walked faster and faster, but the rapid movement 
wasn’t having the relaxing effect on her it usually did. 
Usually if she moved vigorously—whether walking, 
playing tennis, or whatever—she calmed down emotion¬ 
ally. Now, as finally she reversed direction and started 
back to the hotel, she felt just as pent-up as ever. And she 
began to tell herself bitterly that she shouldn’t have come 
back to New York, regardless of photo assignments 
hanging fire, regardless of anything. Even this towering 
city, where millions of people lived and worked, was too 
small to contain both Josh and her. 

Josh tried to pay attention to what the editor of a lead¬ 
ing French magazine was telling him in fluent but heavily 
accented English, but he lost the gist. He nodded in 
agreement when the French editor paused and hoped the 
man had said something he was supposed to agree with. 

The luncheon stretched on interminably, at least for 
Josh. His guests were enjoying themselves thoroughly, 
indulging now and then in a round of flattering toasts ac¬ 
companied by broad smiles and the clinking of glasses. 

Josh kept trying to rise valiantly to this series of small 
occasions, and evidently he was doing a good job in the 
eyes of the others, because they seemed to approve of him 
thoroughly. 

Remarkable, he thought wryly, how you can put on a 
convincing front when inside you feel as though you’re 
made up of broken drumsticks still trying to keep tempo 
on a dozen different drums. 
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Where had Marta been this morning? She hadn’t said 
anything about an immediate assignment. Wouldn’t she 
have told him if she was starting to work on something? 
Since, after all, she’d already started to work on the 
“Transitions” piece with him. 

It wasn’t that there wouldn’t be time enough for her to 
carry out her assignment with him and do one, even a 
couple, of other assignments simultaneously. Josh 
thought. He had the right to know, that’s all. Any editor 
would have the right to know under similar circum¬ 
stances, he assured himself, then recognized his defen¬ 
siveness and was annoyed. 

He had to admit he hadn’t thought too much about 
Marta’s not answering her room phone at shortly after 
9:30 in the morning until he’d had occasion to speak with 
a friend at NBC an hour or so later. The friend men¬ 
tioned in passing that he’d been talking a few minutes 
earlier to Tony Ashford of the BBC. Apparently Ashford 
had been in the States for the weekend on a skiing jaunt 
with his fiancee, but was heading back to London, or he 
would have suggested the three of them have lunch to¬ 
gether. 

“Ashford’s a great guy,” the NBC man had com¬ 
mented. “I think the two of you would get along.” 

“I’ve met him,” Josh had replied rather shortly, and let 
it go at that. 

At that point, though, his morning had been shot. 
Logic reminded him that Tony Ashford had every right to 
fly over to New York for the weekend to take his fiancee 
skiing. But logic had a very weak voice, and Josh discov¬ 
ered he was fighting a green monster. 

It was a relief when the luncheon finally broke up. Then 
goodbyes were said and the men went their separate ways. 



DIAMOND MOODS 123 

Back in his office. Josh faced a stack of priority mail 
and a stack of messages. He pushed the mail aside, tack¬ 
led the messages, looking to see if Marta had returned his 
call. When he found she had, he let out his breath, feel¬ 
ing as though he’d been holding it in for hours. He 
promptly dialed her hotel, and was told Ms. Brennan 
wasn’t in her room. 

Josh left another message and, ignoring the many im¬ 
portant matters on his desk vying for his attention, sat 
back and waited for Marta to call him back again. 



Chapter Eight 

Did you have a pleasant weekend?" Josh asked po¬ 
litely. 

He and Marta were in the Algonquin bar. He’d sug¬ 

gested they meet there for a drink at 5:30, then had delib¬ 
erately arrived half an hour early and was on his second 
Scotch when she walked in. 

He gazed at the amber liquid in his glass and wondered 
about his own behavior. Way back, years back, an inner 
voice of caution had warned him it would be folly ever to 

try to escape problems through alcohol. In fact, it would 
be dangerous, could even become disastrous. Josh had 
always heeded that voice, and he didn’t care that much for 
drinking, anyway... under ordinary circumstances. Now 
he reminded himself that belting down a swift Scotch in 
preparation for a meeting with Marta shouldn’t be nec¬ 
essary. 
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He waited for Marta’s reply, fought back the green 
monster again and told himself not be so damned suspi¬ 
cious. What did he have to be suspicious of, after all, 
where Marta was concerned? Or jealous about? 

Before long, she'll be someone else’s wife. Josh re¬ 
minded himself. He felt slightly sick. 

Marta was toying with the stemmed cherry in her whis¬ 
key sour. Josh saw her lips tighten and immediately 
wanted to kiss them back to their usual fullness. Savagely 
he warned himself he’d better change the focus both of his 
eyes and his errant thoughts. 

He shifted, hoping this would help ease his aching leg. 
The leg had been kicking up too much of late. He felt 
certain that was due to tension, frustration, the complete 
inability to relax. Lately his sleep had been dream 
plagued, which was unusual for him. Each morning he 
woke up feeling rigid, stiff as a board. 

“Well,” he asked again, unable to keep a slight bit of 
acid from dropping on top of his words, “Did you have a 
pleasant weekend?” 

“Hmm?” Marta asked absently. She looked at Josh, 
her lovely face bemused. “Oh,” she said, “the weekend. 
Yes, the weekend was fine.” 

Josh had his glass raised to his lips. He nearly bit the 
edge of it. “Do anything special?” he managed. 

.“Tony came over, and we went skiing up in the White 
Mountains with some friends of his,” Marta reported. 

“Good skiing?” he asked, forcing the question to 
sound casual. 

“Yes, excellent. Great snow,” Marta told him. 
“I imagine Ashford’s a pretty good skier?” 
“Yes. Tony’s an excellent skier.” 
“Better than you are?” Josh asked. 
“Yes.” 
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Josh sensed her reluctance to talk about skiing with 
him, and it annoyed him. He wanted to tell her that if she 
thought she was making things easier for him by avoid¬ 
ing conversation about things he’d once loved to do but 
could do no longer, she was all wrong. 

He couldn’t imagine Marta being a magazine editor, but 
that certainly wouldn’t preclude his discussing his work at 
Living with her. He couldn’t think of any subject he’d 
avoid talking to her about. Which made it rankle all the 
more that she evidently felt she needed to pick and choose 
what she said to him as if half of what she might say was 
automatically forbidden ground. 

Honesty compelled him to recognize that Marta’s rea¬ 
soning was motivated by kindness. Kindness mixed with 
pity? 

It was his fear of her mixing up what was love and what 
was pity that had led him to enact that terrible scene two 
years ago when he’d told her he wanted her to get out of 
his life for once and for all. He had wanted all love from 
her and no pity, but he didn’t think it was possible. He 
was as convinced as ever that his analysis of their situa¬ 
tion and his subsequent decision had been the right one— 
even though it had torn him apart to do what he’d done 
to her. 

Nevertheless... he was damned if they were going to 
sweep the subject of skiing under the rug. 

“I used to get in a lot of skiing when I was at the air 
force academy,” he said as calmly as if this were some¬ 
thing he talked about every day. “A bunch of us used to 
hit Aspen and some of the other resorts whenever we 
could get weekend passes, which you don’t much until 
you’re an upperclassman.” 

Josh wasn’t looking at Marta as he spoke, so he was 
unaware that her jaw literally dropped. 
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She couldn’t remember him ever even mentioning his 
years at the air force academy before. She knew he’d been 
an expert skier, but that had been information garnered 
solely from Jennifer. In fact, once Jennifer had shown her 
a snapshot of Josh on skis—a very young-looking Josh, 
who, though very good-looking, was not as handsome in 
Marta’s opinion as the man sitting by her side. Josh had 
been maybe twenty or so when the snapshot was taken. 
Years had mixed character with his looks. His suffering, 
she felt, had only enhanced that character. He was strong 
as steel, and it showed. 

Marta averted her gaze from his face, afraid that if he 
looked at her directly he’d see more than she wanted him 
to see—her heart in her eyes. 

“Jenny never did care much about skiing,’’ Josh went 
on, referring to his sister. “I was the one who always 
hoped Dad would be stationed someplace where there 
were mountains. Were you up around Franconia this 
weekend?’’ 

“Yes,” Marta said rather shakily. 
“I went up there one time on a Christmas holiday,” 

Josh informed her. “Beautiful country.” 
“Yes, it is.” 
Marta suddenly felt herself being pinned down by 

Josh’s gray gaze. Before she could wriggle away from it, 
he said, “Marta, you don’t have to censor everything you 
say to me.” 

“What... do you mean?” Marta stammered. 
“If you were a ballet dancer, I wouldn’t expect to be 

your partner. I never would have been a Baryshnikov, not 
even when I had two good legs. I know you’re trying to 
spare me, if that’s the way to put it, but just the reverse 
happens. I feel as though you’re patronizing me, and I 
hate like hell to be patronized.” 
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Marta’s head snapped back as if he’d struck her. “The 
last thing I’d ever try to do is... patronize you,” she 
managed after a moment of shock in which she couldn’t 
say anything. 

“Okay, then, from now on come out with things, will 
you?” Josh suggested irritably, and, to Marta’s astonish¬ 
ment, ordered another drink. 

She couldn’t refrain from observing. “I hope you don’t 
plan to drive home from here.” 

“I keep my car garaged when I’m in Manhattan. You 
know that,” he told her. 

“No,” she contradicted him. “I didn’t know it.” 
“It’s the only thing that makes sense,” he said. “Oth¬ 

erwise, if you have a halfway decent car it’s either apt to 
get ripped off or you have a constant hassle trying to find 
a parking space. So when I leave here. I’ll entrust myself 
to a nice, big yellow cab. Okay?” 

Josh, for perverse reasons he couldn’t understand, was 
annoyed with Marta and even more annoyed with him¬ 
self. He couldn’t help but wonder if the green monster had 
shown through his sharp retort. 

He had to laugh at himself. If anyone had ever asked, 
he would have sworn he didn’t have a jealous bone in his 
body. 

He became aware that Marta had a very un-Marta-like 
expression on her face. She resembled a child who’s just 
been spanked. Guiltily Josh said, “Marta, I didn’t mean 
to snap at you.” 

“It’s okay,” Marta said, staring down at the whiskey 
sour she’d scarcely touched. 

“Look, it’s just that I...just that I wish you’d treat me 
the same way you do everyone else,” Josh blurted, to his 
own intense surprise. God, he wasn’t even in control of his 
own words these days! 
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“It would be very difficult for me to treat you the same 
way I do everyone else,” Marta said, her voice muffled. 
“Because.. 

“Yes?” 

“Because, that’s all.” 

“Why don’t you come out and say it?” Josh sug¬ 
gested, his voice steel edged. 

“No” 

“Then I’ll say it for you. Because I’m crippled, right, 
and so you feel the need to protect my tender sensibili¬ 
ties. That’s it, isn’t it?” 

Marta looked at him, outraged. “No,” she stormed, 
heedless of the other people in the bar. “That’s not it at 
all. You’re reading me all wrong. You’ve always read me 
all wrong, damn it!” 

Marta grabbed her handbag and slid out of the ban¬ 
quette in one swift motion. She tossed her head as she 
moved, and her dark hair swirled around her shoulders. 
Her eyes were snapping, her chin held high, as she moved 
across the small room. She was wearing a bright blue, full- 
skirted coat with a huge, black, fake-fur collar, and she 
made quite an exit. 

Somewhat staggered, Josh tossed a bill down on the 
table, reached for his cane and started after her. Though 
he knew how fast Marta could walk, he was determined 
to catch up with her. As it happened, he didn’t have to go 
very far. She was standing under the Algonquin mar¬ 
quee, and the doorman was trying to hustle up a cab for 

her. 
Without a word, Josh joined her, took her by the arm 

and held tight when she tried to wrench away from him. 
His grip was strong; there was no chance Marta could 

break it. 
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A cab pulled up at the curb and Marta hissed, “Let me 
go, damn it. Josh.” 

“No way,” Josh informed her. “You’re getting in that 
cab and I’m getting in with you.” 

“And then what do you think we’re going to do?” she 
challenged. 

“I’ll tell you that once we’re both in the cab,” Josh re¬ 
torted. 

He was edging Marta toward the curb as he spoke. The 
doorman held the cab door open. Marta got in, and for a 
minute Josh was afraid she’d tell the driver to start up 
before he had a chance to get in himself. Normally he 
moved pretty smoothly, but when he had to hurry or when 
he was uptight, he tended to be clumsy, and he’d never felt 
clumsier than he did right now. 

He gave the cabdriver his Riverside Drive address, then 
slumped back and waited to hear what Marta had to say 
to that. 

She didn’t say anything. 

After a moment Josh stole a glance at her. She was 
looking at him defiantly, her eyes still sparking, her lips 
slightly parted, and Josh’s heart flipped over at the sight 
of her. She had never looked more beautiful, and it was 
with considerable effort that he kept both hands at his 
sides. 

He began tentatively, “Marta... ?” 

Her response was immediate, her voice taut. “I don’t 
know what you think this is going to accomplish. Josh.” 

“Look, we got off on the wrong foot back at the Al¬ 
gonquin.” He grimaced. The expression was a shade too 
appropriate. “Anyway...we need to talk about the 
‘Transitions’ project.” 

“Yes,” Marta said rather snidely. “I’d imagined that 
was why you’d asked me to meet you for a drink.” 



DIAMOND MOODS 131 

It hadn’t been why he’d asked her to meet him for a 
drink. He’d wanted to see her so damned much that when 
he returned her call he hadn’t been able to suppress the 
urge. A bar seemed to him the safest place for an en¬ 
counter. A place full of people, many of them having just 

come there from work, lots of chattering and the clink¬ 
ing of glasses. 

How wrong he’d been. There were no safe places where 
Marta was involved. 

“I’ve done a general outline for ‘Transitions,’” he said, 
and this fortunately was true. “If you’re not tied up for 
dinner, I thought maybe we could go over it.” 

“I’m not tied up for dinner,” Marta said, and the min¬ 
ute the words left her mouth, she wished she could re¬ 
tract them. 

With the moods she and Josh were in right now, she 
couldn’t imagine their agreeing about an article outline or 
much of anything else. Also, she was still reeling from 
Josh’s astonishing conversation about skiing, and then his 
coming out and asking her to treat him as she did every¬ 
one else. 

She’d started to tell him that wasn’t possible because she 
loved him too much. You couldn’t treat someone you 
loved as much as she loved him the same way you treated 
everyone else in the world. 

She’d nearly said the dangerous words aloud, then at 
the very last second had realized what she was doing and 
so had to backtrack. And Josh, of course, had gotten an¬ 
other entirely wrong impression. 

Marta asked herself how many times that had hap¬ 
pened since she’d known him. More than she liked to 
think about. Because Josh was damned sensitive about his 
limp, though he concealed that sensitivity so well she 
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imagined few people—even people very close to him— 
ever realized it. 

Marta suddenly thought of Dr. Gerald Baskin. And 
knew that as soon as she got to know the orthopedic sur¬ 
geon a bit better she was going to tell him all about Josh. 
In the meantime, she would pray and pray and pray that 
there was something Gerry Baskin could do to solve 
Josh’s problem. 

Once at the apartment, Josh made a pot of coffee. They 
took their cups into the living room, and Josh drew the 
drapes across the picture window, blocking out the view. 

Marta looked at him curiously. She couldn’t remember 
his ever having drawn the drapes before. Did the shim¬ 
mering Hudson and the lights on the Jersey shore evoke 
too many memories of some intensely romantic moments 
the two of them had shared with that same view as a 
background? 

Seated, he got down to business with an efficient 
promptness that was in itself almost suspicious. Usually 
Josh was considerably more casual in initiating story dis¬ 
cussions, leading in gradually. 

She scanned the outline he produced, trying not to be 
so intensely conscious of Josh himself that she couldn’t 
assimilate what he’d written. He was sitting in an arm¬ 
chair opposite her, making rapid notes on a legal-size pad 
of yellow paper. The light from a lamp on the table at his 
side spilled over his dark-red hair, bringing out rich, cop¬ 
pery tones. Evidently he was intent on what he was 
doing—at least, he certainly seemed to be. Marta let her 
eyes feast on his beloved face in profile for just a minute. 
She began to ache with pure yearning for him; desire 
stirred with a twisting pain, reminding her of another kind 
of need. A need no man had ever satisfied as Josh had. 
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She forced herself to concentrate on the outline. It was 
excellent, which came as no surprise to her. Josh had 
outlined six stories, each focusing on a specific couple. 
He’d selected a diversified group of couples, of different 
ages, different backgrounds, with different rationales for 
the moves they were contemplating making. 

The Grants, she saw, were first on the list. And Josh 
definitely had assigned that story to himself, which meant 
he’d be working on it with her. Thinking about that, 
Marta’s pulse began to beat a little faster. She’d known 
he’d originally intended to write the Grant story, but she’d 
been afraid he might have decided it would be wiser to 
step back and assign the writing to someone else. There 
would have to be a great deal of personal contact be¬ 
tween the writer and photographer in producing “Tran¬ 
sitions.” 

She finished reading, and looked up to find Josh’s eyes 
upon her. Rather, upon the sparkling ring on her finger. 
And there was an expression in his silver-gray eyes that 
tore at her heartstrings. She would have given anything, 
anything, to have been able to read his mind. 

She wished she felt free to tell him that the ring was a 
prop and the engagement a sham. But she couldn’t. 
Sometimes Marta thought her strong sense of loyalty was 
more of a curse than a blessing. But she’d made a pact 
with Tony, and she felt she owed it to him to remain mum 
on the subject of their engagement until they’d talked 
things through. 

If only they’d been able to do that in New Hampshire 
last weekend! She should have grabbed an opportunity, 
Marta chastised herself. Regardless of the Forthingtons 
and their anniversary celebration, she should have taken 
Tony off someplace where they could have had the chance 
to straighten things out. 
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Where? she asked herself logically. The temperature 
had hovered around zero; everything had been snow cov¬ 
ered. The setting had hardly been conducive to taking a 
stroll around the grounds seeking a place where they could 
have some privacy. And there’d be no spot in the lodge to 
get away from the Forthingtons—the whole place was 
predicated on Americanized gemiitlichkeit, with every¬ 
one in a convivial mood, enjoying every one else’s com¬ 
pany. Nor had she been about to suggest that she and 
Tony hole up in either her room or his for their discus¬ 
sion. That kind of proximity would have been terribly 
unfair to Tony. He said he loved her, and there was no 
doubt at all about Tony wanting her physically. And sat¬ 
isfying that want was out of the question. 

She saw Josh wrest his gaze away from the ring, but 
before she could avert her eyes, he looked at her directly. 
For just a moment his expression was incredibly reveal¬ 
ing. So revealing that it was all Marta could do to stay 
where she was. She wanted to go to him, throw her arms 
around him, toss aside pride, resolution and everything 
else and simply implore him to make love to her. 

She fought back her instincts, but she had to move 
away. She rose quickly, too quickly, intent on refilling her 

coffee cup from the pot Josh had left on a side table. Her 
toe caught the leg of her chair, and she went sprawling, 
her cup and saucer sailing on ahead of her and crashing 
to the floor. 

For a moment she lay still, totally strung out. She heard 
Josh swear softly, heard him get to his feet. She looked up 
to see him anxiously standing over her. “Are you hurt?” 
he demanded. 

“No.” Slowly Marta struggled to her feet. She glanced 
in dismay at the shattered cup and saucer. She felt sure 
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they were family heirlooms, and she stammered, “Josh, 
I’m sorry.” 

His eyes followed her gaze. “For God’s sake, don’t 
worry about the china,” he advised her sharply. His right 
hand shot out to touch her shoulder, tentatively at first, 
then more firmly. “Answer me, Marta,” he pleaded. 
“Are you hurt?” 

She said weakly, “I don’t know.” 
“What do you mean you don’t know? Where do you 

hurt?” 
“Nowhere... physically,” Marta told him. 
“What?” 
“I’m okay. Josh. That’s to say, the fall didn’t hurt me,” 

she elaborated, “but inside I’m so messed up about so 
many other things...” 

It was the last thing she’d intended to say to him. His 
eyes swept her face, lingered, darkened. He tossed his 
cane onto the chair he’d been sitting in and reached for 
her. She went into his arms as if she were walking in her 
sleep and couldn’t do anything else. Josh brushed her hair 
away from her forehead with a hand that wasn’t entirely 
steady and surveyed her face. Marta, meeting his steady 
gaze, swallowed hard. And there was no way she could 
have resisted what happened next. His lips descended, and 
she melted into his kiss. 

There was no wrenching away this time. Slowly, slowly, 
they parted, but only for Marta to move her head the 
fraction it took to lean against his shoulder. Then he drew 
her even closer, stroking her back with an easy rhythm. 
He mumbled something softly against her hair, broken 
words she couldn’t make out. She didn’t need to. She 
knew the message they were conveying. 

Maybe Josh would never, ever admit it to her, but this 
moment and those broken words convinced her that he 
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needed her as much as she needed him. Marta’s emotions 
were as fragmented as his words. 

She couldn’t wait for the following day and her meet¬ 
ing with Dr. Gerald Baskin. 

The order of business for Marta the next morning was 
making rounds with Gerald Baskin at the large hospital 
where he was presently chief of surgery. 

If she had been impressed with the man at their first 
meeting, she was doubly so when they returned to.his of¬ 
fice after rounds. They discussed the patients Gerry Bas¬ 
kin had just introduced her to and he went over the 
surgery he had scheduled the following day. They de¬ 
cided to postpone Marta’s operating room visit until she’d 
taken a few preliminary pictures around the hospital, his 
office and while following him on rounds a second time. 

It was only when all their business had been taken care 
of that Marta said, “Gerry, I know the schedule you’re 
handling, but if you could spare just a few minutes, 
there’s a personal matter I’d like to bring up with you.” 

Gerry Baskin grinned engagingly. “I’d like to suggest 
lunch,” he told her, “but today I’m going to have to set¬ 
tle for intermittent bites of a cheeseburger my secretary 
will be bringing in. Perhaps tomorrow...” 

“Right now would be fine,” Marta said with a slight 
smile. “I don’t plan to take up that much of your time.” 

“Okay.” He smiled. “I’ll ask my secretary to get two 
cheeseburgers if you’ll take a rain check for a bona fide 
luncheon some other time.” He spoke to his secretary on 
the desk intercom, then sat down in his swivel chair and 
said, “All right, Marta. What do you want to know?” 

“I’m wondering if you might be able to help someone 
very close to me,” Marta said honestly, and began telling 
him about Josh. 
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By the time the secretary brought in two cheeseburgers 
and two chocolate milk shakes, Marta had told the or¬ 
thopedic surgeon everything she knew about Josh’s acci¬ 
dent and its aftermath, and had described for him exactly 
how Josh appeared to be today. 

“He’s made a very good life for himself, Gerry,” she 
concluded. “And he’s a terrific person. But, though he’d 
be the first to deny it, 1 feel in my heart that his limp is a 
real stumbling block to him in some areas. I know you 
said you’re not a miracle worker, but I also know the mi¬ 
raculous things you’ve done for people. They seem 
miraculous to me, anyhow. If you could do even a frac¬ 
tion as much for Josh...” 

Gerry Baskin put his cheeseburger aside, sat back and 
surveyed her thoughtfully. “This man means a lot to you, 

I doesn’t he, Marta?” he asked. 
“Yes,” she admitted frankly. 
“Well, I guess you could say that’s all the more reason 

I would be the last to hold out false hope,” he said. “I 
think I told you when we first met that the more time that 
has elapsed since an injury occurred the less chance there 
is of my doing anything significant for the afflicted per¬ 
son.” 

