10

The reader taking

ng a bird’s eye view of events since the

icnic will have noted how various individuals on its outer
spreading pattern: Mrs Valange, Reg Lumley, Monsieur
Louis Montpelier, Minnie and Tom - all of whose lives
have already been disrupted, sometimes violently. So

too have the lives of innumerable lesser fry — spiders,
beetles — whose scuttlings,

mice,
burrowings and terrified retreats
are comparable, if on a smaller scale. At Appleyard College,
out of a clear sky, from the moment the first rays of light had
fired the dahlias on the morning of Saint Valentine’s Day,
and the boarders, waking early, had begun the innocent
interchange of cards and favours, the pattern had begun
to form. Until now, on the evening of Friday the thirteenth

of March, it was still spreading; still fanning out in depth
ar_lg_jﬂl_sﬂ_stiﬂ incomplete. On the lower levels of
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nt Macedon it continued to spread, though in gayer
ours, to the upper slopes, where the inhabitants: of
View, unaware of their allotted places in the general
cheme of joy and sorrow, light and shade, went about théir
sonal affairs as usual, unconsciously weaving and inter=
ing the individual threads of their private lives into,the
plex tapestry of the whole, if1on
Both the invalids were now progressing favourably.
ike was breakfasting on bacon and eggs and Irma had
en pronounced by Doctor McKenzie well enough for
gentle questioning by Constable Bumpbher, already
ised that the girl so far had remembered nothing of
experiences on the Rock; nor, in Doctor McKenzie’s
on or that of the two eminent specialists from Sydney
Aelbourne, would she ever remember, A portion of the
te mechanism of the brain appeared to be irrevocably
ed. ‘Like a clock, you know,” the doctor explained.
ck that stops under a certain set of unusual conditllgg'
efuses ever to go again beyond a particular point.
one at home. Never got beyond three o’clock on an
rnoon . . .’ Bumpher, however, was prepared to call on
at the Lodge and in his own words ‘give it a go’.
“he interview had begun at ten a.m. with the policeman
 bedside chair, nicely shaven, pencil and notebook at
ady. By midday he was sitting back with a cup of tea
¢pressing his gratitude for an abortive two hours that
vielded precisely nothing. At least nothing in ﬁhg;bfﬁ@ v
, although he had appreciated being sadly smiled :
ind then by one so young and beauti
w, Miss Leopold, and if anything do
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into your mind just send me a message and I’ll be up here
in two flicks of a duck’s tail.” He rose to go, replaced
rubber band round the blank pages of his notebook with 5
reluctance not entirely official, mounted his tall grey horse
and trotted slowly down the drive towards his one o’clock
dinner in low spirits that even his favourite plum pie did
nothing to dispel.
On the following Saturday afternoon, the Macedon
grapevine reported the arrival of another Visitor at the
Lodge: a lady, pretty as a picture in lilac silk, in 4 buggy
and pair driven by a foreign gentleman with a black mous-
tache who had asked the way to Lake View at Manassa’s
store. Everyone on the Mount knew that Mrs Cutler was
caring for the heroine of the College Mystery, rescued on
Hanging Rock by Colonel Fitzhubert’s handsome young
/ne hew from England. The latest turn of events was juicy
//nzugh to set the village of Upper Macedon gossiping and
guessing all over again, It was rumoured that the nephew
had broken all his front teeth scaling a sixty-foot precipice.
That he was madly in Joye with the girl. That the lovely
little heiress had sent to Melbourne for two dozen chiffon
nightdresses and wore three strings of pearls in bed at
the Lodge. |
In point of fact the heiress’s formidable pile of morocco
leather luggage stood as yetunopened in Mrs Cutler’s vesti-
bule. And who but Ja petite, thought Mademoiselle fondly,
could !ook so beautiful, so chic, wrapped in 2 faded Japa-
nese kimono? The venetian blinds were drawn against the
green garden light thar rippled on the whitewashed walls of
the bare little room and on the immense double bed with
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atchwork quilt, seemingly afloat in a sea cave. The soft
mer air caressed and healed like water. They wept a
ttle, embraced long and tenderly, abandoning themselves
the first impassioned greetings to the silent luxury of
ow shared. There was so much to be said, so little that
could or would be said. The shadow of the Rock lay with
Imost physical weight upon their hearts. The thing was
jond words; almost beyond emotion. Mademoiselle was
first to return to the tranquil reality of the summer
oon, drawing up the blinds with a reassuring click,
he present peace of the garden beyond. The weeping
at the window was murmurous with gossiping doves.

“Let me look at you, chérie.” The wan little face
ed by a fan of ringlets loosely tied by a scarlet ribbon
Imost as white as Mrs Cutler’s calico pillows. ‘Too
but so pretty - do you remember how I scolded you
bbing geranium petals on your lips? But see! I have
onderful news for you!” On Dianne’s outstretched
an antique French ring flashed a million rainbows
e'batchwork quilt and Irma’s dimple came out like
. ‘Darling Mam’selle! ’'m so glad! Your Louis is a

ly man!’

iens! You have guessed it already, my secret?’
<Ididn’t guess, dear Dianne - I knew. Miranda used to
1 guessed with my head and knew with my heart’
‘A, Miranda,’ the governess sighed. ‘Only eighteen and
isdom . . > They fell silent again as Miranda floated
ds them over the lawn with shining hair. Mrs Cutler,

ad taken an immediate fancy to the elegant French

ow appeared with a tray of strawberries and cream.
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‘Dear Mrs Cutler! What
And the Fitzhuberts — hoy, kind eVeryone ; b
‘And the handsome nephew; a0

to know. ‘Is he also kind? Oh, w MademOise“e Wante
papers!”. m%m