Marta nodded. “I know you said that.” 
“Twelve years is a long time, Marta.” 
“I know, I know,” she said quickly. “But Josh was so 

young when his plane crashed. He was only twenty-two.” 
“Do you have reason to think that the care he had at the 

time wasn’t as good as it might have been?” 
“No,” she said hastily. “On the contrary, his sister, 

Jennifer, told me that Josh had the very best of care. His 
father was a high-ranking army officer, and his mother is 
independently wealthy. I’d say that some of the best 
specialists at the time attended him, and I recall Jenni- 
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fer’s mentioning that he had several operations before 
they decided nothing further could be done for him. But,” 
she went on, “that was a dozen years ago, Gerry. Surgery 
has advanced so tremendously over those years.” She 
paused. “I don’t have to tell you that,” she reminded him. 

“No, you don’t,” he agreed. “And you’re right. Sur¬ 
gery—my branch and most of the others, as well—has 
made terrific strides since the time of your friend’s acci¬ 
dent. But I’m going to say the same thing to you now that 
I said at our first meeting. I’m not a miracle worker. On 
the other hand,” he went on, “I don’t give up easily. I’d 
like to see your friend, talk to him, go over his medical 
history with him and check him out, if he’d be willing.” 

Marta knew the answer to that one. “He wouldn’t be,” 
she said flatly. 

“There’s no other way I could evaluate him properly, 
Marta,” Gerry Baskin pointed out. 

“I know,” she said. “But I also know Josh would never 
make an appointment with you voluntarily. On the other 
hand, if he could get to know you first I think he could be 
lured into it.” 

As she spoke, the wheels in Marta’s mind were turning 
rapidly. 



Chapter Nine 

Once again the message light was blinking on Marta’s 
phone when she returned to her hotel after her session 
with Gerald Baskin. And there were again messages from 
both Tony and Josh. 

She hesitated before returning either man’s call, wish¬ 
ing there were first time to think a number of things all the 
way through. But that would take more than a few min¬ 
utes, she realized. 

She’d spoken to Tony briefly right after his return to 
London. He’d called her from his BBC office and had 
been within minutes of taping a program. So of necessity 
they’d had to keep their talk short. Marta was thankful; 
she hadn’t been ready to get into any depth with Tony. 

Now, because of the time difference between New York 
and London, she called him back first. 

It was nearly seven o’clock in London, but he was still 
at his office. He sounded weary and, in response to her 
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solicitous inquiry, admitted he thought he was coming 
down with a touch of flu. 

Marta sympathized, cautioned him to take care of 
himself, and then—because she just couldn’t put it off any 
longer—started to talk about their engagement. At once 
Tony interrupted her. “Frankly, darling,” he said, “I’m 
not up to getting into all that right now. Anyway, I think 
it’s something we must discuss face to face. Why don’t I 
fly over on the weekend?” 

“That’s fine...provided you don’t make plans with the 
Forthingtons or anyone else,” Marta told him rather 
tartly. 

“I won’t. Matter of fact, why don’t you ring up my fa¬ 
vorite hotel in New York and book a room for me for 
Saturday and Sunday. That should give us time to 
straighten out everything.” 

Marta agreed, and made Tony’s hotel reservation be¬ 
fore dialing Josh. 

Josh was in a conference, but his secretary knew he’d 
been trying to get in touch with Marta, so pledged she’d 
see to it that he called her back the minute he was free. 

In the meantime Marta literally paced the floor. Last 
night she and Josh had both put their brakes on... she 
would have sworn she could almost hear those brakes 
squeal as they meshed into position. Josh applied his just 
a fraction sooner than she did hers. And she also would 
have sworn that it was the twinkling diamond on her fin¬ 
ger that had motivated him. She’d very nearly cast her 
promise to Tony to the winds at that point and blurted out 
that she was free. 

Instead she’d swept up the broken cup and saucer and 
left a few minutes later. Josh had walked her to his door 
after phoning the doorman to get a cab for her, but he 
hadn’t gone down in the elevator with her, nor had he 
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kissed her good-night. He’d looked tired and strained, 
and she’d worried about him all the way back to her ho¬ 
tel. 

When the phone finally rang, she answered it on the 
first ring to hear Josh say politely, “Sorry I couldn’t get 

back to you sooner, Marta. I want to set up a schedule 
with you that will jibe with the times the Grants have told 
me they’ll be free.’’ 

Marta got her appointment book, and they worked out 
three sessions with the Grants, the first one on Friday. 

That was the day after tomorrow, Marta noted with 
anticipation. And she wondered how she could stand not 
seeing Josh for all those hours in between, when the two 
of them were right in the same city. 

She had promised the editors of a couple of other 
magazines she’d worked for in the past that she’d touch 
base with them while in New York. So that afternoon she 
set up appointments for the following day, then went 
down to the hotel swimming pool and swam vigorously 
for an hour, then spent some time in the sauna. But like 
most of the prescriptions for relaxation she’d been trying 

lately, this one didn’t work. 
Back in her room, she put on a lounging robe, then 

tried to decide what she wanted to do next. Liberated 
woman though she felt herself to be, she didn’t like going 
into bars alone. Yet right now she would have enjoyed a 

glass of wine. 
She could have some wine sent up from room service, 

she reminded herself...but that didn’t appeal to her. Nor 

did the thought of going out for a solitary dinner. 
Finally Marta faced the fact that she didn’t want to be 

alone. She reminded herself that she had plenty of friends 
in New York. She could call up a number of people and 
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be certain of prompt invitations. But that wasn’t what she 
really wanted, either. 

She wanted to be with Josh. 
More than that...she wanted Josh. She yearned for his 

touch, his kiss, his lovemaking. In the wake of the love- 
making, she wanted to sit by his river-view window with 
him and talk about all sorts of things. The variety of sub¬ 
jects one could talk about with Josh was virtually end¬ 
less. 

She missed him so much! Suddenly angry, she spit the 
words “And there’s no need for it!” into an empty room. 

So Josh had made a highly satisfactory life for himself 
in which he’d alleged there was no room for her. That’s 
the position he’d taken two years ago, anyway, and Marta 
suspected he would take it again now. She was not about 
to thrust herself into Josh’s life only to face rejection 
again. 

But lean worm my way into his life, damn it, she told 
the unresponsive walls. And by the time he realizes what 
I’ve done it’ll be too late for him to push me out again. 

She walked to the window, which looked out on a busy 
city street. Far below people were hurrying along, all of 
them giving the impression that they had some important 
place to go. 

And where am I going? Marta asked herself. What am 
/ going to do? Sit here all night and feel sorry for myself? 

The answer was a firm shake of her head. A second 
later she started to dress. Twenty minutes later she was 
stepping into a taxi in front of the hotel and giving the 
driver the address of Josh’s Riverside Drive apartment. 

That February evening, Josh stayed late at his office 
because he dreaded going back to his empty apartment. 
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There was always paperwork to catch up with at Liv¬ 
ing. But finally he gave up on it, in part because thoughts 
of Marta kept interfering with his concentration, in part 
because his leg was giving him considerable trouble. He 
knew the best remedy for the pain was to stretch out in a 

horizontal position for a while. 
At his apartment he poured a stiff drink for himself— 

which precluded taking any painkillers, but, then, he dis¬ 
liked taking medication unless it was absolutely neces¬ 
sary. During the first years after the crash he’d had 
enough injections and pills to last him more than a life¬ 

time. 
He carried the drink into the bathroom with him when 

he went to take a long hot shower. Afterward he put on a 
thick terry robe and stretched out on his bed. 

Still nursing the Scotch, he tried to force relaxation by 
using all the tricks he’d learned during long-ago therapy 
sessions. The technique worked. He was at the edge of 
dozing off, when the doorbell rang. 

Josh swore softly and wished that whoever it was would 
go away. But the caller was persistent. The bell pealed and 
pealed and pealed, and finally Josh gave up trying to ig¬ 

nore it. 
He’d been told years ago that he should use crutches 

when in the throes of an occasional bout of pain, be¬ 
cause his weight would then be more evenly distributed 
and there would be less strain on his bad leg. Now he 
reached for the crutches and started toward the long cor¬ 

ridor that led to his front door. 
The bell ringing stopped, and Josh nearly turned 

around and started back to bed again, assuming his caller 
had given up. But then the strident sound resumed. Josh 
reminded himself to have the present bell replaced as soon 
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as possible with chimes, or something a little easier on the 
ears. 

He was not in the best of moods as he opened the 
door... and found Marta on his threshold. 

Marta looked up into icy gray eyes, but having Josh 
appraise her coldly was hardly a new experience. She was 
more concerned with the weariness stamped on his face, 
echoed in the dark shadows under those eyes. 

Then she saw the crutches, and a bolt of fear shot 
through her. 

“What’s happened?” she demanded. 
“Nothing. Why?” Josh asked. 
Marta suddenly remembered that when she’d first 

known Josh he’d used a single crutch even more fre¬ 
quently than he did a cane. But then he’d evidently 
“graduated” to the cane alone, and she’d taken that as a 
sign of progress, even thought that maybe one day he’d no 
longer need the cane. 

Impatiently, Josh repeated, “Why?” 
“I.. .just wondered,” Marta managed. 
She waited for him to step aside so she could enter his 

apartment, but for a long moment he didn’t. He merely 
stood there, stone faced, and Marta fought back the in¬ 
stinct to streak for the elevator and get away. 

Finally he said, “Excuse me,” and moved to one side. 
“Come in, won’t you?” he asked her. 

Marta had never received a cooler invitation. Never¬ 
theless she went past him, down the hall and into the liv¬ 
ing room. Josh had turned on a single light on his way to 
answer the doorbell. As a result the room was full of 
shadows, and Marta shivered slightly. 

Too much darkness, she thought. Too much darkness 
all over everything. Josh needs so much more light in his 
life. 
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Behind her Josh said rather tersely, “You’d better take 
your coat off... so you don’t freeze when you go out 
again.” 

He might as well have come out and said that he didn’t 
want her to stay around very long, Marta thought wryly. 
But she shrugged out of her coat and tossed it over a chair 
back. Then she sat down on the nearest chair because her 
knees were shaking so badly she was afraid they were 
about to give out on her. 

She stared bleakly at a painting on the wall across from 
her. She was aware that Josh, still standing, was not only 
watching her closely, but waiting for her to tell him why 
she’d come and what she wanted. 

Well, neither of those questions could be easily an¬ 
swered. On the other hand, she was going to have to of¬ 
fer him some sort of explanation. 

She tried to think of something she might mention 
about the “Transitions” story they were working on...but 
there was nothing that couldn’t wait until tomorrow or the 
day after. 

She wasn’t sure whether she imagined that Josh mut¬ 
tered something under his breath or whether he really did 
mutter something. But after a moment he said rather 
wearily, “Would you like coffee, Marta?” 

“No,” she told him. “But I’d like a glass of wine.” 
“Okay,” he said, and started for the kitchen. 
Marta had sprained her ankle severely once while play¬ 

ing basketball in high school. She remembered now how 
having to go around on crutches for a couple of weeks had 
been. When you used crutches you couldn’t carry any¬ 

thing. 
At once she was on her feet, heading for the kitchen 

after Josh. He was just taking a bottle of wine and a glass 

out of a cabinet. 
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He turned to her and raised a quizzical eyebrow. 
“Change your mind?” he asked. “Would you prefer 
something stronger?” 

Marta shook her head. “No,” she said. “I just wanted 
to help, that’s all.” 

Josh scowled at her. “Why?” 
“Because I thought...” she began, aware of a gaze she 

could only call disapproving. “Because I thought I could 
carry the glasses,” she finished, and told herself it was ri¬ 
diculous to feel such desperation over stating something 
so simple. 

“I have a tray table on wheels for moments like this,” 
Josh informed her. “It works very well. I just push it 
along in front of me. I presume that was what you were 
wondering about.” 

Marta faced him, wanting to screech. But she man¬ 
aged to control her voice as she said levelly, “I don’t really 
give a damn anymore. Josh. From past experience, I 
know it’s not easy to lug stuff when you’re using crutches, 
that’s all. If that offends your pride. I’m sorry.” With that 
she turned on her heel and started out of the kitchen. 

To her surprise, she heard Josh chuckle. She turned to 
see his lips twisted in a self-deprecating smile. “You’re 
right,” he admitted. “Okay, why don’t you find a tray in 
the dining room so you can take the wine, bottle and all, 
plus some Scotch for me?” 

Marta couldn’t remember when she had felt quite so 
uncomfortable as she did walking down the corridor of 
Josh’s apartment, carrying the drinks. 

She set the tray down on the coffee table in front of a 
long, dark-green upholstered couch, sat down on the 
couch and poured herself a glass of wine with trembling 
fingers. Glancing surreptitiously at Josh, she saw him set 
the crutches aside and lower himself carefully into an 
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armchair, then reach for the drink she’d placed on the ta¬ 
ble at his side. 

“So,” Josh said, leaning back and surveying her 
through slightly narrowed eyes, “what brings you here 
tonight, Marta?” 

Marta had no ready answer for him, and she was too 
emotionally weary to come up with a spur-of-the-moment 
invention. 

She settled for the simple, unvarnished truth. “I was 
lonely,” she confessed. 

Josh’s expression was the definition of skepticism. 

Marta readied herself for a caustic comment. She knew 
very well that Josh—basically kind and wonderful though 

he was—could be caustic, especially when he’d been put 
on the defensive. 

He surprised her by saying mildly, “I wouldn’t have 
supposed you were ever lonely.” 

It was her turn to feel defensive. “What makes you say 
that?” she demanded. 

“Oh, I don’t know.” He surveyed her as if looking at 

her might give him the answer to her question. “It’s dif¬ 
ficult to picture a person who’s always on the move as 

lonely.” 

When she made no response, Josh continued, “I guess 
what I’m saying is that I wouldn’t think you’d have time 

for loneliness. You always seem to be going somewhere or 

coming from somewhere or about to do something, usu¬ 

ally something exciting, glamorous, fascinating, some¬ 

times even dangerous, for that matter. I guess it’s my 

feeling that you thrive on activity and change and so will¬ 

ingly never stay still long enough to acquire firm attach¬ 

ments.” 
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His observation was not meant to be derogatory. There 
was no reason it should hurt. But it did. Stung, Marta 
said, “You could be wrong, you know.” 

“About you?” 
“Yes, about me.” 
Josh spoke softly...and his voice sounded incredibly 

seductive. “Am I wrong, Marta?” he asked. 
“I’m not some kind of...whirling dervish,” she told 

him, the hurt lingering. 
Josh laughed. “A dervish happens to be a Muslim as¬ 

cetic, technically speaking,” he informed her. “Histori¬ 
cally dervishes do whirling dances to achieve their kind of 
ecstasy.” 

“Is that what you think I’m doing?” The hurt deep¬ 
ened. 

She saw Josh frown. Then he said gently, “Marta, don’t 
take me so seriously. You’re looking at me as if I’d just hit 
you.” 

Marta’s lips trembled. Her eyes stung. “I suppose I 
should thank you for the definition,” she managed. 

“Hey,” Josh protested, “I was only teasing you. 
Sweetheart, I...” 

Sweetheart. Marta latched onto the term of endear¬ 
ment as if it had been coined especially for her. Yet par¬ 
adoxically it made her want to cry. What’s happening to 
me? she asked herself, exasperated. I’m becoming a reg¬ 
ular tear bucket.... 

Josh stared at her and said, “I don’t believe this.” 
Before she realized what he was about to do, he fished 

in his robe pocket, withdrew a large white handkerchief 
neatly folded in thirds and tossed it to her. 

“I don’t believe this,” he said again. “And I don’t like 
it. You’re a bundle of nerves, Marta. If someone so much 
as looks at you in what you think is the wrong way, you 
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bristle. If someone says a word you can take the wrong 
way you take it and start to cry. You never used to cry.” 

“Don’t worry,” Marta advised him, fighting a small 
battle for self-control. “I am not about to cry.” 

“Well, you could have fooled me,” Josh told her. 
“Look, I know how hard you work, how you drive your¬ 
self when you’re on assignment. But you must have been 
beating yourself to death these past couple of years. 
You’ve lost weight you couldn’t afford to lose—I seem to 
have said that before, haven’t I?—and you’re strung up 
like a high-tension wire. That’s not good, Marta. You 
know it’s not good. You’ve got to unwind.” 

Marta was tempted to tell him he should go take a peek 
in the mirror. He looked exhausted, and he hadn’t ex¬ 
actly been Mr. Calm himself during their few encoun¬ 
ters. But before she could say anything Josh asked 
abruptly, “When are you and Tony Ashford going to get 

married?” 
Marta stiffened. One of the reasons she’d yielded to her 

impulse to visit Josh tonight was that she’d come close to 
the end of her rope. She had decided that although she 
would keep her pact with Tony as far as the rest of the 
world was concerned, she had to tell Josh the truth about 

her engagement. 
Maybe Josh would thrust her out of his life again, any¬ 

way. Regardless, she had to let him know that she was not 
about to marry Tony Ashford or anyone else. 

Still she hesitated, and couldn’t have said why. Except 
that Josh’s sudden question was completely unexpected, 
and she didn’t know what to say by way of answer. 

She’d wanted to tell Josh about the engagement in her 
own way, leading into the subject gradually. Now he’d put 
her on the spot, because she couldn’t bring herself to say 
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“We’re not going to get married,” without some prior 
explanations. 

Before she could say anything at all. Josh muttered, 
“Frankly, Marta, I think the sooner you get the wedding 
bells ringing the better it’s going to be for you.” 

She stared at him incredulously. Did Josh want her to 
marry Tony? 

“You need some stability in your life,” Josh went on. 
“I know you don’t intend to stop working once you’re 
married, but—what was it Ashford said there in Wash¬ 
ington? Something to the effect that he hoped once the 
two of you were married you’d be more interested in the 
British Isles as a subject for your photographs. I endorse 
that, Marta. I’m beginning to think the reason you race 
around the way you do is that you’re trying to catch up 
with something. And so far you don’t know yourself what 
that something is_” 

Marta sat back and poured herself a second glass of 
wine as the truth of Josh’s words washed over her. The 
truth of some of his words, anyway. The reason she kept 
going and going as she did was that she was indeed trying 
to catch up with something. In reality, two years ago she’d 
lost her chance ever to reach the point where she wanted 

to be. With Josh. Here in this apartment, or wherever else 
Josh wanted to be. Forever and ever and ever. 

So she’d kept on racing, trying to mend what in an ear¬ 
lier age might have been called a broken heart. Her heart 
had still been badly cracked when she’d met Tony Ash¬ 
ford. He’d helped fill in a lot of the spaces with gentle¬ 
ness and affection and understanding. But the cracks had 
opened up all over again that night in Washington the 
previous month when she’d suddenly found herself con¬ 
fronting Josh. Now she knew she could never stop run- 
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ning. Concentrating her photo work in the British Isles, 
were she to marry Tony, had little to do with it. 

“Marta,” Josh said, “you’ve got to catch up with what 
you want out of life and stop running... or you’re going 
to wear yourself out completely before you’re very much 
older.” 

Josh shifted, and Marta, seeing him grimace, knew he 
was in pain and became so concerned about him she 
didn’t even hear what he was saying to her. Her attention 
swerved back to his words only when he said sharply, 
“Marta!” 

“Yes, I’m sorry,” she murmured. 
“Knowing you as I do, I’m sure you probably resent my 

talking to you like this,” Josh said. “But I’m thinking of 
you and your welfare, as I’m sure Ashford must be. I ad¬ 
mit he’s a more patient man than I’d be under similar cir¬ 
cumstances. If I were your fiance. I’d be damned if you’d 
be racing around New York while I was at work in Lon¬ 
don.” 

“Tony’s coming to New York this weekend,” Marta 
said absently. 

Josh’s eyebrows shot upward. “Again? He was here 
last weekend.” 

“Yes, I know.” 
“Does the man intend to commute back and forth 

across the Atlantic until you’re married?” 
“It’s really not that long a trip,” Marta pointed out. 

“Some people commute, more or less, to California 
without thinking anything about it.” 

“Regardless... have you set the wedding date, Marta? 
I need to know because of the ‘Transitions’ series. In fact, 
it’s something we should have cleared up before we even 
got started on the series.” 
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“Believe me, I will complete my work on ‘Transitions’ 
for you,” Marta said steadily. 

“I believe you. But as you very well know, even with a 
photographer as excellent as you are, sometimes pictures 
have to be shot over again. Or more photographic mate¬ 
rial is needed to round things out. You know what I’m 
saying.” 

“If that becomes necessary I...I’ll come back from 
England to finish up,” Marta stated firmly. “I’ve never 
reneged on a job, Josh.” 

“I don’t think I suggested you might renege,” Josh 
pointed out. “But I still need to know your wedding date. 
And frankly, I’d rather see you settled down and happy, 
even if it means assigning a couple of the ‘Transitions’ 
segments to someone else.” 

Marta stood abruptly and walked over to the picture 
window. Her back to Josh, she closed her eyes tightly. I’d 

rather see you settled down... you need some stability in 
your life... the sooner you get the wedding bells ringing 
the better it will be for you... 

Had Josh really said those things to her? 
Playing his words back in her mind, she had the crazy 

impression that Josh felt as if he’d be gaining a new mea¬ 
sure of freedom himself once she was married. At least, 
that’s the way he was coming across to her. 

Had loving her—because, damn it, there was a time 
when he had loved her—been such a burden to him? Did 
he want her out of his life so much he would truly be 
happy seeing her married to another man? 

Staring into the night, Marta saw that it had started to 
snow. It was a winter world outside... matching the win¬ 
ter in her heart. She felt cold all the way through, past 
tears. Her tears were frozen. 
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She turned to Josh, and for the first time ever told him 
an outright lie. 

“Tony and I plan to be married on the tenth of June,” 
she said. 



Chapter Ten 

Nlarta Tony said, his blue eyes echoing the anxiety in 
his voice, “you look tired. Have you been doing too 
much, darling?” 

They were in the cocktail lounge of her hotel. Marta 
had been reflecting that cocktail lounges were logical ren¬ 
dezvous choices for people who didn’t have homes—peo¬ 
ple like her. 

“Marta...” Tony prodded gently. 

“Oh, yes,” Marta said, and shook herself out of her 

reverie. It hadn’t been that deep a reverie. She’d heard 
what he’d said, and she was getting sick and tired of peo¬ 
ple forever telling her how thin and weary she looked. 

Especially Josh, she conceded. 

“Have you been working too hard?” Tony persisted. 
Actually, Marta had been working as hard as possible, 

but she didn’t want to put it that way to him. She’d left 
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herself precious few spare hours because she didn’t want 
time to think. 

Since Wednesday, she’d talked with three editors about 
assignments, turned down two, but had accepted the one 
dealing with coal miners because it would involve a trip to 
her hometown in Pennsylvania. In fact, while she was 
working she could stay with her father and those brothers 
still at home. 

She felt a stab of sorrow at the thought. It would be the 
first time she’d gone home since her mother’s funeral 
nearly a year ago. She remembered the harshness of that 
raw, March day. The terrible bleakness etched on her fa¬ 
ther’s face. Her brothers, solemn as she’d never seen 
them, trying to rally later back at the house. They’d drunk 
a lot of beer, a lot of whiskey, everyone determined to 
cheer everyone else up. 

“Marta, you still haven’t answered my question,” Tony 
said. “I have this ridiculous feeling that you’re drifting 
farther and farther away from me. Something’s bother¬ 
ing you. What is it?” 

“I was thinking about an assignment I’ve accepted that 
will entail going back to my hometown in Pennsylvania, 
that’s all,” Marta said. 

“Ah, yes.” Tony sounded relieved. “You mentioned 
you were contemplating something like that.” 

“As for other work,” she told him, “I’m working with 
Josh on the ‘Transitions’ series I told you about. We’re 
only doing one of the segments together, and I think I’ve 
pretty well finished my part in it.” 

She and Josh had spent several hours with the Grants 
yesterday. Marta had deliberately taken twice as many 
pictures as could possibly be needed so there’d be no cause 
to go back again. She liked the Grants, felt genuinely 
sorry when, in parting, they’d told Josh and her they 



156 DIAMOND MOODS 

hoped they would come out for dinner one night. “Strictly 
social,” they’d said. 

She and Josh had both murmured they’d love to...but 
she’d known, and was sure Josh had known, too, that it 
was an invitation they would never accept—any more than 
they would ever again work on another assignment to¬ 
gether. Taking on this project together hadn’t worked. 
Josh had never been so aloof as on yesterday’s drive out 
to the Grants and back. For that matter, he’d been an ice 
man from the moment she’d told him her invented wed¬ 
ding date. Yet that’s what he’d wanted, wasn’t it? To be 
sure she was getting married to someone else? 

It occurred to her she was going to have to tell Tony her 
invented wedding date, too. And make it clear that the 
date was exactly that—invented. Last night, tossing rest¬ 
lessly on her hotel-room bed, she’d actually thought about 
marrying Tony. For a while, the thought had been like 
looking at a ship securely moored in a safe haven where 
no storms could get to it. She needed the haven. She and 
Tony could make a good life together. Not an exciting life, 
but a good one. And after all, she did love him. 

There were all kinds of love, she’d philosophized wear¬ 
ily. How did she love Tony? Like a brother? No, there was 
really no resemblance between her affection for Tony and 
her feelings for her four brothers. Like a father? No, she 
didn’t see Tony as a father figure. She supposed she loved 
him more as she would an uncle or a cousin of whom she 
was especially fond. Or a friend. 

On that thought she’d drifted into a dream-plagued 
sleep. 

This morning, sipping a cup of coffee brought up by 
room service, she’d thought again about marrying Tony. 
It was the one act that would forever sever her from Josh. 
Because if she married Tony, she would never be unfaith- 
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fill to him. And she would probably never come to New 
York again, she’d thought a bit incoherently. And she 
would pray, pray fervently, that she never ran into Josh 
anywhere else. 

Before she’d finished a second cup of coffee, though, 
Marta knew that marrying Tony was completely out of the 
question. Only idiots chose marriage as an escape route. 
And only a woman with absolutely no conscience would 
marry a man like Tony purely to serve her own purposes. 
She did love him—in her own way—too much to do that. 

“There you go again,” Tony said now. 
Marta frowned slightly. “What?” 
“I can’t follow your thoughts, Marta, but I wish you’d 

share them.” 
“All right,” Marta decided. When the chips were 

down, she almost always settled for candor. “I did a 
dumb thing.” 

Tony smiled indulgently. “Do tell. What kind of dumb 

thing, darling?” 
“I told Josh Smith we’re going to be married on the 

tenth of June.” 
When Marta saw the expression on Tony’s face, she 

wished she’d bitten her tongue instead of speaking. He 
looked as though she’d created Christmas out of season. 
He said rather unsteadily, “Darling...I never expected 

this.” 
“Oh, Tony, Tony,” Marta cried remorsefully, “it’s a 

fake date.” 
“What are you saying? The tenth of June sounds like 

a pretty real date to me.” 
“I can’t marry you, Tony. On the tenth of June or any 

other time.” With Tony looking at her as he was, those 
were the hardest words Marta had ever needed to speak. 
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The joy faded from Tony’s handsome features. His 
British accent sounding especially clipped, he said, “I’ve 
never been much for word games. And I rather think 
you’ve chosen the worst possible example of one.” 

“I’m not playing games, Tony,” Marta told him wear¬ 
ily. “We spoke about all this in London. You knew...” 

“That you fancied yourself still in love with Joshua 
Smith?” Tony finished for her. “Yes. And you wanted to 
break the engagement then. But you agreed—largely for 
my sake, I realize, largely as a face-saver for me with my 
colleagues—to keep wearing my ring, to pretend we were 
still engaged....” 

“I know. And it was a mistake.” 
“Perhaps,” Tony admitted. “I’m still not sure about 

that, Marta. You’ve been seeing Smith, working with him, 
and I don’t think I’ve ever seen you look more unhappy. 
That rather proves my contention...” 

“What contention, Tony?” Marta asked. 
“All right,” Tony said uncomfortably. “I think what 

you’ve felt for Smith has been far more infatuation than 
love. With, I admit, perhaps a very strong sexual attrac¬ 
tion. And maybe a rather large measure of pity. I think it 
might be said that Smith has a rather Byronic quality. 
Handsome, crippled... it’s easy to imagine that he in¬ 
spires very tender feelings in the female breast. I should 
think that’s Trina Cataldo’s problem. Like you, no doubt, 
she wants to make up to Jiim for everything he’s lost. En¬ 
visions herself as a glamorous Florence Nightingale, 
soothing Smith’s brow and bringing laughter back into his 
fractured life.” 

Marta eyed Tony coldly. “Have you finished?” 
“I’m sorry, Marta,” Tony said. “Truly. I got rather 

carried away. Let’s be honest. Call it jealousy. I’m jeal¬ 
ous as hell of Smith—have been ever since I saw you 
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looking at him that night at the Forthingtons’. I told you 
that same evening I’d always known there’d been some¬ 
one in your life. So imagine my feelings when I found 
myself face to face with him and realized you’d never 
gotten over him. 

“Nevertheless,” Tony went on, holding up a restrain¬ 
ing hand as she was about to speak, “I still say that you 
look miserably unhappy. I still feel, straight to my mar¬ 
row, that I can make you happy... if you’ll give me half 
a chance. You may not feel for me the great passion you 
apparently feel for Smith. Perhaps you never will. But you 
do care for me, I know that. I think in time the caring can 
grow into genuine love. Marta...I would like to hold you 
to your June 10 date.” 

The anger that had been bristling in Marta over Tony’s 
first words ebbed, and she felt profoundly touched by 
what he’d just said. Still, she shook her head firmly. “It 
can’t be, Tony,” she said, not without reluctance. “Be¬ 
lieve me, I wish it could. You don’t know how much I 
wish it could. And, it might interest you to know, Josh 
thinks I should marry you as soon as possible.” 

“What?” 
“You heard me. He thinks I need to settle down. Thinks 

the best thing that could happen to me is to get over to 
England and make a life with you.” 

Tony’s blue eyes were steady. “Has it occurred to you 

that maybe he’s right?” 
“He’s not right,” Marta said sadly. “It certainly has 

occurred to me that I’m probably going to spend the rest 

of my life as a single. That’s not something I look for¬ 
ward to. On the other hand, there’s only one man I could 
ever possibly marry, Tony. And I assure you, he won’t 

have me.” 
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Marta leaned back, feeling as if her energy had been 
totally sapped. “There,” she said wearily, “there it is. 
Now the crazy thing is that I have a favor to ask of you.” 

“I think you know I’d grant you anything within my 
power,” Tony told her. 

“This is going to be a difficult one, in view of what I’ve 
just said. I’m going to ask that you let me wear your ring 
awhile longer.” 

Tony stared at her, perplexed. Finally he said, “I sim¬ 
ply do not understand—” 

“I don’t blame you,” Marta cut in. “But you see...it’s 
my pride that’s involved this time. You told me that a lot 
of the reason you didn’t want our engagement broken in 
London last month had to do with your pride.” 

“That’s true,” Tony conceded, “but only partly true. 
My saying that was partly a subterfuge. As I think you 
know, my hope was that this resurgence of feeling you 
were having for Smith would be...transitory. Then you’d 
come to realize we have a great deal going for us. Then 
you wouldn’t want to give my ring back. But,” he fin¬ 
ished slowly, “it’s not going to happen like that, is it?” 

“No,” Marta admitted tightly. 

“Then... if you want to wear my ring forever, it’s fine 
with me,” Tony told her. “But I would like to know why.” 

“To save my face,” Marta said. “Once Josh and I have 
culled the pictures for the story I’ve been working on with 
him, that particular assignment will be over. However, 
I’ve contracted to work on five other segments for this 
particular feature. I’ll be working with other writers, not 

with Josh, but there are certain to be story conferences, 
photo-editing sessions and so on at which we’ll both have 
to be present. It would help to have your ring on my fin¬ 
ger, Tony. Josh is extremely observant. He’d notice if it 
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were missing and... I just don’t want to have to explain 
at this point. I’m not... up to it.” 

“Yes,” Tony agreed gravely. “I can see that.” 
“Once there’s nothing more to be done on the ‘Tran¬ 

sitions’ story... well. I’ll fly over to London, and we can 
break the engagement by mutual consent. We’ll figure out 
a way to do it with as little resulting gossip as possible. 
And I know this sounds terribly, terribly trite, but... I 
want to be your friend forever, Tony.” 

“I echo that,” Tony said softly. “As for Josh Smith...I 
can’t help but tell you I’d like to wring his neck, Marta.” 

“This sounds pretty trite, too,” Marta acknowledged, 
“but in many ways Josh really is his own worst enemy, so 

don’t blame him too much.” 

The following Tuesday, Marta and Gerry Baskin had a 
late breakfast together in the cafeteria at his hospital. 

She’d been at the hospital with the orthopedic surgeon 
since early that morning and had watched him perform a 
delicate operation that would bring new hope to a young 
woman who had been confined to a wheelchair for nearly 
a year after a car accident. Now there was every reason to 

believe the woman would walk again. 
“And you say you’re not a miracle worker,” Marta 

said, half teasing, as she sipped a small glass of orange 

juice. 
“I’m not,” Dr. Baskin assured her with a smile. “Ac¬ 

tually, though that was a rather tricky procedure, it was 
simple in comparison to a lot of things I’m called upon to 

do” 
“Mmm,” Marta mused, thinking about Josh. The 

surgeon had already told her how difficult, if not impos¬ 
sible, it was to try to undo old damage. Nevertheless... 
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“Gerry,” she said, “I’ve told you about my.. .my friend 
who was so severely injured in a plane crash a dozen years 
ago.” 

Gerry Baskin nodded. “Yes.” 
“If I can persuade him to make an appointment with 

you, will you see him?” 
“Of course I’ll see him, Marta,” he assured her. “I’ve 

already given you an indication of what the odds are apt 
to be, though.” 

“I know. But I feel that even the slightest of chances 
would be worth taking.” 

“Then give me his name and I’ll alert my secretary so 
that she’ll find a slot for him on our calendar. Under or¬ 
dinary circumstances I’m booked pretty far ahead.” 

“I can imagine. His name is Joshua Smith. He’s the 
editor of Living, American Style. You may be familiar 
with the magazine.” 

“You’ll find it right on my office coffee table. Marta. 
Just to refresh my memory... fill me in about him, will 
you?” 

Marta told Gerry Baskin all she knew about Josh’s ac¬ 
cident and his injury—-which wasn’t very much, she real¬ 
ized when she’d finished the telling. Most, if not all, of 
what she’d learned had come from Jennifer. 

She concluded with, “A problem is that Josh is quite 
stubborn. I’m afraid if I ask him straight out to phone 
and make an appointment with you, he’ll flatly refuse. I 
wish you could meet him first away from your office.” 

“Socially, you mean?” 

“Yes. But I’m staying in a hotel while I’m in New York, 
so there’s no way I could casually entertain.” 

Gerry grinned. “I have a bachelor pad in the Village 
and a summer shack on a lake upstate,” he confessed. 

“Then it will have to be an accidental encounter.” 
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The surgeon’s smile deepened. “An arranged acciden¬ 
tal encounter, huh?” 

“Yes.” 
“Well, there’s a new place on East Sixty-second I’m 

planning to investigate tomorrow night. It’s called Les 
Amis. My date is Jeanhe Latimer. She’s a model. You’ll 
probably recognize her. Her face keeps popping up on 
magazine covers, to say nothing of TV commercials. If 
you could get your friend Josh to take you out to din¬ 
ner.. 

“I’ll try,” Marta promised. “It may not be easy. I don’t 
want to arouse Josh’s suspicions.” 

“To begin with. I’ll change my reservation to a table for 
four,” Gerry decided. “We’ll be arriving at seven. Why 
don’t you plan to arrive with your friend at 7:30? I can 
give the excuse that the other couple—another doctor and 
his wife, let’s say—couldn’t make it at the last minute and 
then invite the two of you to join us.” He grinned. “From 
what you’re telling me about Joshua Smith, you’d better 

say yes quickly.” 
“You can count on it,” Marta assured him. 

Josh had just finished dictating several letters, when his 
secretary informed him that Marta Brennan was on the 

phone. 
He picked up the receiver and held it for a moment, his 

grip tightening on the smooth plastic surface. It was get¬ 
ting harder and harder to be with Marta, and even talk¬ 
ing to her over the phone required the self-control he was 
finding increasingly difficult to maintain. Sometimes it 
took every last gram of his considerable discipline not to 
blurt out to her how much he loved her, wanted her, 
needed her. If suppression could make a person go qui¬ 
etly insane, he was on his way, he told himself grimly. 
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“Marta?” he said, trying to give the impression by the 
way he spoke her name that she’d interrupted him in the 
middle of something important. “I haven’t had a chance 
to go over the Grant pictures yet...” he added quickly, to 
further this impression. 

“I haven’t developed them yet,” Marta informed him. 
Well, that had been a slip. She knew he knew that she 

always did her own developing. In fact, she’d been given 
a small but excellently equipped photo lab of her own at 
the magazine. Since it was on a different floor from the 
editorial offices, though, she could have been at work 
without his knowing it. Josh reminded himself. Even so, 
her pictures had not yet crossed his desk. 

“I plan to work on the Grant pictures tomorrow,” 
Marta told him. “But that’s not what I’m calling you 
about.” 

“Oh?” 
“Josh...” 

He heard the hesitation in her voice, and it both puz¬ 
zled him and alerted him. With Marta one never knew 
what was coming next. 

“I wondered,” she said, “If you might be free tomor¬ 
row night.” 

Josh assumed that she was about to suggest they go 
over her pictures then, and he was agreeable to that. Ex¬ 
cept that he was going to suggest, in turn, that they do so 
in his office. He didn’t think he had the strength to be 
alone with her one more time in his apartment without 
showing the hand he was so determined to keep hidden. 

He was totally taken aback when Marta said, “How 
about going to dinner with me at a new place on East 
Sixty-second. Les Amis. Have you heard of it?” 

“Yes,” Josh admitted. 
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“Friends have recommended it highly, and I don’t want 
to go alone,” Marta told him. 

Didn’t she have any other friends in New York? Josh 
came close to asking her, then told himself he already 
knew the answer. Marta knew scads of people just about 
everywhere. There were probably at least a dozen men 
who’d gladly escort her tomorrow night to Les Amis or 
wherever else she wanted to go. 

“I was thinking,” she went on, “that perhaps we could 
meet there at 7:30. Would that be convenient?” 

Josh could feel the trap closing. To attempt to spring it 
before it shut entirely would mean being blatantly rude. 
He couldn’t come out and tell her he didn’t want to go out 
to dinner with her at Les Amis or anywhere else.... 

Besides that would be a very large lie. 
The fact was, he wanted to see Marta so much it was all 

he could do not to ask her to meet him right now. He shut 
his eyes tightly and wondered how much more of this he 
could stand. He’d already made up his mind that on the 
tenth of June he was going to go out of town, anywhere 
out of town. He would hole up in a hotel room and then 
get quietly but totally drunk. 

Still, when he’d told Marta the best thing she could do 
was marry Tony Ashford, he’d been honest. He knew a lot 
of media people who knew Tony. Despite Ashford’s two 
marital failures, they had nothing but good to say about 
him, blaming the failures on the women involved. From 
everything Josh had been able to learn about Ashford, he 
was a decent person, highly respected both personally and 
professionally. And rumor had it that he was crazy about 

Marta. 
Well, Marta needed someone who loved her and who 

would—could—take care of her. Deep inside the charis¬ 
matic woman there was a very vulnerable little girl.... 
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Josh broke away from that heart-twisting fact as Marta 
demanded impatiently, “Josh? Are you still there?” 

“Yes,” he said. “Sorry. What were you saying?” 
“I was asking you if it would fit in with your plans to 

meet me at Les Amis tomorrow night at 7:30.” 
“Of course,” Josh said as nonchalantly as possible. He 

wondered what he might be letting himself in for. Know¬ 
ing Marta, he couldn’t help but suspect that she had 
something more in mind than merely trying out a new 
French restaurant. 

Marta had not connected Les Amis with the popular 
Chalfonte Hotel. Now she discovered that the hotel had 
merged two dining rooms and a cocktail lounge into one 
entirely new, beautifully decorated restaurant-nightclub. 

Tables were arranged on tiers, each table with its own, 
small, rose-shaded lamp. There was a center dance floor, 
large enough for floor shows, as well. Soft music was 
playing and there were a few couples already dancing, as 
Marta was led to the table Josh had reserved. 

She saw that Josh was already seated at the table, but 
before she could reach him a familiar voice hailed, 
“Marta. This is great. How are you?” 

She turned to see Gerry Baskin smiling at her enthusi¬ 
astically. “Marta, Jeanne Latimer,” he said, and Marta 
found herself looking at a young woman whose face she 
had indeed seen both on magazine covers and in TV 
commercials any number of times. 

Josh was only a couple of tables away. Marta glanced 
toward him and saw that he was watching closely. She 
drew her attention back to Gerry, who was saying, “We 
were to meet another couple, a colleague of mine, but he 
got a last-minute call back to the hospital. Say, would you 
and your date consider joining us?” 
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Gerry sounded a shade too eager, and Marta decided he 
was a much better surgeon than he was an actor. 

“That would be delightful,” she enthused, and had to 
admit she overdid it a bit herself. “Let me get Josh.” 

She moved quickly to Josh’s table to report, a little too 
breathlessly, “Josh, I just ran into a friend who’s invited 
us to join him. Would that be okay?” 

“If you like,” Josh said indifferently. He stood, and 
Marta saw him reach for his cane. As they walked over to 
Gerry’s table she was aware that Gerry Baskin, though 
still smiling broadly, was also evaluating Josh’s progress 

with an experienced professional eye. 
The head waiter bustled up and endorsed their altered 

arrangements after a brief explanation from Gerry. They 
ordered drinks; Marta introduced Josh, adding that he 
was the editor in chief of Living, American Style. Josh 
and Jeanne, it appeared, had already met. On several oc¬ 

casions she’d modeled for Living illustrations. 
“And,” Jeanne put in, “I know your work, of course, 

Marta. Which leave us to tell you what Gerry does, Josh. 
He’s an internationally famous orthopedic surgeon.” 

“Oh, come on now,” Gerry protested. 
Marta saw Josh stiffen. She averted her face, afraid that 

her expression might give her away. 
A selection of delectable appetizers arrived. Marta 

munched on a caviar-spread toast triangle. Gerry was 
asking Josh about the magazine, and she hoped that 
would focus attention away from Gerry’s own career. But 
Jeanne, smiling her bright model’s smile, piped in, 

“Marta, Gerry was telling me how you watched him op¬ 
erate yesterday and took pictures the whole time. Much as 
I love him,” she said lightly, “there’s no way I could do 
that. Just watch, I mean. I’m certain I’d pass out.” 
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Marta could feel Josh’s eyes boring into her, and had 
the horrible feeling that he already suspected the rendez¬ 
vous was a setup. She said as calmly as she could, “It was 
fascinating, Jeanne. And I suppose I’ve become some¬ 
what ... hardened. I’ve seen enough in the course of my 
career that surgery in a well-ordered operating room isn’t 
apt to faze me.’’ 

“Marta follows around in the wake of revolutions and 
a variety of other similarly shattering events,” Josh told 
Jeanne, his voice ominously pleasant. 

Damn it, he does know, Marta thought miserably. 
The conversation went on, bland enough on the sur¬ 

face, but Marta could read hidden meanings into every¬ 
thing Josh said. It was a relief when Gerry asked, “Like 
to dance?” 

“Yes, I’d love to,” she said quickly, and couldn’t wait 
to escape down the steps to the dance floor. 

Gerry was an excellent dancer. He was the sort of 
dancer Marta loved to match steps with ordinarily... but 
right now her mind wasn’t on the music. 

Nevertheless she was startled when Gerry said softly, 
“Is it my fertile imagination, or are there really sparks 
going off under the surface up there?” He gestured to¬ 
ward their table with a slight toss of the head. 

“I don’t think it’s your imagination.” Marta admit¬ 
ted. “Josh is covering up pretty well—too well—but I 
think he’s fuming. I’d bet he knows I arranged this with 
you, and I think I’m in for some well-directed fury. Josh 
is very cool and collected on the surface, but there’s a 
volcano way down inside....” 

“Why would he be so angry about your wanting him to 
meet me?” 

“Because his handicap is his own damn private busi¬ 
ness,” Marta snapped, “and he doesn’t want anyone 
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butting in.” She sighed. “I’m sorry, Gerry. I didn’t mean 
to take your head off.” 

A second later she asked, her voice ragged, “Gerry, do 
you have any opinion about him?” 

“Josh Smith? He seems like a great guy, despite the 
undercurrents,” Gerry told her. 

“I mean... about Josh physically,” Marta said. 
“Marta, I only saw the man walk a few feet, then sit 

down,” Gerry reminded her mildly. “I’m not that much 
of a genius at diagnosis.” 

“You were watching him very closely.” 
“So I was. Okay, from the little I saw I’d say he 

handles himself quite well. He’s learned to compensate 
effectively with the cane. I would say he’s had good in¬ 
struction on that score, probably spent a fair bit of time 
in a rehab facility. I think that anyone—any profes¬ 
sional, that is—would know that Josh’s handicap is not a 
new one just by the way he does handle himself. Beyond 
that I can’t go...without X rays, tests, examinations, the 

works.” 
They fell silent. For a few minutes they swirled to the 

tempo of the music. Then Gerry said softly, “Marta, I’m 
sorry my crystal ball isn’t more efficient....” 

“Don’t be silly, Gerry. I’m looking for miracles, I re¬ 
alize that, and you’ve told me a dozen times you’re not a 
miracle worker. But maybe if I can persuade Josh to see 

you professionally, maybe...” 
Marta’s words trailed off, and she yielded herself to the 

music and the dancing. 



Chapter Eleven 

J osh tried to keep his eyes off the dance floor and at¬ 
tempted to concentrate on building a reasonably interest¬ 
ing conversation with Jeanne. She was as charming and 
witty as she was beautiful, but it still took a real effort to 
pay attention to her. 

He’d wondered about this dinner date. Now he was sure 
he knew exactly why Marta had set it up, and the knowl¬ 
edge both infuriated and depressed him. Marta’s action 
reaffirmed his conviction that she could never totally ac¬ 
cept him as he was. Either that, or she’d become an intol¬ 
erable do-gooder. Whichever, he’d never felt more like a 
human guinea pig. 

Jeanne excused herself to go to the rest room. Josh sat 
and polished off his Scotch, then beckoned the waiter to 
bring him another. His self-control was snapping like a 
bunch of rubber bands stretched close to the breaking 
point, then released. 
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A few weeks ago he would have sworn he didn’t have a 
jealous bone in his body. Now he was waging a silent bat¬ 
tle with a second Green Monster. Regardless of Marta’s 
reason for arranging this rendezvous tonight, she and 
Baskin made a terrific dancing team. With Jeanne gone 
temporarily, Josh couldn’t keep his eyes off them. And it 
hurt, hurt too damned much, to watch them. He tried to 
force himself to focus on other things in the room. He 
surveyed the murals on the walls, which were quite strik¬ 
ing. He watched the waiters doing their jobs with the quiet 
efficiency that was a mark of real expertise. Jeanne came 
back and favored him with a brilliant smile as she sat 
down alongside him. She was stunning. Coppery hair, big 
green eyes, superb figure, and a nice sense of humor 
thrown in for good measure. Josh asked himself why he 
couldn’t simplify his life by falling in love with Jeanne or 
someone like her. He’d known quite a few women like 

Jeanne. 
At last the music ended. Marta and Gerry came back to 

the table. The waiter brought dinner menus, which were 
consulted carefully. Orders were given. The music started 
up again. This time Gerry turned to Jeanne and asked her 
to dance. Which he should have done the first time 
around, Josh thought nastily. If he remembered his man¬ 
ners correctly, one always asked one’s date for the first 

and last dances. 
Ah, well, that wasn’t about to be his problem ever 

again. Morosely he stared at the tablecloth, then gave 
himself a mental slap. If there was anything he truly de¬ 

spised it was self-pity. 
“Josh?” Marta murmured tentatively. 

“Yes?” 
“Why don’t you say what’s on your mind?” she asked 

him. 
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“Okay.” Josh decided upon the tack he was going to 
take. “I can’t figure you out, that’s what’s on my mind.” 

“What do you mean?” 
“I mean you’re supposed to be marrying Tony Ash¬ 

ford less than three and a half months from now, and yet 
you’re coming on like a searchlight to this doctor.” 

He saw Marta’s eyes narrow. “I think I’m going to ask 
all over again, what do you mean?” she told him. 

“Marta, I guess the old-fashioned word for it is flirt¬ 
ing. Baskin is here with a date, yet you go out on the 
dance floor with him and...” 

“You’re working for the wrong kind of magazine, 
Josh,” Marta interrupted. 

“You think so?” 
“Yes. You should switch over to a publication that 

features lurid tales. Your imagination’s running away with 
you. I danced with Gerry, that’s all.” 

“When did you meet him?” 
“Last week,” Marta said absently. 
“That is fast work.” 
She glared at him. “Stop, will you? You’re way out of 

line. For one thing, as you so succinctly pointed out, 
Gerry’s here with a friend. For another thing, although I 

find him extremely likable, I don’t even know him yet.” 
“I like the ‘yet,’ ” Josh muttered. 
“Oh, shut up!” Marta snapped. “If you must know, 

Gerry agreed to meet me here tonight because of you,” 
she blurted. 

“What?” 

Josh kept his voice low, but it had the effect of thun¬ 
der. Marta moaned, “Damn—oh, damn—oh, damn,” 
and looked so miserable Josh almost felt sorry for her. 

But not that sorry. 
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“I’d like to know precisely what you’re talking about,” 
he told her. 

“Josh, I’m doing a feature on Gerry’s work. I told you 
about it. I’m sure I told you about it...” 

“It doesn’t much matter whether you told me about it 
or not,” Josh stated coldly. “You certainly didn’t tell me 
you were planning to involve me. So explain, will you?” 

“Josh... Gerry has helped so many people.” 
“Well, good for him,” Josh huffed. “What does that 

have to do with me?” 
“I thought...” 
“Come on, Marta. Out with it!” 
“I thought maybe he could... help you. I wanted the 

two of you to meet so you... could get to know him. I 
knew you’d never make an appointment with him just 
because I asked you to. I knew you’d need to be moti¬ 
vated to do it yourself, so I...” 

Josh surveyed her dispassionately. “Quite the psychol¬ 
ogist, aren’t you?” he commented. 

“I’m not trying to be a psychologist. Josh, I...” 
“I suppose you want me to consult your friend with the 

hope he could make me whole again, is that it?” Josh de¬ 
manded, each word falling like a crystal chip. 

Marta flinched and said, “I’ve botched it. I’ve totally 

botched it.” 
“Yes,” Josh agreed, “I’d say you have.” 
“Thanks for being so agreeable,” she retaliated, but she 

looked so weary as she spoke that his heart twisted. At the 
same time he felt sharply divided. That was the only way 

he could think of it. Divided. 
It hurt to have his suspicions about Marta’s reason for 

wanting to come here tonight confirmed. It hurt to know 
anew that Marta liked men in her life who were tuned the 
way she was. The way he suspected Gerry Baskin would 
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be. The way Tony Ashford certainly was. Active men, 

participants in active things. She had no room for some¬ 

one on the sidelines. 
He reminded himself that this was hardly news to him. 

After all, he’d concluded two years ago that a relation¬ 

ship between Marta and him could never last, despite the 

passion that flowed between them and the proof that their 

passion could attain the most exquisite culmination. 

Nevertheless logic and knowledge didn’t ease the ache of 
now learning that Marta was so unaccepting of him as he 

was that she’d gone to great lengths to contrive this meet¬ 

ing with an orthopedic surgeon who, she obviously 

thought, would be able to work wonders with a magic 
scalpel. 

On the other side of the coin... he had to admit he’d 
shared very little with Marta about the accident and the 

impact it had made on his life. He’d never told her about 

the way it had forced him into a new mode of thinking 

and being and behaving that had many pluses along with 
the minuses. 

Intensely private, he’d never shared any of that with 

anyone...not even Jennifer, though he knew his sister 

read between the lines at moments and knew more about 

him than anyone else did. Even after twelve years he 
couldn’t handle discussing his innermost feelings. Now he 

wished he hadn’t been so reticent with Marta two years 
ago. He wished he’d been able to really tell her about 
himself. 

Maybe, just maybe, there was more to that other side 

of the coin than he’d thought. For the first time, it oc¬ 

curred to Josh that he might have been wrong in his eval¬ 
uations. 
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* * * 

Marta and Gerry Baskin danced several more times that 
evening. And Marta found herself confessing to the sur¬ 
geon that she’d made a mess of things. 

“He caught on,” she said abjectly. “I should have 
known I’d never be able to put anything over on Josh.” 

“I take it he’s quite a charmer,” Gerry told her. 
“Jeanne thinks he’s terrific.” 

“Most women think he’s terrific,” Marta said glumly. 
“But he’s totally unaware of that.” 

“Marta, I don’t mean to pry... but he means a lot to 
you, doesn’t he?” 

“Everything,” Marta said, without even pausing to 
think. And there.. .it was out. The truth, the whole truth. 

“That’s his ring you’re wearing?” Gerry asked. 
“Er...no,” Marta said hesitantly. “I—I’m engaged to 

a friend in England.” 
“You’re engaged to a ‘friend’ in England?” Gerry 

echoed, not bothering to try to hide his amusement. 
“Marta, do you have any idea how strange that sounds?” 

“No—yes. Regardless, that’s the way it happens to be. 
Gerry, don’t ask me to try to explain it to you.” 

“I won’t, though I admit you’ve certainly whetted my 

curiosity. Marta, listen...” 
“Yes?” 
“Try to persuade Josh to call and make an appoint¬ 

ment with me. If I knew him just a little bit better, I’d 
suggest it myself. I’ll be honest with you. As I said origi¬ 
nally, the odds are against my being able to do much, if 
anything, for him. But if there’s even the slightest 

chance...” 
“I’ll do my damnedest,” Marta promised firmly. But 

inwardly she was convinced that her “damnedest” wasn’t 
going to be nearly good enough. 
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The moment came for the party to break up. Gerry and 
Jeanne left first; Josh and Marta followed shortly there¬ 
after. Outside Les Amis Josh hailed a cab. Marta expected 
him to say good-night and let her travel on alone, but he 
surprised her. He climbed in next to her and gave the 

cabbie the name of her hotel. 
At the hotel he surprised her once again, by following 

her to the elevator bank and getting into the elevator with 
her. “What floor?” he asked. 

Marta looked at him curiously. “Seven.” 
He punched the button and said, “I’m coming up with 

you. We need to talk.” 
Once in her room Josh asked, “Got anything to 

drink?” 
She shook her head. “Nothing,” she admitted. “Either 

alcoholic or nonalcoholic.” 
“What would you prefer?” 

“Well, if you want to order up something I think I’ll 
settle for ginger ale.” 

“Okay,” Josh agreed, and ordered up two ginger ales. 
The room service waiter brought the beverages and Josh 

poured them. Then, as if he’d come to a sudden, vital de¬ 
cision, he said tautly, “Okay... this is one time that I’m 
not going to allow the two of us to go our separate ways 
with a lot of misconceptions still hanging fire. We have to 
talk.” 

Marta didn’t know how to answer that. Josh was usu¬ 
ally the one who didn’t want to talk things out. 

Perched on the edge of the bed, she waited, wondering 
if he was about to accuse her again of flirting with Gerry 
Baskin, or something equally ridiculous. She watched 
with a mixture of curiosity, apprehension and a readiness 
to do verbal battle of her own as Josh sat down in the 
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room’s only armchair and said slowly, “Marta, I’m be¬ 
ginning to realize you meant well tonight.” 

“Well, thanks very much,” Marta retorted, and wished 
she didn’t feel the need to be so defensive with him. 

“Marta, look...this is something I find difficult to talk 
about, something I never do talk about. But...in all 
fairness, I think I should tell you that everything that 
could have been done for me was done for me at the time 
of the accident. Okay?” 

The words came out in a rush. Hearing them, Marta 
was speechless. 

Josh stirred restlessly. “It was pretty bad going at first. 
They didn’t know if they could save me, let alone the leg. 
I was in the hospital for... a long time. After that, in and 
out of hospitals and rehab centers for longer than I like to 
think about,” he said. 

He stared moodily at a point about a foot over Marta’s 
head. “What I’m saying is, I had a lot of time to think. 
More consecutive time to do nothing but think than a lot 
of people would have in several lifetimes. Also, the 
doctors leveled with me all along the way. I knew early on 
that the damage was permanent. 

“They did their best for me, Marta. The doctors, the 
nurses, the therapists. I did my best for myself. I fol¬ 
lowed every regimen they drummed up for me.... I gave 
it everything I could give it. Combined, we all did the best 
that could be done for me, and I’ve been told I’m lucky. 
The results could have been a lot worse.” 

Josh paused to take a deep draft of his drink. “All that 
time, and there was a great deal of it, I thought and I 
wondered. I wondered why this had happened to me, 
which is pretty much par for the course. I did my full 
share of railing against fate. Then.... well, I’m not saying 
that all of a sudden I became quietly accepting of what 



178 DIAMOND MOODS 

had happened to me or that I stopped fighting, but I did 
begin to look beyond the purely physical. Am I making 
any sense to you?” 

“Yes,”- Marta said, her voice just a notch above a 
whisper. 

“I began to do a lot of things that for me were very 
different. I took correspondence courses on comparative 
religion, philosophy, psychology—you can take it from 
there. I read and studied all day, except when I was in¬ 
volved in therapy and exercise sessions, and half the night, 
as well. I began to write down what I felt...” 

“What did you do with what you wrote?” 
“Stuffed it in a box that’s sitting way, way back on a 

very top closet shelf,” Josh said with a faint smile. “I 
haven’t looked at it in years. I have no desire at this point 
to look at it. Anyway.. 

“Yes?” 
“Well, in high school I’d fooled around with the school 

newspaper—in fact, I became editor of it when I was a 
senior. I began to take some correspondence courses in 
writing and editing—I knew that any career I chose would 
have to be a sedentary one,” Josh said quietly. “Then, 
when I finally was able to hobble around a bit, I ap¬ 
proached a friend of my father’s who heads a publishing 
house here in New York. He agreed to try me out as a 
reader. Then they let me try my hand at editing, a lot of 
which I could do from my own home. After a time, after 
I’d edited a book on architecture, matter of fact, I got a 
bid from Architecture, American Style and went on the 
staff there. And you pretty much know the rest. 

“By then I’d adjusted, Marta,” Josh told her. “I think 
that’s what I want you to know most of all. I have ad¬ 
justed. I know where I stand... and how it’s going to be 
for the rest of my life. I’ve accepted that, and I find mine 
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a very good life. So, though I appreciate your efforts on 
my behalf, I want you to know that it’s not out of stub¬ 
bornness or whatever other names you might put to it that 
I’m saying thank you, but no thank you....” 

Marta tried not to stare at him, but she was 
dumbfounded. This was the longest speech Josh had ever 
made to her...and the kind of speech she had never 
expected to hear from him. 

Two years ago she might have considered it an opening 
wedge. Now she wasn’t sure just what it was. Carefully 
she said, “Josh, I wasn’t trying to tilt at windmills. I’ve 
seen evidence of some of the things Gerry’s done for 
people, that’s all. I thought it wouldn’t do any harm for 
you to let him examine you.” 

Josh shook his head. “Thanks, but I’ve been exam¬ 

ined more than enough.” 
“Josh, that was years ago.” 
“Regardless. Look, I go to a good doctor for routine 

checkups. I have a heart they tell me will last till I’m at 
least eight hundred. Everything else is in fine working or¬ 

der. That’s good enough.” 
“How do you know what Gerry might be able to do for 

you if you won’t consult him?” she demanded. 
“Because I’ve been through the same thing...time and 

again,” Josh told her. 
“I just said, Josh, that was a long time ago. You know 

as well as anyone that terrific strides have been made in 
orthopedics in the past twelve years.” 

“I really don’t keep up with orthopedics,” Josh in¬ 
formed her coolly. “Matter of fact, I wouldn’t mind never 

hearing the word again.” 
“Josh, must you be so stubborn?” 
Josh frowned. “Marta, did Baskin tell you he thought 

he could enable me to throw away my cane?” he asked 
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her. “Did he take one look at me tonight and tell you that 
with a couple of waves of his magic knife he’d have me 
ready for the next Olympic ski trials?” 

“Oh, God, can you ever frazzle a person!” Marta ex¬ 
ploded. “Of course he didn’t tell me anything like that. 

He’s willing to see you, that’s all.” 
“Decent of him,” Josh muttered. 
“Look, Josh,” she protested, “don’t take it out on 

Gerry. He was only agreeing to this because I asked him 
to. What I’m saying is—” 

“What you’re saying is painfully self-evident,” Josh 
told her. “Believe me, I’m not about to take anything out 
on Gerry. I know too well what it’s like to be a victim of 
your charms.” 

“You? A victim of my charms?” Marta laughed deri¬ 
sively. “Aren’t you getting mixed up. Josh? I’d say it’s 
been the other way around.” 

“Hardly,” Josh observed dispassionately, adding, “I 
don’t fool that easily, Marta. Don’t you think I know 
you’d only be interested in me if I could walk straight and 
dance with you and ski with you and run around all over 
the place with you.” 

Marta froze. She was hearing what she’d always sus¬ 
pected was Josh’s problem where she was concerned, but 
the confirmation was traumatic for her. She thought of 
the times they’d been together, times she’d thought were 
the essence of love, as well as passion. She thought she’d 
shown him, shown him so clearly, the depths of her feel¬ 
ing for him. Yet from what he was saying, he’d misread 
her completely. 

Josh met her eyes, and the rather sardonic smile that 
had been curving his lips faded. “Don’t,” he murmured 
huskily. “Don’t look so stricken.” 
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He stood, and his arms automatically reached out to 
her. Marta’s face twisted, and she felt as if her heart were 
tilting dangerously, about to start off on a cardiac land¬ 
slide. They met halfway, and with Josh’s arms around her, 
Marta forgot about everything else in the world. 

Josh kissed her forehead, her eyelids, the tip of her 
nose, and finally he claimed her lips. His tongue invaded 
and Marta, responding, wove her arms around him, 
clutching him closer and closer and closer to her. She felt 
as if her body were suddenly afire, her blood boiling. She 
writhed in Josh’s embrace as his hands traveled to her 
breasts, her waist, her hips, her thighs.... 

Neither was conscious of moving toward the bed, but 
in another moment they were side by side, entangled in 
each other’s arms. Josh tugged at the top of Marta’s two- 
piece white wool dress, and she helped him finish the job. 
Her wisp of a bra followed the path of the dress top. Then 
Josh, his lips pressed first to one nipple then the other, 
began tantalizing her, starting her on the spiral route that 
could lead in only one direction. 

After a time she began tugging at his clothes.. .divesting 
him of his shirt, then pausing to revel in his strong, beau¬ 
tifully formed chest and to cover it with her kisses. Fi¬ 
nally, clothes discarded, they set off on small exploratory 
voyages, nuzzling and nibbling, feeling and caressing, in¬ 
voking ecstasy with every caress. 

Marta lost herself in Josh; she let him lead, willing to 
follow, wanting to follow. And he led skillfully, tenderly 
until, all at once, neither was the leader, neither the fol¬ 
lower. They were equal partners in passion, ascending to¬ 
gether, until all that could be wonderful between a man 
and a woman became theirs, and they in turn became one. 

Relaxation came in the wake of passion, and content¬ 
ment filled Marta even as Josh had filled her just minutes 
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before. She lay with her head on his shoulder, his arm 
around her. She heard the steady rhythm of his breath¬ 
ing, felt the warm moisture of his skin against her skin, 
remembered how she loved him so utterly and com¬ 
pletely. And then she fell asleep. 

He was gone when she awakened. She knew it even be¬ 
fore she opened her eyes. She felt the aloneness of a room 
without him, and was bereft. 

For a moment she thought he might be in the bath¬ 
room. But he wasn’t. Her eyes swept the furniture. There 
was not a vestige of his clothing in sight. She searched for 
a note, for a token of any kind. There was nothing. It was 
as if their hours together had never been. 

Marta showered and ordered coffee sent up. She stared 
blankly at the walls as she sipped the coffee, hot, black 
and strong. She knew there were things she had to do to¬ 
day, but her mind was a blank—an unknown state to 
Marta’s ordinarily active mind. 

After a time, she took her appointment book out of her 
handbag and scanned it. She saw she had a late-morning 
meeting with the editor who’d commissioned her to do the 
coal-mining photo essay. And then she must call her fa¬ 
ther to tell him she would be coming home on the week¬ 
end. 

Then she was to meet a friend for lunch. Gertrude 
Sanders, an artist she’d known back in the days when 
she’d lived in Soho. Thinking of Soho reminded her of 
Josh and Josh’s resentment about her roommate, Stan, 
which she’d found so amusing at the time. 

She forced her thoughts away from Josh and consulted 
the appointment book again. In the afternoon she was to 
meet Gerry Baskin at the hospital—the patient on whom 
he’d operated yesterday had agreed to further pictures and 
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some conversation that Marta could record and pass on 
to the writer who’d be doing copy for the orthopedics 
story. 

“You mean she’ll be ready to talk to me tomorrow?” 
Marta recalled asking Gerry after the surgery. 

“Sure.” He’d grinned. “Why not? My patients re¬ 
cover fast.” 

Remembering that comment made her again think of 
Josh and his monologue last night, which in its way had 
been almost a confession. Now she wished she could have 
taped Josh’s words, because she felt there would be vol¬ 
umes to read between the lines. As it was...much of what 
he’d said was imprinted in her memory; she could almost 
quote the sentences verbatim. 

If he hadn’t finished with that terrible comment “Don’t 
you think I know you could never be interested in me un¬ 
less I were able to walk straight?” she might have been 
able to talk to him about the things he’d just said to her. 
They might have opened up new doors. 

Still, if he hadn’t made that terrible comment they 
would never have made love last night. One thing had 
inevitably led to another. 

And now? 
Marta glanced at the clock and was glad she needed to 

hurry if she meant to be on time for her appointment with 
the editor who wanted the coal-mining story. The last 
thing she needed at the moment was more time to think. 

Three times during the course of that day Marta called 
her hotel to ask if there were any messages for her. She felt 
sure Josh would call her. He had to call her. After last 
night, he couldn’t walk out and close the door as if noth¬ 
ing had happened between them. 

But Josh didn’t call. 
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By the time she went to the hospital to meet Gerry and 
photograph his patient, Marta’s nerves were again fraz¬ 
zled. 

Talking with Gerry’s patient was a welcome diversion. 
She was wearing a fluffy pink bed jacket, one of the 
nurses had combed her hair into soft curls, and she’d put 
on lipstick. Remembering this woman in the operating 
room only the day before, Marta marveled at the trans¬ 
formation. 

This was a patient more than willing to talk about her 
doctor and to sing his praises. She was also able to chat 
easily about the car crash that had injured her so severely 
and the struggle, doubts and pain of the ensuing months. 

In a way it was similar to hearing Josh talk, and yet it 
wasn’t. Thanks to Gerry’s skill, this woman’s story was 
going to have a different ending from Josh’s. She still had 
a road to travel, but before she reached the end of it she’d 
be “walking straight.” 

Gerry had left Marta alone with his patient while he 
checked up on a couple of other cases, but he rejoined her 
as she was leaving the room. 

“Time for a cup of coffee?” he invited. 
“Yes, I’d love one,” Marta told him. 

He took her to his office, where the coffeepot was al¬ 
ways brewing. Pouring for both of them, he said, “I know 
I constantly exceed my caffeine quota, but I admit coffee 
gives me a lift... especially toward this time of day.” 

“Me, too,” Marta agreed. “Though too much of it 
gives me the jitters.” 

“You looked like you were having the jitters last night 
each time Jeanne and I left you alone with Josh while we 
danced,” Gerry observed. “I had the impression he 
wasn’t too crazy about your dancing with me.” 
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“He was being righteous,” Marta said, and added, “it’s 
a long story, Gerry.” 

“To do with that ring on your finger?” 
“Yes.” 
“And the ‘friend’ you’re engaged to?” 
“Yes. I know it sounds insane. It is insane. Sometime 

I’ll tell you about it,” she temporized. 
Gerry grinned. “I get the message, Marta, and I’ll butt 

out.” — 
“Thanks. Right now I’m not up to talking about much 

of anything.” 
“Up to answering a different kind of question, 

maybe?” he suggested. “Look, if your engagement isn’t 
any more serious than you make it sound and if you’re not 
committed to Josh Smith, how about our having dinner 
occasionally while you’re in town?” 

‘ ‘What about Jeanne? ’ ’ 
“We’re friends, that’s all,” Gerry said, and laughed. 

“That word does carry a lot of latitude, doesn’t it?” 
“Yes, I guess so. And I’d like to have dinner with you. 

If.. 
“If we could keep it on a ‘friendly’ basis?” Gerry 

teased. 
She smiled. “Exactly.” 
“You have my word. Saturday night?” 
“That would be good. I’m going to Pennsylvania Sun¬ 

day. I’ll be away a few days.” 
“Another photo assignment?” 
“That, yes, but I’ll also be visiting my family. My fa¬ 

ther and my brothers, that is. My mother died a while, 

back.” 
“Marta, Josh Smith said something to Jeanne last night 

about your returning to London before long. Do you live 

in London?” 



186 DIAMOND MOODS 

“I have been for the past two years.” 
“He said you’re getting married in London come sum¬ 

mer. Would that be to the friendly fiance?” 
“Gerry!” Marta warned. 
“I know, I know.” He laughed. “But you stir up a 

man’s curiosity, Marta.” 
“To tell you the truth,” Marta said, “I do plan to go 

back to London in a few weeks, but I don’t know for how 
long. Or where I’ll be going next.” 

“The whole world’s your oyster, I take it,” Gerry 
commented rather enviously. 

“I suppose you could say that,” Marta agreed. But her 
tone was bleak. 



Chapter Twelve 

Esthertown, Pennsylvania, was almost directly in the 
center of the fonr-hundred-eighty-square-mile strip in the 
eastern section of the state that contained the world’s 
highest ranking anthracite coal bed. 

The town literally had been built on coal, prospered on 
coal... and suffered because of coal. Marta remembered 
her father’s saying that when he was growing up, there 
wasn’t a family in town that hadn’t lost at least one of its 

men in the mines. 
Mining was safer now than it had been when Jeremy 

Brennan had gone to work in the Belden mines at the age 
of seventeen. But there was still danger, there were still 
disasters, despite the advances in technology. The Bren¬ 
nans had lost one of their six men fifteen years earlier in 
a cave-in. Marta’s eldest brother, Joe, was twenty-three 
when he died; she’d been seventeen. She had adored him, 
and even now she couldn’t think about him without grief 
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welling up inside and pressing against her chest like a dark 
bird trying to escape its cage. 

When she thought about Joe and his death, she 
thought, too, of her mother. Mary Brennan had never 
been the same after Joe had died. It was as though all the 
color had been drained out of her. Marta remembered her 
mother, in earlier years, as a pink-cheeked, pretty woman. 
After Joe’s death she was ghost pale, probably because 
she rarely left the house then. Once, she confided to Marta 
that she couldn’t face the sight of the mine shafts on the 
edge of town. 

The last time Marta had been home the weather had 
been as bleak as it was today, the sky oyster white, the 
denuded tree branches stark and black against that sky, 
the rivers and streams a dull pewter. 

The last time, she’d flown in from London and her 
brothers Jim and Hank had met her at the Philadelphia 
airport and had driven her the rest of the way. This time 
she’d opted to rent a car and drive by herself. Though it 
was icy cold, the highways were clear, and no snow was 
forecast. 

The last few miles were the hardest. Though she’d been 
brought to this town as a baby, and lived in it through all 
her growing-up years, Marta couldn’t wait to get away, 
and she’d gotten away right out of high school. 

It had dismayed her terribly when Jim, Hank and her 
brother Tom, as well, had followed in their father’s—and 
in Joe’s—footsteps and had gone to work in the mines 
right out of high school. Only her brother Bert had turned 
his back on what had become a Brennan tradition. The 
day after his graduation from high school he’d enlisted in 
the army, and only after he’d signed up did he come home 
to tell his parents what he’d done. That was eight years 
ago, if Marta remembered correctly, and none of them 
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had seen Bert since. He communicated, but he hadn’t 
come home for their mother’s funeral. The last Marta 
heard he was stationed in Germany. 

As she drove into the town, she interpreted the familiar 
scenes from a new viewpoint—a professional viewpoint, 
which had become so sharpened these past few years that 
it came as no great surprise to discover that she was seeing 
things differently. 

She preferred working in black and white. Like many 
photographers, she considered black and white a me¬ 
dium capable of far more artistry than color. Now she 
determined that although she and her editor had dis¬ 
cussed her doing the Esthertown photos in color, she 
would convince him that she had to go with black and 
white. She supposed the sunless day was partly responsi¬ 
ble for her decision. It emphasized the chiaroscuro con¬ 
trasts of the freight yards with the empty hoppers waiting 
to receive the lustrous black anthracite. The gray houses. 
The dingy mine shafts. 

Viewing the scene professionally helped her get through 
the last few minutes of the drive. But then she pulled up 
in front of the old frame house that had been home for as 
long as she remembered, and all she could think of was 
her mother. This would be the first time in her life she 
would be coming home without her mother there on the 
doorstep to greet her. 

Hank Brennan was married with a baby daughter and 
had a house of his own a couple of blocks away from 
Marta’s father’s house. But Jim and Tom still lived in the 
old family place with their father. 

Jeremy, after forty-five years of working in the Belden 
mines, had been retired six months earlier at age sixty-two. 
The retirement had been at the insistence of the mine 
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physician, who, during the course of giving Jeremy a 
physical, had discovered his heart wasn’t as strong as it 

might be. 
Her father, Marta soon saw, still hadn’t adjusted to 

what he considered “idleness,” even though he did most 
of the housecleaning and a major share of the cooking for 
himself and his two sons. 

“I could have gone on another three years at the least,” 
Jeremy had insisted to her as they lingered at the kitchen 
table the morning after her arrival. “It would have meant 
more money, for one thing, both pension and social se¬ 
curity. ...” 

Marta had tried to take a light touch with him. “What 
would you do with more money, Dad?” 

“What would anyone do with more money?” her fa¬ 
ther had demanded. “It costs a mint today just to eke by.” 

Marta knew that the house had been paid for years 
earlier and that both brothers who lived there were con¬ 
tributing to its upkeep and paying board. Her father had 
never been one to spend money frivolously. In earlier 
times he’d never had any money to spend frivolously, and 
now the habits of a lifetime were ingrained. She guessed, 
correctly, that he missed working in the mines, and won¬ 
dered if maybe there might be a part-time job he could 
handle, perhaps in the mine offices. That would make him 
feel in closer touch with the work arena that was in some 
ways more like home to him than home itself. 

She decided that when she went to see Fred Belden at 
the mines this afternoon she would ask him. She’d gone 
to high school with Fred. There’d been a time when they’d 
been considered a couple locally. Then Fred had gone off 
to college, and Marta had gone off to New York, clutch¬ 
ing the camera the whole family had pitched in to buy her 
as a graduation present. She’d been in love with picture 
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taking ever since her brother Joe had given her a Brownie 
camera when she was ten. Leaving home, she’d been de¬ 
termined to make her mark in photography, and that de¬ 
termination had seen her through some lean times to the 
first rungs of the ladder to her tremendous success. 

Her appointment with Fred Belden was at two. By then 
Jeremy Brennan had pretty well filled his daughter in on 
the status quo at Belden Mines. Fred had taken over the 
management three years earlier, after his father had suf¬ 
fered a stroke that had left him partially paralyzed. 

“Right away Fred had the offices redone,” Jeremy 
Brennan reported. “Pretty posh. But, then, Fred’s one of 
your Yuppies.” 

Marta was thinking of her father’s description as she 
walked into Fred’s office, which was indeed “posh,” with 
thick, cinnamon-colored carpeting, sleek, blond wood 
furniture and a series of vivid, abstract prints lining the 
walls. 

Fred himself also conformed to the Yuppie image in his 
charcoal-gray suit, white shirt and red-and-silver striped 
tie. The years had not been too kind to him. His hairline 
had receded, and he’d lost his boyish good looks. But, 
then, living in Esthertown and running the family coal 
mines would be enough to make anyone lose his looks, 
Marta thought, not without sympathy. 

When the pleasantries were over—both of them trying 
to recall high-school classmates they’d lost track of and 
Fred updating Marta on some of their mutual acquain¬ 
tances who still lived in town—Marta got down to the 
basic reason she’d made this appointment. 

“For my story, Fred, I need to go down in the mines,” 

she told him. 
“No can do,” Fred said, smiling apologetically. 

“Why not?” 
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He laughed. “You never were one to beat around a 
bush, were you, Marta? Well... in this case, you should 
know the answer. Despite the technological improve¬ 
ments—and let me tell you, Belden Mines are state of the 
art, in that respect—it’s too dangerous to take outsiders 
down where the actual operations are going on.” 

Marta bristled. “I wouldn’t say I’m an outsider, Fred. 
The men in my family have been working in your fami¬ 
ly’s mines for years. My brother Joe died in one of your 
mines....” 

Fred flinched slightly, but said only, “I’m aware of 
that. It doesn’t alter my position.” 

“And I presume the decision is all yours?” 
“I make all the decisions concerning Belden Mines, 

Marta,” Fred informed her smoothly. 
“Well, I’d like to speak to your father about that,” 

Marta stated. “Doesn’t he have any say at all in the mine 
operations these days?” 

“Dad hasn’t been able to speak since he suffered his 
stroke,” Fred told her. 

“I’m sorry,” Marta said quickly and sincerely. She’d 
always liked Fred’s father. 

“He’s in a wheelchair, Marta. It’s a miracle he’s hung 
on as long as he has. So you can understand the one thing 
I don’t want is anyone bothering him about matters con¬ 
cerning the mine.” 

“I’m not about to invade your father’s privacy, Fred,” 
Marta said. She spoke calmly, but the fire in her dark eyes 
gave her away. 

Fred chuckled. “You haven’t changed. And...that 
makes me happy. Sometimes it seems to me that most of 
the people I’ve known as long as I’ve known you have not 
only changed, profoundly in a lot of cases, but seldom for 
the better.” 
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“That’s cynical, Fred.” 
“Maybe. Regardless, you’re even prettier than you were 

when I took you to our junior prom.” 
“And sent me a gardenia wrist corsage,” she recalled. 
“Right.” 
“What about you, Fred? Do you feel you’ve changed 

so much?” 
“What do you think?” 
“Maybe you look a wee bit older,” she said tactfully. 

“But, then, we all do. And obviously you have a lot of 
responsibility on your shoulders. Are you married, 
Fred?” 

“Divorced,” he said briefly. “I met her at college. 
When I brought her home, she wasn’t too taken with life 
in Esthertown. When I had to take over for Dad at the 
mines, it was the crowning touch. We divorced three years 
ago.” 

Fred added slowly, “t was sorry about your mother, 
Marta. I was away on business when she died. Later I 
heard you’d come home for the funeral...” 

“Yes.” 
“I was sorry to miss you.” 
The sympathetic look in Fred’s eyes was beginning to 

make her uncomfortable. She turned the conversation 
back to the reason for her visit. “Fred, look, about my 
going down in the mines...” she said. 

He shook his head. “You always were tenacious.” 
“Okay, then, I’m more tenacious than ever. Being a 

professional photographer tends to suppress the timidity 
in one’s nature. And the fact is... I want to do some¬ 
thing real and good about Esthertown. I want to show this 
community, and the mining operations that gives it its 

pulse, exactly as it is.” 
Fred frowned slightly. “What do you mean by that?” 
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“I want to bring out what the town is like, what the 
mines are like, what coal mining is like... here in one of 
the world’s major hard-coal belts. I want to do the very 
best photos I’ve ever done, Fred,” Marta went on, be¬ 
coming more and more enthusiastic about the project. 

‘‘I’ve seen your work, Marta,” Fred acknowledged. 
“And I’ve been as impressed with it as everyone else is. 
But I admit. I’m a little apprehensive about your turning 
all that talent and attention on Esthertown and the Bel- 
den mines.” 

“Because you think the result will be negative?” 
“I guess so, yes,” Fred admitted. 
“That’s not my intention, Fred. My intention is to fo¬ 

cus on the importance of the mines, and yes, on the sac¬ 
rifices the men who work in them make. We’re so 
computer and technologically oriented these days, I think 
we—I’m talking about the whole public—tend to forget 
about many things that have been around a long 
time...like coal mines. True, your operation, as you say, 
employs all the state-of-the-art mechanization available. 
But... they’re still coal mines.” 

Fred nodded. “You’re right about that. And.. 
Fred seemed about to say something more, but Marta 

got the impression he thought better of it. Instead, smil¬ 
ing slightly, he told her, “I’m aware that any minute 
you’re going to ask me again about going down in the 
mines... and knowing you as I do. I’m sure you’re not 
going to let me off the hook easily.” 

Marta returned his smile. “Yes, that’s so,” she admit¬ 
ted. 

“Marta, I can see what you’re aiming for, and while 
initially I was afraid that kind of exposure would do us 
more harm than good, you’ve made your point with me. 
It could do no harm to focus on mining. In fact, it could 
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do a lot of good—provided you’re not excessively nega¬ 
tive.” 

“Truthful, not negative,” Marta promised him. 
“Okay.” 
“Does that mean you’re giving me carte blanche to go 

down into the mines?” 
“No, but I’m going to clear your way as much as pos¬ 

sible so you can have carte blanche about everything other 
than actually riding in one of the trains that take the men 
down. I think you’re going to find so much to photo¬ 
graph that you won’t need to go down to the working 
level.” 

“Can we put that thought on hold?” Marta asked. 
“For the moment, yes,” Fred said. 
Marta left his office shortly before three o’clock with 

the promise that she could start photographing the fol¬ 
lowing morning. 

“Come to the office first,” Fred instructed. “I’ll in¬ 
troduce you around. Meantime I’ll alert people to what 
you’ll be doing. I think I can assure you you’ll get max 
cooperation from everyone,” Fred said, walking her to 

the door. 
They exchanged friendly good-byes, but Marta’s mind 

was focused on the work she’d be starting in the morn¬ 
ing ... and on her conviction that as that work pro¬ 
gressed, Fred would become more and more lenient, so 
that before she finished she’d get exactly where she wanted 

to go in Belden Mines. 
She’d insisted that she was going to fix dinner that 

night, and dinner was going to be a Greek stew she’d 
learned to make while on a photo assignment in the Greek 
islands early the previous spring. 

She stopped at a supermarket on her way back to her 
father’s house and was carrying her purchases up the front 
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steps half an hour or so later, at about the same time there 
was a major cave-in at Belden Mines. 

It was weird. It was like an echo of Africa’s famous 
tribal drum system, Marta thought. But for as long as she 
could remember, whenever there was trouble at the mines 
word spread through town like a wind whispering along 
the streets and filtering through the cracks in the win¬ 
dows of the tired old frame houses. 

The feeling of disaster became a part of the air people 
breathed, so that when Marta met her father at the 
kitchen door it was not even such a shock to hear him say, 
“There’s been an accident at the mine.’’ But when he’d 
continued, “And I think both Hank and Tom are down 
there today,” Marta stared at him speechlessly, riveted by 
fear. Though she’d had an eerie premonition about the 
mine even before he’d spoken, she’d not thought about 
her brothers being there on the site... possibly trapped. 

Within minutes Marta and her father were driving to¬ 
ward the mines, and in slightly less than an hour since 
she’d left Fred she was standing at his side, ready to help 
and willing to do anything she had to do to convince him 
to let her. 

Things had not gone well for Josh that day. A staff 
writer he’d always had a lot of faith in had turned in a 
story that was completely botched up, and Josh had sum¬ 
moned the man to his office, ready to do battle. 

One long look had shown him that the writer was in the 
throes of a problem Josh diagnosed privately as a severe 
hangover. Subsequent conversation revealed that the 
man’s wife had left him three weeks earlier and was now 
in the Virgin Islands with a musician she’d evidently been 
seeing for quite some time. 
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“Can you believe it?” the writer asked, his pale, red- 
rimmed eyes mirroring his misery. “After twelve years she 
walks out cold. Can you wonder,” he finished, “that I 
could count on the fingers of one hand the sober breaths 
I’ve been drawing lately? Especially since I got a notice 
from her lawyer ten days ago telling me she’s filing for 
divorce in St. Thomas.” 

Josh couldn’t help but be sympathetic. There’d been 
enough moments lately when he’d felt like drowning in 
Scotch himself. On the other hand, he was faced with a 
huge hole in his next issue, because there was no way this 
man’s story could be rescued in time. Much of the rest of 
the day was spent unearthing suitable material to plug the 
hole. He paused only long enough to have a brief lunch 
with Trina Cataldo, in from London to appear as a guest 
on the Today show, and he knew he miffed Trina when he 
told her frankly there was just no way he could meet her 

for dinner that night. 
It was after six when he escaped the office, took a taxi 

home and poured himself a liberal jot of whiskey as soon 
as he got inside his apartment. For just a moment he sur¬ 
veyed the amber liquid distrustfully. He had no wish to 
follow in the steps of the writer he’d dealt with that 
morning. Then he downed the Scotch, because right now 
a drink seemed the right prescription. 

All day, despite the pressure of other work, he’d been 
unable to thrust Marta out of his mind. He knew she was 
going to Pennsylvania to do her coal-mining photos, but 
he wasn’t sure exactly when she was leaving. He also knew 

he should have called her long before now. His behavior 
was inexcusable. But his problem was that he was in as 
much of a funk in his way as the writer who’d turned to 

alcohol to keep himself going. 
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Josh headed for his living room and dropped grate¬ 
fully into his favorite armchair next to the picture win¬ 
dow. He’d been making all kinds of excuses to himself for 
not calling Marta, and he was only too aware he’d been 
rationalizing every step of the way. The real reason he 
hadn’t called her was that he felt so damned guilt-ridden 
about what had happened between them in her hotel 
room. What made things considerably worse was he knew 
in all honesty that, were history to repeat itself, he’d do 
exactly the same thing all over again. 

The telephone rang. For convenience’s sake, Josh had 
several phones in his apartment and he reached for the one 
immediately at hand, on a side table. 

“Josh Smith?” a crisp British voice asked. “Tony 
Ashford here.” 

Surprised and feeling that familiar twinge of guilt, Josh 
said, “Well, hello. You’re in New York again?” 

“No, I’m calling from London.” 
Josh glanced at the clock by the phone. He calculated 

that it was approaching midnight in London. Late for a 
casual call. “What is it, Tony?” he asked, suddenly on the 
alert, as Marta’s name began to thud silently in his head. 

“Have you seen the telly?” Tony asked. 
“No. I just got home from the office, and I haven’t 

turned it on.” 

“Marta’s in Pennsylvania,” Tony said, “as you prob¬ 
ably know. Esthertown’s the name of the place, and she’s 
there to do a story about coal miners and coal mining 

Specifically, the Belden Company’s mines, an enterprise 
where her father worked for a major part of his life and 
where two of her four living brothers now work.. 

“Yes?” The thudding was getting louder. 
“There was a cave-in in one of the mines at midafter¬ 

noon today your time,” Tony said. “I don’t know if 
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Marta was at the mine then, but she’s there now. As I un¬ 
derstand it, at least one of her brothers was among the 
men trapped... and as you must know she lost her eldest 
brother in that same manner many years ago.” 

Shocked, Josh couldn’t even speak. He was appalled to 
think he hadn’t even known about Marta’s loss. 

“Josh?” Tony queried. 
“Yes.” 
“I’m at the studio. Needless to say, I’m monitoring 

every scrap of news coming through from the States, but 
right now we’re getting very little from Esthertown. It 
occurred to me there might be more on your television. I’d 
be appreciative if you’d watch and get back to me if 
there’s anything... definitive.” 

“Of course,” Josh said quickly. “I’ll get back to you 
in any event within the next half hour or so.” 

For a moment after he’d hung up Josh sat very still. He 
was stunned. Stunned to think that Marta had lost a 
brother and had never told him about it. Shocked to think 
that the terrible loss might be repeated again. And terri¬ 
fied to think that Marta herself was at the disaster scene. 

God knows what she might do under pressure. 
That thought rang in Josh’s ears as he reached for the 

TV remote control and switched on the set. Almost at 
once, as if it had been predestined, he saw a reporter with 
a microphone in hand standing in front of the mine en¬ 
trance. In a daze, he heard the man saying, “Rescue 
workers are on the way to the underground chamber in 
which five men have been trapped since approximately 
three o’clock this afternoon. With them, accompanying 
mine owner Frederick Belden, is Marta Brennan, the in¬ 
ternationally famous photographer. Brennan has been in 
Esthertown, where several members of her family live, on 
assignment to do a photo essay on modern coal mining 
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and its impact on people and places. Two of her brothers, 
Thomas Brennan and Henry Brennan, are among the five 
miners trapped in a sudden roof fall. As of this hour, fears 
have been expressed that there may be further falls from 
the roof of the working face. That’s to say, further cave- 
ins in or near the affected area...” 

The words burned themselves into Josh’s mind, and he 
felt numb all over. Then suddenly, savagely, he went into 
action, calling sources at NBC, CBS and ABC, as well as 
the Cable News Network. Men and women who were all 
good friends of his—and now the most valuable sources 
of information he could hope for. 

It was close to an hour before he had the chance to call 
Tony Ashford, and he immediately apologized. “I had to 
wait for several people to get back to me,” he told Tony. 

“You have some word?” 

“Not very good word. You know Marta. Evidently she 
insisted on going down with the mine owner, a guy named 
Fred Belden, with whom she apparently went to high 
school. I can’t imagine what Belden must have been 
thinking of. I also know Marta’s powers of persuasion, 
however_” 

“So do I,” and Tony chuckled wryly. 

“They’re afraid of more cave-ins. I don’t know what 
the devil to do,” Josh said distractedly. And then he 
tugged in his reins and said, “I can imagine how you must 
feel. After all...” 

“Yes.” 
“Well, she’s your fiancee.” 

There was silence across the Atlantic. Then Tony said 
heavily, “It’s a rotten time to get into anything like this, 
but under the circumstances I can’t let you think that.” 

“What are you saying?” 
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“Marta’s not my fiancee. When she came to London 
last month, not long after meeting you again in Washing¬ 
ton, it was to break our engagement.” 

“She still has your ring on her finger.” 
“I know that, but it’s only because I asked her to keep 

wearing it. I had the hope that maybe, if she had enough 
time, she might reconsider. I didn’t know where yon stood 
in all of this.” 

“I see.” 
“No, I don’t think you do see, Smith. Nor can I expect 

you to, when I’m sure neither of us can think straight at 
the moment. I can only visualize Marta in that mine...” 

“That makes two of us,” Josh said soberly. 

The men were alive. That much had been learned dur¬ 
ing the rescuers’ first exploratory ride down into the earth. 
They had traveled in the streamlined steel train ordinarily 

used to transport miners. 
In this subterranean world, there was a veritable city 

that even Marta, who’d heard about mines all her life, had 
never fully envisioned. The huge machines used in mod¬ 
ern mining operations were contained in vast under¬ 
ground facilities. There were miles of roads—used mainly 
for haulage—railway tracks, and complete telephone and 
radio systems, as well as electric lighting within the main 

passageways. 
But regardless of the latest in technology, there still was 

danger. Marta knew it, and knew Fred was even more 

aware of it because of her presence. 
Despite her fear for her brothers, she photographed fe¬ 

verishly, knowing that a moment was going to come, and 
soon, when Fred was going to insist they return to the 
surface. But it was while she was down there in a strange 
and alien world that she heard that the advance rescue 
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team had received signals from the men. So up to now, 
anyway, they—at least some of them—were alive. Marta 
plunged into her work and didn’t let herself think be¬ 
yond that. 

The moment came when Fred said, “Marta, we’re 
going back up,” and she knew that this time he was not 
about to brook any interference from her. It had taken 
everything she had in her to persuade him to let her make 
the ride down with him, and she knew he was acting 
against his better judgment. But two of her brothers were 
down there... and she’d lost one brother to the mines al¬ 
ready. 

On the surface, friends and family members had con¬ 
verged, and Marta plunged into work again, talking to 
people, photographing, trying to keep her terrible fears at 
bay. 

Finally the rescue team broke through, and the men 
who’d been trapped were brought to the surface. Through 
her tears, Marta kept on photographing and photograph¬ 
ing and photographing, stopping only when she saw her 
brother Tom and, just behind him, her brother Hank. 
Then she put aside her camera and ran to join the others 
who were welcoming the men back into the world of liv¬ 
ing. Things could so easily have gone the other way_ 

By that time there were television cameras on the scene, 
and another photographer took Marta’s picture as she and 
her two brothers clutched one another in a fervent em¬ 
brace. 

There was a television close-up of Marta, her dark hair 
tumbling wildly about her shoulders, tears of joy stream¬ 
ing down her face. 

Josh saw her on the midnight news...and had never 
before loved her quite so much. 



Chapter Thirteen 

Nlarta, there’s a guy named Josh Smith who wants to 
speak to you,” Tom Brennan reported. 

Tom had gone to answer the phone. The rest of the 
family was in the kitchen, sitting around the old round 
oak table. It was two o’clock in the morning. Jeremy had 
just fried sausages and scrambled eggs for all of them, and 
Marta had been marveling at the fact that Hank and Tom 
and Jim were devouring the food as ravenously as if 
they’d just finished a normal working day. 

One man had suffered a broken leg in the mine acci¬ 
dent. The other four had emerged unscathed—which in 

itself was a kind of miracle. 
The past eleven hours had been so traumatic that Marta 

felt a total sense of unreality, made greater by what Tom 
hart just told her. How could Josh possibly be on the 
phone? She doubted he even knew the name of the Penn¬ 

sylvania town she came from. 
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It occurred to her that they both had left big personal 
gaps in their discussions about so many other things. 

“Marta, are you going to speak to this guy?” Tom 
prodded. 

“Yes,” Marta said, but she made her way slowly down 
the front hall, still disbelieving. 

At her tentative hello, Josh demanded, “Marta, are you 
all right?” 

“I’m fine,” Marta said automatically. “Why? What I 
mean is, how did you—” 

“Why?” he cut her off. “I’ve been frantic, that’s why. 
That’s to say, we’ve been frantic.” 

We? She frowned. “Josh, how did you know where to 
find me?” 

“Tony Ashford told me.” 
“Tony?” 

“He called from London several hours ago. I just 
talked to him, and I said I was going to call you. Need¬ 
less to say, he hasn’t had a wink of sleep, and he was going 
to try to catch a couple of hours before he has to do a 
morning telecast.” 

“I don’t understand,” Marta said weakly. 
“Tony got news of the cave-in in London. He knew you 

were in Esthertown. He called me, hoping I could get 
some further word. I learned that you... oh, God, I still 
can’t believe you did that... that you actually went down 
in that mine.” 

“My brothers were down there, Josh.” 
“Yes, I know. And it’s true they’re safe, isn’t it?” 
“Yes.” 

“And you... Marta, are you sure you’re all right?” 
Josh wasn’t attempting to conceal his anxiety, which 

was unusual. Marta tried to imagine how she would feel 
if she’d heard Josh had gone into a mine where there’d 



DIAMOND MOODS 205 

just been a cave-in, and she was sure she would have torn 
her hair out. But she and Josh were so different. Any¬ 
way, Josh didn’t feel about her the way she did about him. 
She was so mixed up. And exhausted. And right now she 
wanted Josh’s arms around her more than she wanted 
anything else in the world. 

“Marta...” Josh began. 
“Honestly, I’m fine,” Marta said, her voice softer. 
“When are you coming back to New York?” 
“In a couple of days,” Marta said. “Why? Do you 

need more on the Grants?” 
“Yes, I may, but that’s not what I was thinking of. I...” 

“Yes?” 
Marta knew Josh so well she could picture exactly how 

he looked right now, thinking about something he didn’t 
know whether he should say or not. Contemplative. De¬ 
ciding finally to be casual. Sounding very casual as he 
said, “Call me when you get into town, will you? We need 

to get together.” 
“Sure,” Marta said wearily. “Yes. Of course.” And on 

that note she rang off. 

Hanging up the receiver a second after Marta did. Josh 
swore silently. Everything in him had urged him to spill 
out some of his feelings for her, but he’d suppressed the 
urge. He was so damned used to suppressing urges it had 
become second nature, he thought savagely. And he 
wasn’t particularly fond of that aspect of his character. 

The phone rang. It was his sister Jennifer, up in Rhode 

Island. 
“Josh, I’ve been trying to get you for hours,” Jennifer 

said. “Your line has been consistently busy. You saw the 

TV news?” 
“I’ve seen hours of TV news,” Josh told her. 
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‘ ‘Then you know Marta is safe? ’ ’ 
“Yes.” 
“I saw her when she ran to her brothers and the three 

of them hugged and kissed one another. I cried buck¬ 
ets,” Jennifer said. 

Josh had wanted to cry buckets. As usual, he had re¬ 
sisted the impulse. 

“Look,” Jennifer said, “do you know when Marta’s 
coming back to New York?” 

“In a couple of days, I think.” 
“You have more magazine business with her?” 
* ‘ Well—er—yes’ 
“Josh, please bring her up here to Watch Hill with you 

for a couple of days. Kerry says it doesn’t matter whether 
it’s on a weekend or not—he’ll take time off. We both 
want to see the two of you. I especially want to talk to 
Marta before she heads back to London. Do you know 
when she’s getting married?” 

“She said June 10,” Josh told his sister, which, after 
all, was what Marta had told him. He still couldn’t figure 
out the charade Tony Ashford had told him about. It 
didn’t make sense. Maybe if Marta came back from 
Pennsylvania without that ring on her finger it would be¬ 
gin to make sense. But until then... 

They met for lunch at L’Auberge. Josh, casting discre¬ 
tion to the wind, had again reserved a table in the up¬ 
stairs room with the fireplace. 

Marta was pale; there were dark smudges under her 
eyes; Josh thought she was thinner than ever. Though 
maybe that was his imagination, he admitted, because she 
also appeared more beautiful than ever. Just looking at 
her made him yearn to take her home with him, fatten her 
up and make love to her—not necessarily in that order. 
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She started to talk about the mining accident, and he let 
her talk. He had the feeling she’d been holding all this in 
while still in Pennsylvania and she needed to let it out. 
Unlike himself, Marta wasn’t very good at suppressing 
things. Which, he thought wryly, made her the more for¬ 

tunate of the two of them. 
“What galls me is that you’d think mining, with all the 

advances in technology, all the machinery they use now, 
would finally have become safe,” she told Josh. “But it 
isn’t. I checked out everything I could, and I discovered 
that mechanization has actually increased the risk of ac¬ 

cidents.” 
“Why?” Josh asked her. 
“Well, in simple terms, it seems that faster progress, 

understandably, is made with the machines than when 
mining was totally, or even relatively, a man-powered op¬ 
eration. But that means there’s more chance of roof falls 
at the working site, which is what happened the other day. 

“What really gets me, though,” Marta went on, ignor¬ 
ing the glass of Dubonnet Josh had ordered for her, “is 
that comparisons have been done of mine accidents in 
Europe and the United States, and the results show that 
there are fewer site accidents in Europe.” 

“Why, do you know?” 
“Yes. They have safer methods, stricter regulations, 

even though that means higher production costs. Still, 
even the average coal miner in America is a lot safer to¬ 
day than he was back in the days when my father went to 

work for Belden Mines.” 
“That doesn’t make sense,” Josh protested. 
“Well, it does, actually, because despite a higher risk of 

cave-ins, the daily wear and tear on workers is milder to¬ 
day. Men don’t have to work as many hours today to 
make a living as they did back when Dad went into the 
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mines. Also, because of the machines, more tonnage can 
be mined using less manpower.” Marta paused, looked 
closely at Josh. “I must be boring you to death,” she said. 

“No, not at all,” he denied. “Matter of fact, you make 
my mental wheels turn. If you hadn’t already contracted 
to work on this for a competitor, I think I might have 
asked you to do something for Living.” 

“I rather wish I were doing the story for Living, Josh,” 
Marta said rather wistfully. “Because I think the pictures 
I took in Esthertown are probably the best photographs 
I’ve ever done.” 

Before Josh could analyze that remark, Marta pro¬ 
gressed quickly to something else. “What about the 
Grants?” she asked him. “Do you have everything you 
need?” 

“Insofar as their house is concerned, yes, I think so,” 
Josh said. “But something else has come up. And any¬ 
way, the ‘Transitions’ series is one of the reasons I wanted 
to meet with you today. I’ve decided to scrap it, Marta.” 

Marta sat back, her dark eyes narrowing as she stared 
at him. “Would you mind telling me why?” she de¬ 
manded. 

“No. That’s why I asked you to meet me for lunch. I 
intend to tell you why.” 

“Well, then?” 

“I intend to go with the Grant story...in fact. I’ve 
written more than half of it. That’s the first thing I wanted 
to tell you. But I’m going to bag the other five episodes. I 
think it would drag, Marta. Too much on the subject. The 
concept can be gotten across with just the Grant story.” 

“I don’t see how you can say that,” she protested. “The 
other couples you planned to use are entirely different 
people. Different ages, different backgrounds, different 
rationales_” 
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“I know. And maybe later on we’ll pick up on them, do 
vignettes with a single photo, or maybe before and after 
pictures if they’ve made a move. That would cover the 
spectrum adequately. By then we can gauge by rea4er re¬ 
sponse how interested people are in the topic.” 

“It doesn’t sound as if you’re very much interested in 
it yourself. Josh.” 

“I was, or I never would have instigated the project,” 
Josh told her quietly. 

And that was true enough. But Josh had reason to feel 
slightly guilty, knowing that he hadn’t told her the whole 
truth about why he was ending the project. In part, his 
reason was that he couldn’t face up to the multiple con¬ 
ferences with her if the original concept was adhered to. 

He would be assigning the other five articles to staff 
writers, true. He’d still have to coordinate the whole ef¬ 
fort, though, deal with the writers and photographers— 
photographer, in this case, he amended. Which would 
mean more meetings with Marta than he felt he could 
handle under their present circumstances. 

The first thing he’d noted as he and Marta had sat down 
opposite each other at the choice table that had been re¬ 
served for him was that Marta was still wearing her spar¬ 

kling diamond on the proper finger. 
Marta, insofar as visible evidence was concerned, was 

still engaged to Tony Ashford. Which meant that some¬ 
one was lying. Both Marta, with her announcement of a 
June 10 wedding date, and Tony, with his insistence that 
he and Marta hadn’t been “really” engaged for weeks, 

couldn’t be telling the truth. 
If she’d gone to London to break her engagement to 

Tony, why on earth hadn’t she told him so when she’d 
come back to New York and they’d met for lunch in this 

very same place? 



210 DIAMOND MOODS 

On the other hand, why had Tony said what he had? 
Was he trying to get out of his engagement to Marta, and 
so his statement on the phone had been preliminary to 
taking some more definitive action? 

Tony was certainly anything but indifferent to Marta. 
That much had been proven to Josh by the sound of the 
Englishman’s voice on the phone, by the man’s intense 
worry about her. Tony had been pretty distraught. Then, 
when Josh had called to tell him Marta was safe, his re¬ 
lief had been profound, his expression of it heartfelt. 

Well, maybe Tony cared about her...but maybe he 
didn’t love her, Josh mused. At least not as a man needed 
to love the woman he was going to marry. Tony was a fan- 
bit older.. .though not that much older. Also, he’d had 
two marital failures. Could it be that as the calendar edged 
toward the day when wedding bells would ring for him for 
the third time he was getting cold feet? 

“Would you mind telling me what it is you’re thinking 
about?’’ Marta said impatiently. “You have the oddest 
expression on your face.” 

“I was thinking about you,” Josh said. And that cer¬ 
tainly was the truth. 

“Thinking that you wish you’d never gotten me in¬ 
volved in the ‘Transitions’ articles in the first place, is that 
it?” 

“No,” Josh said hastily, “that’s not it at all. Which 
brings us back to the Grants.” 

“Does it? Look, Josh, although we did have an oral 
agreement about my doing the photography for you on six 
different pieces, not one. I’m not about to sue you for 
breach of contract or anything.” 

“Marta...” 

“I’m serious. Not that I wouldn’t have grounds.” 
“Come on...” 
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“I’m serious.” 
“So... you’re serious.” 
“I’m not asking for anything from you,” Marta stated, 

her cheeks suddenly flushed. “So if you’re going to try to 
embellish the Grant story just as a panacea for me...” 

Josh had to smile. “I’d be the last ever to offer you a 
panacea, Marta,” he told her. “A panacea, correctly de¬ 
fined, is a remedy or cure-all. What you mean is a sop, 
isn’t it?” 

The flush deepened. “I hate it when you pick on the 
words I use and define them properly and make me feel 
like an unschooled idiot,” Marta flared. “It’s an insult to 
my intelligence.” 

It was all Josh could do not to circumvent the table be¬ 
tween them and kiss her. He said mildly but nonetheless 
sincerely, “I’d be the last person ever to try to, or want to, 
insult your intelligence, Marta. Look, why don’t you let 
me tell you what I have in mind about the Grant story, and 
you decide for yourself?” 

“If you must.” 
“Well, the Grants plan to spend a couple of days next 

week going condo shopping. Then they’re going to make 
their decision. I think they’re having second thoughts 
about selling the house and uprooting totally. To tell you 
the truth, I think some of your preliminary photos of the 
house, which I’ve shown them, have had the effect of 
making them realize what a beautiful place they have 
there. Mrs. Grant had tears in her eyes when she looked 

at your pictures. 
“So,” Josh went on when Marta didn’t respond, “my 

thought is for you to follow the Grants around when they 
condo shop, photographing all the way. You can catch 
their reactions, their pleasure or displeasure. If they de¬ 
cide on one of the condos, you can go back with them 
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with the thought of our doing a larger spread on it. If they 
turn thumbs down on moving, you’ll be able to show, 
photographically, why they opted to stay with the old 
rather than to go with the new. Does that make sense to 
you?” 

“Yes,” Marta admitted grudgingly. 
“Then you’ll do it?” 
“Yes, I’ll do it.” 
“I wonder if maybe you’ll consider doing something 

else.” 
“What?” 
“Jennifer called. She saw the cave-in stories on TV and 

was as frantic as the rest of us until we knew you were 
safe. She and Kerry are begging me to bring you up to 
Watch Hill for a couple of days. The sooner the better, but 
definitely before—” 

“Yes?” Marta probed when Josh broke off. 
“Well, before you go back to England,” Josh said, 

and, unable to wrest his eyes away, stared down at the 
sparkling ring on her finger. 

Marta’s assignments—including following the Grants 
around and taking pictures of the various condos they 
looked at—kept her so busy that March came in like a 
lamb and was on it’s way out like a lion before she could 
take time off to go to Watch Hill with Josh. 

It was a gold-washed day, the sun reigning in a clear 
blue sky. As they drove up the Connecticut Turnpike, 
Marta opened the car window on impulse and sniffed. 

Josh slanted a glance at her. “Too warm for you?” he 
asked. 

“No,” Marta said, closing the window again. “It’s not 
too warm. I wanted to smell spring, that’s all.” 

“Seems to me the trees are pretty bare.” 



DIAMOND MOODS 213 

“The willows are green-gold,” Marta pointed out. 
“And I think I saw some forsythia beginning to bloom in 
the side yard of a little house back a ways.” 

“You’re imagining things,” Josh teased. He took his 
eyes off the road just long enough to glance at her again, 
and smiled. Marta was wearing a bright yellow coat, and 
she looked like a harbinger of spring. She looked tired 
still, but... gorgeous. And... much too desirable. 

“Well,*’ Josh asked her gently, “didyou smell spring?” 
“Yup,” she said, nodding. 
“How does spring smell?” 
“Don’t you know?” She sounded honestly surprised. 
“Well,” Josh admitted, “I don’t think I’ve ever gotten 

out and tried to actually smell it. I guess I wait for the 
feeling in the air.” 

“That comes later. Spring’s smell is first, and it’s 
earthy. That’s it! Spring smells like earth. New earth.” 

“Is there such a thing as new earth?” 
“Must you be so literal?” 
He laughed. He loved sparring with her like this over 

foolish little things. And he was pretty sure she enjoyed 
their verbal fencing as much as he did, when it wasn’t over 

anything important. 
Maybe he was the literal one and she was the imagina¬ 

tive one—though, actually, he wasn’t nearly as literal as 
she seemed to think, and there’d been times when he’d 
seen a definitely practical side to Marta’s nature. All in all, 
they balanced each other. In so many ways... 

Marta was watching Josh’s face, and she saw a play of 
emotions on it that was rare for Josh. She would have 
given a great deal to know what he was thinking, wished 
that if she asked him, she might hope for even half an an¬ 
swer. Also, she was just recovering from that smile he’d 
bestowed on her. Josh didn’t smile like that nearly often 
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enough. But when he did, it rocked her from head to toes. 
Josh had a dazzling smile. He was handsome enough 
anyway, but when he smiled, he was... irresistible. 

The sun, slanting across his hair, brought out bur¬ 
nished lights in it... dark copper, antique bronze. Marta 
feasted her eyes on his hair, his profile, on Josh, and her 
love for him welled up in her. 

As if he felt her watching him so closely. Josh said, “A 
penny.” 

“What?” 
“A penny for your thoughts.” 
Marta felt absurdly flustered, but she managed to say, 

“A penny doesn’t buy much these days. Josh.” 
“Ouch,” Josh retorted, but he didn’t pursue the mat¬ 

ter. 
They stopped along the turnpike for coffee. Josh had a 

hamburger and eyed disapprovingly at the peanut-butter- 

filled crackers Marta munched. 
“When are you ever going to learn to eat properly?” he 

asked her. 
“Oh, maybe when I settle down,” Marta said flip¬ 

pantly. 
It was merely a remark she tossed out casually, but she 

saw the expression on Josh’s face change. “Well, that 
should be pretty soon. I’d think,” he told her stonily. 

“Josh...” Marta began, then stopped. She’d been on 
the verge of confessing that her engagement to Tony 
wasn’t real. But this wasn’t the place for the kind of ex¬ 
planations she’d need to make before she could hope to 
satisfy Josh. He was not only a good editor, he was a good 
reporter. She knew she could expect an in-depth inter¬ 
view once she told him why she was wearing Tony’s ring. 

“We’d better be getting on,” Josh said abruptly. 
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And Marta preceded him out to his car, aware that once 
again what had been a precious mood between the two of 
them had been shattered. 

Thanks to Kerry’s architectural skills and Jennifer’s 
talents as an interior designer, the Gundersen home at 
Watch Hill was a showplace. 

A couple of years back, when restoration of the old 
mansion was newly completed, the Gundersens had had 
their privacy invaded by swarms of sightseers. Now curi¬ 
osity had ebbed, and most of the time they were able to 
live exactly as they wanted to. 

They were both there to welcome Josh and Marta when 
they arrived, and Jennifer led Marta upstairs to the ex¬ 
quisitely furnished guest room she’d chosen for her. 

“You know,” she observed, perching on a boudoir 
chair covered in apricot tapestry, “I very nearly didn’t 
work a downstairs bedroom into my plans when I was re¬ 
doing this place for Kerry. There are five upstairs bed¬ 
rooms, after all, plus the master suite, and that seemed 
more than enough. But then I decided that having a small 
downstairs suite with a bedroom and an adjacent study 
and bath might be useful. Now for Josh’s sake, I’m so 
glad we have the first-floor suite. Our front staircase is 
magnificent, but there are a lot of steps to climb.” 

“You already knew you’d be marrying Kerry and Josh 
would be visiting you,” Marta teased. 

“I most certainly did not,” Jennifer protested with 
mock indignation. Then she asked suddenly, “Marta, are 
you really going to marry Tony Ashford on the tenth of 

June?” 
The question, coming like the proverbial bolt of light¬ 

ning, took Marta totally by surprise. Especially when she 
realized that the matter of her marriage must be so at the 
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forefront of Jennifer’s mind that Jennifer couldn’t keep 
from asking her about it at the earliest opportunity. 

She faced her friend and said honestly, “I’m not going 
to marry Tony at all, Jen.” 

Jennifer sagged briefly, and her “Whew!” was heart¬ 
felt. Then she asked, “Does Josh know that?” 

“No.” 
“Why haven’t you told him? And why are you still 

wearing Tony’s ring?” 
“It’s a long, complicated story, Jen. Don’t ask me to go 

into it right now,” Marta pleaded. “Okay, let’s just say 
that initially I agreed to do Tony a... well, a sort of fa¬ 
vor. Actually, at the time it seemed a move that would be 
beneficial to both of us.” 

“Are you saying that’s the way you originally felt about 
accepting his proposal?” Jennifer asked incredulously. 

“No, no.. .1 accepted his proposal, Jen, because I’m 
very fond of Tony. I love him... in a way. I thought we 
could make a good life together. And I...1 never expected 
to see Josh again. Not for years, anyway. Until we were 
both old and.. .and the fire had died.” Marta ran her 
hands through her thick black hair. “Oh, damn,” she 
said. “You see... just getting into it unnerves me, Jen.” 

To Marta’s surprise, Jennifer smiled, then said gently, 
“Okay, we won’t get into it. I know you have good rea¬ 
sons for anything you do, Marta. You may seem like an 
impulsive extrovert to the rest of the world, but I know 
you better. I got to know you very well when we were both 
working on this house together. And I don’t in the least 
blame my brother for being so hopelessly in love with you. 
Now,” Jennifer concluded brightly, “shall we go back 
downstairs and join our men?” 

I don't in the least blame my brother for being so 
hopelessly in love with you. That statement of Jennifer’s 
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kept ringing in Marta’s ears through the rest of the after¬ 
noon and on into the evening. 

Was Josh really hopelessly in love with her? More im¬ 
portant, would he ever really love her even half as much 
as she loved him? 

There was nothing new about those questions, Marta 
reminded herself wryly. Since she’d met Josh again, she’d 
silently posed them a hundred times... without ever 
coming to any satisfactory answers. She knew that the 
chemistry, the potent sexual attraction, was as powerful 
for Josh as it was for her. What concerned her went be¬ 

yond the physical into the deep, deep feelings between a 
man and a woman that linger after passion. 

She stole a glance at Josh. He was sitting near the blaz¬ 
ing fireplace, talking to Kerry. The two men were close 
friends and had much in common. Kerry was now an in¬ 
ternationally famous architect. Josh, until moving over to 
assume the top position at Living, American Style, had 
been as involved in Architecture, American Style as in the 
sister magazine. That’s when he’d met Kerry, and it had 
been the start of a friendship that had been flourishing 
ever since. Now their mutual interests went way beyond 
careers. At the moment they were animatedly discussing 
whether the Boston Celtics were going to win the NBA 
play-offs. Kerry, a New Englander by adoption, was an 
avid Celtics fan. Josh, a New Yorker by adoption, was 
making it plain that he was rooting for the Knickerbock¬ 
ers, and he appeared to be just as much a basketball fan 

as Kerry. 
Something else she didn’t know about Josh, Marta 

thought ruefully. Why hadn’t he ever told her he was a 
basketball addict? She’d played basketball in high school 
back in Esthertown, but she loved the game a lot more as 
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a spectator sport. Why, the two of them could have gone 
to Madison Square Garden one night! 

What else did Josh like to do that she didn’t know 
about? Marta wondered. 

Although Kerry and Jennifer had household help, they 
both liked to cook, and that night Kerry prepared dinner 
while Jennifer—with Marta’s willing help—got the twins 
fed and ready for bed. 

Again the boy baby named after Josh tugged at her 
heartstrings. “He’s growing by leaps and bounds,” she 
said to Jennifer. 

“So’s Caroline,” Jennifer pointed out, “though I have 
to admit that Josh is already the bigger of the two.” 

“Well, he is a boy,” Marta said, and knew that al¬ 
though Caroline was equally adorable, Josh was the one 
who would always charm her the most. Impulsively she 
asked, “Jen, do you have any pictures of Josh when he 
was little?” 

Surprised, Jennifer said, “Funny you should ask. I was 
going through some family stuff just the other day and I 
came across a photo album full of pictures of Josh and me 
and our parents. We traveled a lot, with our father inihe 
army, and I was a real shutterbug. But it’s pretty obvious 
that unlike you my talents didn’t lie in that direction. 
Nevertheless... there are some good shots of Josh grow¬ 
ing up, and some baby pictures of both of us that I caged 
from Mother.” Jennifer smiled. “I don’t think I have to 
ask you if you want to see them.” 

“I’d love to see them,” Marta confessed readily. 
“All right. Why don’t you go on back downstairs and 

I’ll ferret out the album and put it in your room,” Jen¬ 
nifer suggested. “Then you can browse through it later to 
your heart’s content. And if you want to snitch a photo or 
two... I won’t hold it against you.” 
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Jennifer laughed conspiratorially. “Just don’t tell 
Josh,” she cautioned, then sobered. “He’d have a fit,” 
she said seriously. “He doesn’t like to look at what he 
considers his ‘before’ pictures, and I don’t think he’d rel¬ 
ish the idea of your seeing them, either.” 



Chapter Fourteen 

It was late when Jennifer and Kerry, Josh, and Marta 
went to their rooms. As Marta walked up the curving 
staircase she paused to glance back and saw Josh moving 
down a short corridor to his small, private suite. The urge 
to follow him, to be with him, became so powerful it was 
all she could do to continue mounting the rest of the steps. 
He stood straight when he walked, his shoulders squared, 
but his progress was of necessity halting, and he looked so 
damned lonely.... 

Well, she reflected bitterly, he was no lonelier than she 
was. 

She saw the album Jennifer had left for her the minute 
she entered her bedroom. She hardly could have missed it. 
Jennifer had placed it atop the fluffy, pale-orange satin 
quilt folded at the foot of the bed. 

Marta was sorely tempted to sit down immediately and 
start thumbing through it, but for the moment resisted the 
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temptation, forcing herself to try to relax by soaking in 
gardenia-scented bubbles in the circular, turquoise tub in 
the adjoining bathroom. Wickedly it occurred to her that 
it was a tub plenty big enough for two... and the thought 
of Josh sharing it with her was so tantalizing she sud¬ 
denly got out of the water, grabbed an oversize bath towel 
and vigorously began to rub herself dry. 

Thoughts wafted as she rubbed. It had been a good 
evening. They’d played a new edition of Trivial Pursuit, 
which was fun, and Josh had won three games in a row. 
The range of his knowledge never failed to astonish 
Marta. Thinking of that reminded her of the wonderful 
evenings they’d shared in front of the big picture window 
in his river-view living room. They’d talked and talked 
and talked as they sipped wine. And then in the wee hours 
they’d gone to bed together.... 

Marta tried to turn her wandering thoughts away from 
the past, but it wasn’t easy. Ironically, it was only the re¬ 
minder of the album waiting to be perused that lured her 
back to the present. And finally she curled up in bed, 
propped pillows behind her head and started to turn the 

pages. 
Before she finished, she was crying. She got up and 

pattered to the bathroom for some tissues, and angrily 
daubed her cheeks. Then she kept daubing them as she 
scanned the pictures all over again, page by page. 

Yes, she could see why Josh didn’t want to look at pic¬ 
tures like these. The earlier ones might not be so hard for 
him to take, but the later ones, especially from the time he 
entered the air force academy, were bound to be pretty 

painful. 
Marta went back to the early pictures again and, re¬ 

membering Jennifer’s invitation, filched two of them. The 
first showed Josh when he was just a few months old. 
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about the age his namesake was now. And she would have 
sworn that there was a decided resemblance between Josh 
I and Josh II. 

Lucky Josh II, she thought, if he grew up to look like 
his uncle. 

The second picture she chose dated from when Josh was 
about five. He was a sturdy, handsome child, and the grin 
on his face totally captivated Marta. He looked like a 
cherub, but she could see the mischief lurking behind that 
wide smile. 

At moments she’d seen that same glint of mischief in 
the adult Josh. And she’d wished so much that she had the 
power to encourage the fun side of his nature. So much of 
the time he was far too serious. 

She moved on. And came to the pictures of Josh in high 
school when he’d been a star athlete. He, too, had played 
basketball. And he’d been on the track team. And there 
was a picture of him water-skiing on a mountain lake in 
Switzerland. Marta remembered Jennifer talking about 
their taking Swiss vacations when her father was sta¬ 
tioned in Germany. 

Then there was a picture of Josh as an air force cadet, 
and she caught her breath, he was so handsome in uni¬ 
form. There were quite a few pictures of him taken dur¬ 
ing the cadet years, usually snapped by Jennifer when he 
came to visit the family on his leaves from the academy. 
And finally there was a picture of him in flying garb. Un¬ 
der it Jennifer had written, “This was taken just a week 
before Josh crashed.” 

After that, the pages in the album were blank. 
Marta riffled the pages back to a shot taken during the 

air force academy years, when Josh had been home on a 
visit and the quarters General Smith and his family had at 
that time boasted a swimming pool. 
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Josh, wearing snug swimming trunks, was standing on 
the diving board. Every detail of his terrific physique was 
revealed, and he looked young and tanned and healthy. 
Impulsively Marta slipped the picture out and put it with 
the other two. 

Finally she turned out her bedside light. Yet she 
couldn’t get to sleep. Her thoughts about Josh were all 
mixed up. But as they whirled together she came to the 
conclusion that she would do anything, absolutely any¬ 
thing, if she could persuade Josh to make an appoint¬ 
ment with Gerry Baskin. And she would do anything, 
anything, if Gerry Baskin could make the same kind of 
miracle happen for Josh he’d made happen for other 
people. 

If only, if only. Sometimes life was made up of if 
onlys, and conjecturing about that brought on such a 
restlessness that Marta could no longer he in bed and 
pretend that sleep would come at any instant. 

She yielded to her instincts. Slipping on a robe that 
matched her coffee-colored satin-and-lace nightgown, she 
silently slipped down the curving staircase and headed for 

Josh’s room. 

Josh was wide-awake. Leaving Marta at the bottom of 
that staircase had been incredibly hard. Then he’d told 
himself that maybe it was just as well as he would find it 
difficult to handle that number of steps. Otherwise he 
could have predicted the consequences. 

He wanted her so damned much. 
The yearning tore at him. His need for her threatened 

to drive him slightly crazy. For a while he tried to focus on 
a book Kerry had loaned him. It was a clever mystery, but 
he couldn’t concentrate on the story, much as it ordinari¬ 
ly would have intrigued him. He put the book aside and 
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turned off the light, because he knew if he kept on read¬ 
ing, he would never remember what he’d read, anyway. 

It was very still in the house. Not even any wind to¬ 
night to whisper against the windowpanes. He heard the 
doorknob turn, and a sharp instinct warned him who it 
was quietly entering his rooim 

He wasn’t ready for her. 
His guard was down. Josh knew, the symbolic pieces of 

armor strewed all over the place. He tried to reassemble 
them as he also tried to pretend he was asleep. And he 
heard Marta say softly, “Josh?” 

When he didn’t respond, she said a bit louder, “Josh.” 
When he still didn’t respond she reached out and 

touched his forehead, and it was like receiving an electric 
shock. Josh sat bolt upright, and Marta said, “Oh, I 
didn’t mean to startle you.” 

He reached for the switch on the bedside light. A soft, 
pale white glow spread around him... and bathed Marta 
in gentle radiance. And her beauty swept Josh away. 

Marta sat down on the edge of his bed. “Look, I had 
to see you,” she said in a low voice. 

Josh grasped desperately for a touch of humor. “Well,” 
he managed rather hoarsely, “you’re seeing me.” 

“What I meant to say was, I have to talk to you.” 
Marta tried again. “What I mpan to say is there’s some¬ 
thing I have to tell you.” 

“Something so important it can’t wait till morning?” 
Josh queried, trying not to look at the way her satin robed 
molded the soft thrust of her breasts. 

“Something that shouldn’t have waited at all,” Marta 
said, glancing down at her hands. 

Josh looked, too, and saw that her ring finger was bare. 
“I know,” he said. “You’ve lost your diamond, and 

you’re afraid to tell Ashford.” 
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She shook her head. “No, the diamond’s upstairs on 
the dresser.” 

“Oh. You take it off at night, then.” 
“I’ve taken it off for good.” 
“What are you trying to say, Marta?” 
“I’m not trying to say anything. I’m saying it.” 
Josh’s usually firm grip on his self-control was weak¬ 

ening. He clutched at it, tried mentally to pump some 
strength into it. The attempt wasn’t too successful, but he 
somehow managed to keep his voice reasonably level as he 

l said, “Are you suggesting you’ve broken your engage- 

i ment?” 
“I broke my engagement two months ago, Josh.” 
Josh sank back against the pillows and closed his eyes. 

He was hearing what she was saying, all right, but he was 
having vision problems at the same time. His eyes were all 
filled up with the sight of her, and the sight of her was 
arousing him to a point where it was becoming a genuine 
physical problem. 

The whole situation was becoming too much to han¬ 
dle. Josh tried to blacken out the image that was tor¬ 
menting him and to think of the right thing to say to her 
all at the same time. That didn’t work, either. He found 
himself stating, “I know. Ashford told me.” 

The silence roared. The pressure of the roar beat against 
Josh’s eardrums, and he opened his eyes. Marta was rigid, 
her dark eyes enormous as she stared at him. “Tony told 
you?” she echoed disbelievingly. 

Josh had to try to be snide in self-defence. “Your in¬ 
credulity’s showing, Marta,” he said. “Yes, Ashford told 

me.” 
“When?” 
“When we were both afraid you were trapped in that 

mine cave-in.” 
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“Then when I got back to New York, why didn’t you 
tell meV’ Marta demanded. 

Josh sat up straight. “Why didn’t I tell you?” he 
echoed. “Come on! That was your move, wouldn’t you 
say? It was your engagement. Regardless of what either 
you and Ashford are saying now, you were still wearing 
his ring. Maybe you just like big flashy diamonds and you 
couldn’t bear to give it up. On the other hand, you did 
happen to mention that you and Ashford were going to be 
married on the tenth of June.” 

“That was just to get you off my back,” Marta 
snapped. 

“That does have a funny ring to it, Marta.” 
“Don’t be lewd, Josh,” 
“Well,” Josh said, “that’s a new one. At least, I don’t 

think you’ve ever accused me of that before.” 
Marta got up and paced across the room to the win¬ 

dow, then paced back. She reminded him of a trapped 
tiger, or maybe a leopard. Graceful, taut, but moving 
sinuously, energy contained. God, Marta had so damn 
much energy to be unleashed.... 

“I’m not sure I can forgive you for this,” she said. 
Josh was honestly astonished. “Forgive me for whatV’ 

“For not telling me Tony told you about the engage¬ 
ment. Tony didn’t tell me he told you about the en¬ 
gagement, either.” 

“Well, good for Tony,” Josh approved. “Maybe he 
thought you deserved to stew a little.” 

To his surprise, Marta’s beautiful eyes suddenly filled 
with tears. Until recently Josh had never seen tears in 
Marta’s eyes. As it had before, the sight again bothered 
him... profoundly. 

“Look,” he began, chastised. 
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“Look, nothing,” Marta shot back. “There were rea¬ 
sons for the arrangement Tony and I made...” 

Marta broke off, and Josh said encouragingly, “Yes?” 
But she only stood and crossed the room to the win¬ 

dow. 
She looked out upon a black night. There was not even 

a moon to give her an excuse for staring into the dark¬ 
ness. No magical, silver-accented scenery. The waters of 
Block Island Sound that bordered the beach at the edge 
of the Gundersens’ property could have been a thousand 
miles away. 

Marta kept her gaze riveted on the blackness, though, 
because she couldn’t turn around and face Josh again. 

Was there ever truth to Walter Scott’s phrase “O, what 
a tangled web we weave, when first we practice to de¬ 

ceive!” 
Marta felt as if she were caught up in a web, and the fact 

that it was largely one of her own making was no help at 
all. Still averting her face, she said to Josh, “I guess I can’t 
expect you to understand this, but for a time both Tony 
and I felt it best that I keep wearing his ring, even though 
the engagement was off.” 

“Oh?” Josh queried politely. “Why was it best?” 
“There’s really no need to go into that.” 
“Isn’t there?” Josh drawled. “Personally, I find the 

subject fascinating. And I have this strange feeling that 
you pretended to be engaged to Ashford so that you could 
keep other men from...annoying you, shall we say? Were 
you so sure that I’d make a nuisance of myself pursuing 
you, Marta?” Josh finished sharply. 

“No,” Marta retorted quickly. “You’ve never pursued 

me.” 
“Haven’t I? Who was doing what to whom then, until 

you took off for London a couple of years ago?” 
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Marta crossed the room slowly, but she didn’t sit down 
on the side of his bed again. She chose a small armchair 
at a relatively safe distance, and surveyed him. 

“I’d like to think that neither of us was pursuing the 
other, Josh,” she said finally. “To me, pursuit connotes 
thunderous chasing and a lot of heavy breathing_” 

“Well, that’s a definition I might or might not agree 
with,” Josh told her. “You certainly must know I was 
very much interested in you back then.” 

“It seems to me we were very much interested in each 
other,” Marta managed feebly. 

“Okay, I’ll buy that. Certainly we were very much in¬ 
terested in each other. Certainly there’s still a very strong 
something between us. Call it chemistry, a sexual cur¬ 
rent....” 

“Do we really need to put a name to it. Josh?” 
“Maybe not.” He laughed shortly. “I think we both 

feel it sufficiently so we don’t have to define it. But...” 
Marta’s smile was wry. “Don’t stop now,” she ad¬ 

vised. “Even though I think I know what you’re going to 
say. You’re going to repeat what you said two years ago, 
aren’t you? In other words, you’re going to say that kind 
of attraction isn’t enough for a real and lasting relation¬ 
ship.” 

“Yes,” Josh agreed, staring at a spot on the curtain a 
foot or so above Marta’s head, “I guess that’s essentially 
what I was going to say.” 

“Well,” she advised him, “I don’t want to repeat the 
scene we had two years ago.” 

“Neither do I,” he told her. “Nor do I think we’re 
about to. Two years ago we weren’t able to discuss things 
as calmly as this.” 

She could agree with that. They hadn’t been able to 
discuss much of anything calmly. After Josh had said his 
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piece, she’d spiraled into a flaming temper display. They’d 
been flinging recriminations at each other by the time 
she’d stormed out of his apartment. It had been bad. Very 
bad. 

“Marta, because we’re good in bed together doesn’t 
mean we’d necessarily be good in life together,” Josh said, 
and she nearly flared into a flaming temper again. “Ba¬ 
sically, we’re too different.” 

Marta bathed her rapidly heating emotions with men¬ 
tal ice water. “I don’t think we’re very different at all,” 
she announced. 

“Our life-styles are completely opposite. I could never 
adjust to yours. You could never adjust to mine. You’d 
become very bored with the kind of life I lead,” Josh re¬ 
proved. 

“That’s what you’ve always been afraid of, isn’t it?” 
Marta demanded, suddenly finding the courage to frame 
the question she’d wanted to ask him two years earlier. 

“It’s not a question of being afraid of your becoming 
bored,” Josh said quietly. “I know you’d become bored. 
I know you’d have an incredibly difficult time adjusting 
to living with me on a day-to-day basis. Believe me,” he 
finished wearily, “I thought this all through a long time 
ago, and the circumstances haven’t changed.” 

With foolish courage Marta released her next thought 
before she fully considered what she was saying. “Will 
you please, will you please, make an appointment with 
Gerry Baskin?” she urged. 

She saw Josh’s jaw tighten, saw the steel come into his 

eyes, and knew she’d said the wrong thing. 
He nodded sagely, as if she’d just proved an important 

point. “That’s the bottom line, isn’t it,” he said. “If 
Gerry Baskin could wave a magic scalpel, you think 
everything would be resolved between us. Then I could ski 
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with you and dance with you and cavort with you all over 
the globe.” 

The steel edged its way into his voice. “You’re wrong, 
Marta,” he advised her. “I’m not saying I wouldn’t en¬ 
joy doing any of those things again. I’m sure I would. But 
I don’t waste my time brooding about what can’t be. I 
learned a long time ago to live with reality, and doing that 
has taught me a lot I’d never have known under other 
circumstances. I’ve learned more about people and places 
and art and music and philosophy...” 

“You still like basketball.” 

“Sure I like basketball,” Josh agreed. “Why wouldn’t 
I?” 

“You used to play basketball...when you were in high 
school.” 

His eyes narrowed. “How did you know that?” 
“It doesn’t matter.” 

“The hell it doesn’t matter. What else has Jennifer been 
telling you about me, Marta? I thought my sister, at least, 
had accepted how my life changed after the accident. I 
didn’t think she’d be one to go into maudlin reminis¬ 
cences.” 

“She didn’t and she doesn’t,” Marta said sharply. 
“Please don’t involve Jen in this. She adores you, you 
know that. It just happens that she’s also pretty fond of 
me...” 

“So?” 

“Oh, Josh, Josh.” Marta could feel the damnable tears 
welling again. “Please! Don’t be so didactic.” 

“Didactic, huh?” Josh mused. “You say that as if it’s 
a synonym for stubborn. But it isn’t.” 

“All right, all right,” Marta snapped. “So I’ve used the 
wrong word again. I wish you didn’t always feel the need 
to be such a dictionary.” 
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“I wish you’d learn to say what you mean,” Josh 
countered. “And I’m not talking about correct defini¬ 
tions. I wish you’d stop hedging with me and come out 
and say what’s on your mind. You never have, not all the 
way.” 

“That’s not true.” 
“It damn well is,” Josh contradicted. “Right now, for 

example. I’d like you to level with me and tell me what 
kind of garbage Jennifer has been feeding you.” 

“Ugh,” Marta retorted. “For someone who has such 
a way with words that statement leaves a rather nasty im¬ 

age.” 
“All right. You know exactly what I mean, Marta. Stop 

hedging.” 
“I’m not hedging. Jennifer hasn’t said anything to me 

about you for... for a long time.” 
Marta had stumbled over her tongue by the time she 

finished that statement, because she had suddenly re¬ 
membered something Jennifer had indeed said about her 
brother recently. 

He’s so hopelessly in love with you. 
Thinking about that, Marta could feel her cheeks be¬ 

ginning to burn. 
“You look guilty as hell,” Josh observed. “But if you 

don’t want to betray my loving sister it’s okay. I suppose 
I should admire your loyalty.” 

“You’re getting an entirely wrong impression,” Marta 
managed after spending an intense moment trying to 
gather her thoughts and feelings. “But, then, you often 

do.” 
“Do I really now?” 
“Don’t be coy. Josh. Yes, you do. That day last Feb¬ 

ruary when you walked in on Jennifer and me at your 
apartment you got an entirely wrong impression.” 
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“Oh, you mean when you were talking about all the 
things Ashford can do that I can’t?” 

So he remembered. “Yes,” Marta said nodding. “What 
actually was said...” She reconsidered. “It doesn’t mat¬ 
ter,” she finished evasively. “Let’s move on to today. 
What happened today is that I was helping Jennifer with 
the twins, and I was giving Josh his bottle, and... and I 
wondered if he looks the way you did when you were a 
baby.” 

Josh’s eyebrows rose. “Are you serious?” 
“Of course I’m serious. I... I was really curious.” 
“Babies look like babies,” Josh announced flatly. 
“You know better than that. I’ve seen you looking at 

your niece and nephew, and you certainly don’t look at 
them as if they’re just.. .any old babies. Anyway.. .1 asked 
Jen if she had any baby pictures of you.” 

“Oh?” It was a very quiet question. 
“She said she had a picture album and I could see it if 

I liked. So she put it in my room, and after I got into bed 
I looked at it and...” 

“And?” 

“That’s all that happened, Josh.” 
Josh gave her a long level look. Marta felt as if he were 

seeing right through her, and she actually squirmed. 
“Good,” he said then, and added, “Look, Marta, I don’t 
know about you, but I’m bushed. I need to get some sleep. 
So if you don’t mind...” 

It was a clear dismissal. Marta went back to her room, 
fighting those unfamiliar tears every step of the way. 



Chapter Fifteen 

Although Jennifer and Kerry played their roles as gra¬ 
cious hosts to the hilt, Marta was sure they were fully 
aware something had gone very wrong between their two 

houseguests. 
For the balance of her stay with Josh at Watch Hill, the 

Gundersens saw to it that there were few idle moments. 

They did everything as a foursome, from watching old 

black-and-white movies on the VCR, to playing four- 

handed Scrabble, to sitting around in front of the fire, 

talking. When that happened, Kerry rather determinedly 
led the conversation, and Jennifer filled in any gaps in the 

stream of dialogue. Josh rather tended to speak when 

spoken to. Marta said as little as possible. 
The night before she and Josh were to drive back to 

New York, the four of them watched the late news to¬ 

gether on the TV in Kerry’s study. The lead story dealt 
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with a powerful earthquake that had left a terrible wake 

of destruction on one of the Greek islands. Towns were in 

ruins, hundreds were dead; thousands were homeless. 

Watching, Marta quietly made up her mind about her 
next course of action. 

Two days later she was at the earthquake site. Getting 
there had taken a lot of doing... she’d used all the con¬ 

tacts she could think of and had touched base with influ¬ 

ential Greeks she’d met on her previous trip to their 

country. Her path was made smooth for her as it never 

could have been under the present circumstances if she 

hadn’t “known people.” Reservations were made at a 

hotel in Athens, and transportation to the ravaged island 
was arranged. 

For the next four days, Marta nearly forgot about Josh 
as she photographed an epic in human suffering. By the 

time she returned to Athens, she was exhausted physi¬ 
cally and drained emotionally. 

The message light was blinking on her room phone. 

The assistant manager informed her that a gentleman 

from the States had been calling every few hours for the 
past three days. A Mr. Joshua Smith. 

Marta glanced at her watch. It was nearly five in the 

afternoon Athens time, which meant that it was around 

midnight in New York. Chances were Josh might already 

be in bed. Nevertheless she put through a call to his 
apartment. 

There was no answer. 

Marta tried twice more during the evening before giv¬ 

ing up and going to bed. Josh was still out.. .and her 
imagination began to run around in circles. 
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She was busy throughout the next day and then went 
out to dinner with Greek friends that night. The Greeks, 
she’d discovered, tended to eat late and long. It was after 
midnight when she walked in the door of her hotel room, 
and saw the red light on her telephone winking again. 

She was tired and totally wrung out. Her friends had 
asked her a thousand questions about the earthquake site. 
Telling them what they wanted to know had meant prac¬ 
tically reliving the whole experience—something she really 
didn’t need to do. The horror and tragedy of the things 
she’d seen were so deeply imprinted she could imagine 
she’d be dreaming about them for a long time to come. 

She flung herself down on the bed, picked up the phone 
and spoke to the assistant manager again. Mr. Smith, it 
appeared, had called twice that evening. Marta calcu¬ 
lated the time difference between Athens and New York, 
knew it was too early for him to have left for his office, 
and so again put through a call to the apartment. This 

time he answered on the first ring. 
She heard his sharply indrawn breath as she said, 

“Josh?” 
But then Josh sounded as calm as if this were any or¬ 

dinary call as he said, “Well, I gather you finally made it 

back to Athens.” 
“Yes, I got back yesterday.” 
“You might have returned my calls.” 
“I tried to. I guess you made a pretty late night of it last 

night.” 
“I went to a dinner meeting of the magazine editors’ 

group I belong to,” Josh said rather grouchily. 
“Marta... are you all right?” There was a strangely hol¬ 

low sound to his voice as he posed the question. 

“Yes.” 
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“You don’t sound too all right, Marta.” 
“Josh... it’s been a pretty heavy experience.” 
“I can imagine.” 

“Not as bad as it could have been, I guess. Not as bad 
as the earthquake on Zante back in 1953.” 

“Zante?” 

“Another of the Greek islands. That same quake also 
did a tremendous job on both Ithaca and Cephalonia, two 
of the other islands.” 

“I see.” Josh’s laugh was short and mirthless. “I guess 
I’m not as well traveled as you are.” 

“Josh, please,” she said, “I don’t want to spar.” 
“Frankly, neither do I. You... you must be worn out, 

Marta.” 

“I’ve felt better,” she admitted. “It was... terrible to 
see the way the people had suffered, were suffering.” She 
sought for a change of emphasis. “I learned a lot about 
earthquakes, though.” 

“Oh?” 

“We think of this earth, and I’m speaking of our 
planet, as being so solid and secure, but actually it’s pretty 
unstable,” Marta said. “There’s a constant mobility to the 
earth’s surface. Forces are at work all the time molding 
the face of the globe as well as distorting it and fractur¬ 
ing it. Earthquakes are caused by a sudden break in rocks 
that have been distorted beyond the limit of their strength. 
The earth s shaking all the time. They say that if every 
little quake were recorded, there’d probably be over a 
million of them a year. Yet... a single major quake can 

release more energy than all the little earthquakes in a year 
put together, all over the globe. Each year there’s about 
one really big quake and about ten major ones. I guess the 
one I’ve just dealt with would be called major. After that 
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come destructive quakes—there are about a hundred of 
those every year—then damaging ones—there are about 
a thousand of those each year.” 

Marta’s words were coming faster amd faster, some¬ 
thing she wasn’t aware of until Josh commanded, “Slow 

down, will you? When are you coming home?” 
Home? Where was home? Marta wondered somewhat 

incoherently. Was New York home? Or London? Or Es- 
thertown, Pennsylvania? When she started to think about 

it, she really didn’t have any home. 
“I plan to fly back to New York in three or four days,” 

she said. “I have friends here with excellent photo lab fa¬ 
cilities, which they’re going to let me use. So I’d like to do 

the initial work right here.” 
“I hope if you’re not totally satisfied you won’t be 

rushing back to that island again. Sometimes there are 
subsequent quakes after a big one.” 

“I know. No, I don’t think I’ll be coming back. I took 
so many pictures I don’t see how I could have failed to 

cover everything. But we’ll see....” 

Josh hung up the phone and seriously contemplated 
flying to Athens himself the next day. The problem was 
that Marta might suddenly decide to rush off somewhere 
else, despite her plan to process her photos while in the 
Greek capital. Or if there were a follow-up quake on the 
island, she might very well go back, regardless of the 

number of pictures she’d already taken. 
He didn’t think he could handle it if he flew to Greece 

and then missed her. 
He reached for the phone again and dialed Tony Ash¬ 

ford. Tony had called when he’d first picked up on the 
BBC the fact that Marta was in Greece at the earthquake 
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scene. Her fame made her newsworthy. He’d called Josh, 
extracting the promise that Josh would call him back, re¬ 
gardless of time differences, as soon as he made contact 
with Marta. 

“Well,” Josh said resignedly once he had Tony on the 
phone, “she’s okay. Exhausted, I guess, but okay.” 

Tony opted for some American slang. “So what’s 
new?” he asked with a sigh. 

Marta arrived back in New York on an April day when 
a tributary of the Mississippi overflowed its banks and a 
widespread area in southern Louisiana was flooded. 

She paused only to take a bath, change her clothes, 
pack her small traveling suitcase with a few clean things 
and make sure she had an adequate supply of film. Then 
she headed for the airport and New Orleans. 

Josh left his office shortly after five that day, went 

home, made himself a drink and tried to settle down in the 
chair by the window. But he couldn’t sit still. Restless¬ 
ness was rare for him, but that afternoon he felt as if he 
were possessed by demons intent on continuously 
scratching his nerves. 

It was a week since he’d spoken to Marta in Athens. She 

should be home by now, he told himself, as he’d already 
told himself at least a hundred times. And he wished to 
God she’d call him. He’d tried the hotel she’d stayed at 
previously in New York, but she wasn’t registered there. 

He wasn’t a mind reader, damn it. He had no way of 
knowing where she was or what she was doing. 

The phone at his elbow rang. Josh picked it up, to hear 
Tony Ashford’s smooth British tones. “Sorry to bother 
you, old man,” Tony said, “but...have you seen the telly 
news recently?” 
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“No,” Josh said rather shortly. “I just got in from the 

office.” 
“I had an evening broadcast on, and it seems there’s 

some serious flooding in your southeastern United 

States.” 
“So I read in the morning paper,” Josh said. 
“Well, with the spring thaws and all that sort of thing 

in the North, I gather the danger of more flooding is in¬ 

creasing. As it is, according to the report there have been 
a number of deaths. Many homes have been lost. It 

sounds like a rather major disaster.” 

“I don’t mean to sound callous,” Josh said, “but 

spring floods appear to be a way of life. In the United 
States, at least. Every year, certain sections of the coun¬ 

try suffer from floods.” 
“Yes, I know,” Tony said. “But I don’t think you 

know that Marta’s down there in Louisiana, snapping that 

shutter.” 
It was too much to take in. “Are you serious?” Josh 

asked wearily. 
“They did a short interview with her on the news that 

was broadcast over here,” Tony reported. “She was with 

some rescue workers. I’d say she looked as though she’d 

been helping in the rescue operations herself. It was 

pouring rain, and she appeared to be drenched through, 

even though she was wearing one of those bright-yellow 

macs that are supposed to be waterproof.” 
Tony paused. “She didn’t tell you she was going to 

Louisiana?” 
“No, she didn’t tell me,” Josh answered bleakly. “The 

last I heard she was in Athens, planning to come back to 

New York.” 
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“Sometimes,” Tony said, “I wonder why she keeps 
running.” 

That statement of Tony’s kept echoing in Josh’s mind 

long after they’d ended their phone conversation. And he 

began to wonder why it had never occurred to him that 

Marta had been running consistently for these past two 
years. 

Before that she’d traveled on assignments, of course. 

But sporadically, compared to the course she was follow¬ 
ing now. 

Even when she was talking. Josh mused, she often gave 

the impression that she was running. Especially when she 

talked about her work. He was beginning to think that her 
work was an express escape route. 

Why did Marta need an escape route so badly? Why 
had Marta started running this way only two years ago? 

She had always worked hard, but this was different. 

Was he mixed up in this compulsive need of hers to es¬ 
cape? 

This time Josh acted without pausing to reflect on pos¬ 

sible consequences. He called an airline ticket office and 
booked a flight to New Orleans. 

Marta walked into the small, charming hotel in New 
Orleans’s French Quarter where a friend who was a na¬ 

tive of the city had booked a room for her. She felt wet all 

the way through as she approached the registration desk. 
Her hair was damp; her clothes were damp; her feet were 
damp... and her spirits were very damp. 

The registration clerk smiled and said, “Ah, yes, Ms. 

Brennan. A two-bedroom suite. Everything is ready for 
you and—” 
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“A two-bedroom suite?” Marta interrupted, puzzled. 

“I think a mistake’s been made. All I need is a single 
room, any kind of a single room...” 

“We had reserved a single room for you,” the clerk ex¬ 
plained, “but when the gentleman arrived, he altered the 

arrangements. In fact, he insisted upon having our—” 

“Thanks, but I’ll take it from there,” a familiar voice 
informed the room clerk, and Marta swerved around dis- 

believingly. 
Josh stood there, surveying her as calmly as if rendez¬ 

vousing with her in a New Orleans hotel lobby was an 

everyday event. “Come along, Marta,” he urged, and 

propelled her toward the elevator. 
Puzzled, Marta noted that the several members of the 

hotel staff in evidence were smiling benevolently. The 

bellman who carried her small suitcase was obviously of 
Gallic extraction, and his face was wreathed in a down¬ 

right euphoric expression as he threw open the door to a 

large comer suite and proclaimed, “Voila!” 
Marta stepped into a living room exquisitely furnished 

in a gold-and-white Louis Quinze decor. Through an open 
door she glimpsed a bedroom similarly furnished but the 

second bedroom wasn’t visible. 
What was visible, though, was the silver bucket on the 

coffee table, in which a bottle of champagne was nestled 

in a bed of ice. And there were flowers everywhere. Yel¬ 

low roses. How did these people know yellow roses were 

her favorite? 
In a daze, she watched Josh tip the bellman and heard 

the man say, “My very best wishes for your happiness, 

monsieur.” With a bow to Marta he added, “And to you, 

madame.” 
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The bellman exited. The door thudded closed behind 
him. Marta frowned and asked, “What was all that 
about?” 

Josh shrugged. “French chivalry,” he said. 
“Sort of excessive, wasn’t it?” she asked. “You’d think 

we were newlyweds.” 
The words rolled on her tongue. She looked at the 

flowers, the champagne, then at Josh. “I think they think 
we are newlyweds,” she decided. “Josh, you should 
straighten them out. We shouldn’t have this suite, and I 
feel as if I’m taking the flowers and champagne under 
false pretenses.” 

Marta’s words were again coming out in a rush. 
By way of answer, Josh moved over to the coffee table, 

and before she knew what he was about to do, he’d 
opened the champagne and was pouring the sparkling 
golden liquid into two tulip-shaped glasses. 

“Here,” he said, holding her glass out to her. 
She knew it was difficult for Josh to carry things, espe¬ 

cially brimming liquids. His gait wasn’t that steady. Al¬ 
most automatically, therefore, she went to him—and was 
astonished to find that his fingers were trembling slightly 
as he handed her the glass. 

“Suppose,” he said, “we just propose a silent toast for 
right now. Okay?” 

“Yes, I suppose so.” 

He clinked his glass to hers, and she was both fasci¬ 
nated and puzzled by the expression in his eyes. Those 
gray eyes that could be so icy looked as if they’d melted. 

At the same time. Josh seemed anything but sure of him¬ 
self. She could remember few times when Josh hadn’t 
appeared totally in command. Except, maybe, right after 
they’d made love.... 
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She perished those thoughts, but they brought other 
thoughts in their wake. “Where are you staying?” she 
asked Josh. 

“Why, here,” he said with a feigned air of innocence 
that was not at all like Josh. “You said yourself you don’t 
need a two-bedroom suite all to yourself.” 

“Josh, you know perfectly well...” 
Josh smiled. And Marta’s heart stood still, the way it 

i always did when Josh smiled. 
“Look,” he said, “you look sort of... dank.” 
“Thanks a lot,” she managed. “You always do know 

how to make a person feel great.” 
“You look great,” Josh said, and she glanced at him 

suspiciously, to see that he actually seemed to mean it. 
“But you do look...on the damp side. Maybe it’s just an 
illusion because I know you’ve been wading around in 
flood-swollen waters with the rain beating down on you.” 

“Sometimes I wish they’d never invented television,” 

Marta said bitterly. 
“If they’d never invented television, I could certainly 

never hope to keep tabs on you,” Josh commented. 
“Look, Marta... what I was going to say is, do you want 
to take a bath and get into something dry first, or do you 

want to talk first?” 
“Talk about what?” 
“Don’t sound so apprehensive. Talk about a lot of 

things. I’d say we have a lot of things to talk about. Which 
doesn’t mean it’ll take us that long to cover them. At 
least.. .1 hope not. Not what’s important, anyway. We can 

cover the details later—” Josh stopped, realizing he was 

rambling. 
“Okay, then,” Marta said, “maybe we’d better talk 

now.” 
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“Yes... maybe we’d better,” Josh said nervously. 
As she watched, Josh drained his glass of champagne 

and poured another. Then he glanced at her glass and 
observed, “You’ve taken only one sip.” 

“I haven’t had much to eat,” Marta confessed. “I don’t 
want to get... rocky.” 

“When did you last have a square meal, Marta? Be¬ 
fore you went to Greece, I suppose.” 

“No. I ate a lot in Athens. Greek food is terrific. I love 
it.” Glass in hand, Marta sat down on the nearest chair, 
her legs suddenly feeling wobbly. But that wasn’t because 
of lack of food. It was because of Josh. He was survey¬ 
ing her so... intently. And the smile was gone from his 
face. She’d never seen him look more serious, and all at 
once that frightened her. 

Josh regarded her levelly. “So,” he began, “tell me 
about this latest episode in your life. You didn’t even have 

time between treks to phone and tell me you were back in 
theU.S., did you?” 

“Honestly, I didn’t. Josh,” she said. “I heard about the 
floods as soon as I got to the airport—got in from Greece, 
that is. And... well, I felt I had to get down here.” 

“Do you always feel you have to be wherever calamity 
strikes, Marta? I mean, have you appointed yourself the 
guardian of chronicling the world’s woes?” Josh chal¬ 
lenged. 

“No, of course not,” she retorted swiftly. “But... you 
know what I do best. People... what’s happening to 
them.” 

“Right. I presume you took any number of fantastic 
photos of flood victims, homeless people—” 

“I don’t like the way you’re saying that,” Marta inter¬ 
rupted. “You make me sound... sadistic.” 
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“No,” he said gravely. “Not that. And I know you re¬ 
spond to drama. I also know you... empathize with peo¬ 
ple who’ve been under fire, so to speak. I know you’ll 
always be that way. But I do think that for about twenty- 
six months now you’ve been overdoing it.” 

Striving for self-control, Marta said, “I don’t know 
what you’re getting at. Anyway... I did learn a lot about 
floods and flood control. The control steps can’t always 
keep rivers and streams from overflowing and causing 
terrible damage. Still, without modern flood-control 
technology, we’d be in dire straits. The damage would be 
overwhelming, both in dollar costs and in human suffer¬ 
ing. Obviously, as I’ve said, not all of the damage can be 
prevented, for a variety of reasons. Engineering factors. 

Economic reasons.” 
Marta paused, then went on, “I admit the flood after- 

math didn’t get to me the way the earthquake aftermath 
got to me. I don’t know why. Maybe earthquakes just 
terrify me more. There’s something so basically fright¬ 
ening about the concept of the earth moving. But floods 
are just as devastating, perhaps even more so. Do you 
know, the first recorded flood—at least I think it was the 
first recorded one—was back in China around 2400 B.C. 

The vast plains were flooded with billions of tons of wa¬ 
ter. . .completely covered. There’d been incessant rain, and 
the rainwaters were swollen by melting snow, and rivers 

flooded their banks. And...” 
Again Marta was speaking faster and faster. She paused 

briefly, then finished, “They say that flood lasted for over 

a century and a half.” 
“Mmm,” Josh said. 
“Josh...you’re not even listening to me,” she pro¬ 

tested. 
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“Oh, I’m listening to you all right,” he assured her. 
“I’m just trying to evaluate what I’m hearing, that’s all. 
It rather proves the validity of something Tony said when 
he called to tell me he’d seen you on British TV with a 
bunch of rescue workers in Louisiana.” 

“Tony?” 
“Yes. The two of us seem to feel obligated to keep each 

other informed about whatever particular danger you’ve 
placed yourself in the middle of.” 

“And what did Tony say?” she asked suspiciously. 
“Tony said he wondered why you feel so impelled to 

run. That’s what he called it. Running. That’s what I call 
it. But I might add another word. Running away. Right 
now, you’re running away from a conversation with me 
by going on about earthquakes and floods.” 

“I think maybe I’ll go take a bath and get into some¬ 
thing dry,” Marta said unsteadily. 

“I think that can wait a few more minutes,” Josh in¬ 
formed her. “It won’t take that long really to say what I 
have to say.” 

She looked at him uncertainly and suddenly asked, 
“How did you find me here? I mean, how did you know 
I’d be in New Orleans.” 

“I tried to use a little logic,” Josh told her. “It seemed 
logical to me that you’d stop off in New Orleans to rest up 
a little—or maybe not rest at all, come to think of it. 
Maybe the stop in New Orleans would be to borrow the 
photo lab facilities of one of your legions of friends so you 
could process your film. I don’t know. Whichever, it 
seemed logical you’d stop off in New Orleans. 

“Oh, the hotel where you’d be staying? Elementary, my 
dear,” Josh said with a faint smile. “I commandeered my 
whole staff to get on the phone and check every lodging 
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in the entire area till they found where you were regis¬ 
tered. One of them hit pay dirt on the eleventh try, for¬ 

tunately. They said here that you hadn’t arrived yet but 

were expected just about when you did walk in. Which 

gave me time to get here myself, thanks to the jet age. 

“So,” Josh said, pausing first to drink his champagne, 

“I phoned and asked if they had a suite available. They 

told me they had the honeymoon suite.” 
“So,” Marta said, “everyone here did think we’re 

newlyweds.” 
“I don’t know what everyone thought, Marta. All I 

know is that I wanted to be here with you and straighten 

out a few things.” 
“You ordered the champagne and the yellow roses.” 

“Yes.” 
“But why, Josh, why?” she demanded. “I don’t un¬ 

derstand any of this.” 
“Maybe because I had visions of making the honey¬ 

moon suite a honeymoon suite,” Josh told her. 

“What?” 

“That’s right.” 
“Do you realize what you’re saying?” 
“Oh, yes,” Josh assured her. “I know exactly what I’m 

saying. But before I actually ask the question, there’s 

something I need to know.” 
“I don’t understand any of this,” Marta repeated, 

shaking her head. “What do you need to know?” 
“After Tony made that comment about your running 

and I began thinking about it, really thinking about it, it 

occurred to me that maybe what you’ve been running 

away from is me. The running started about the time we 

broke up....” 



248 DIAMOND MOODS 

“The time you broke us up,” Marta put in, her bitter¬ 
ness showing. 

“All right. Anyway...it occurred to me that maybe the 
reason you’ve felt you had to run and run and run was 
that... maybe... you love me. People do strange things 

in the name of love. God knows I love you, and I’ve done 
some pretty strange things. . It occurred to me it could 
work both ways. But—” Josh raised a cautioning finger 
as Marta was about to speak “—before you say anything 
at all, you need to know that I’m talking about love. Not 
the chemistry that flows between us, fantastic though that 
may be. I’m talking about something much, much deeper. 
Something that gets better and deeper with the years 
and.., and goes on forever.” 

Josh’s voice faded slightly on the last words, and 
Marta, watching him, wanted to ask him to repeat the 
speech he’d just made all over again. Not because she 
hadn’t heard it the first time, but because she couldn’t 
believe what she’d heard. 

“Something else,” Josh said, staring down at the now 
empty glass in his hand. “I made an appointment with 
Gerry Baskin while you were in Greece, and... I’ve seen 
him.” 

Marta found that she was holding her breath as she 
leaned forward, her eyes anxiously scanning Josh’s face. 

“I could have told you that it would be a futile exer¬ 
cise,” Josh said, still concentrating on the champagne 
glass. “In fact, I did try to tell you, but you wouldn’t hear 
me. Everything that could possibly be done for me was 

done a long time ago. Gerry concurs in that. He told me, 
regretfully, what a few orthopedic specialists have told me 
over the years when, out of misguided hope, I’ve con¬ 
sulted them. This... is it. Which means...” 
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Josh paused, still not looking at her. “Which means,” 
he said, not quite able to control his voice as he might have 
wished, “that...if you want me...you’ll have to take me 
as I am and accept the fact that this is the way I’m always 

going to be.” 
Marta stared at him, and anger’s flame shot through 

her with a searing heat. She sprang to her feet and glared 
at him. “Can you possibly think that the reason I wanted 
you to see Gerry Baskin was on my account?” she de¬ 

manded. 
Finally Josh looked up, his gray eyes opaque. “Well, 

wasn’t it?” he asked her. 
“No, damn it!” she sputtered. “It was for your sake, 

because I’ve felt in my bones all along that it was your 
hang-up that was causing all our problems. And I was 

right, wasn’t I?” 
When Josh didn’t answer her, Marta seethed. “Do you 

seriously believe that I give a damn about your gimpy 

leg?” 
For a moment Josh stared at her, expressionless. Then 

he said with mock thoughtfulness, “Well, there’s a word 
I think I like.” He grinned. “Maybe there’s a chance you 
and I will be able to communicate, after all,” he teased. 

Marta flew toward him. She flew into his arms, her 
heart fluttering like a wild bird as she pillowed her head 
against his chest. Josh pushed her away slightly, to tilt her 
head up and survey her with eyes that didn’t quite con¬ 
ceal his anxiety. “Just one more time,” he said thickly. 

“Are you sureV’ 
“Would you like to find out?” Marta asked him. 

The sunset bathed New Orleans in glowing colors. With 
night, the sky turned to black velvet, embroidered with 
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glittery stars. Toward midnight. Josh ordered up more 

champagne and some food. The obliging person who took 

their order didn’t tell him that room service normally 

closed at ten o’clock. For honeymoon couples the hotel 

was prepared to go all the way. 

They sipped champagne as they stared at each other 

with moonstruck eyes. They made love again, and only 

when they were lying quietly, arms entwined, did Josh say, 

“How about getting married tomorrow?” 

“Can we? That fast? In Louisiana?” 

“I haven’t checked the law yet,” he admitted, “but 

where there’s this much will, there’s always a way. Inci¬ 

dentally. . 

“Yes.” 

“Did you give Tony back his ring?” 

“No,” Marta said. 

Josh raised himself on one elbow and peered down at 

her. “Can’t you bear to part with it?” 

“Of course I can bear to part with it. But I don’t want 

to send it through the mail.” 

“Maybe we should hit London on our honeymoon,” 

Josh said. “You know... I have a funny feeling Tony’s 

going to be pleased about us.” 

“Well...he’s a very generous man,” Marta mur¬ 

mured. 

“Just don’t elaborate on that,” Josh cautioned. 

“Though I’ve sent my green monsters back to the swamp, 

there’s always a chance one of them could resurface.” 

“What are you saying?” 

“Doesn’t matter. One thing, though.” 

“And what’s that?” 
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Josh smiled the smile that turned her heart upside 
down. “Next time you’re in a diamond mood...please let 
me be the first to know,” he told her. 

* * * * * 
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DIAMOND MOODS 

Two years ago Josh Smith had “set her 
free”... and Marta Brennan had been 
running ever since. First furious, then 
heartbroken, Marta had finally accepted 
Josh s rejection—and another 
man’s proposal. 

But a chance meeting brought her 
dangerously close to the only man she’d 
ever really loved. Renewed desire/ 
lingering tenderness and familiar' 
obstacles surfaced. She’d have to 
convince him that her fast-paced gh>b*e-^ 
trotting could never compare^tftfa’fltfe J 
thrill of settling down by his sid/. For vine 
twinkling diamond on her finger seemed - 
mocking now... when the fire in her soul 
burned for Josh alone. 1 
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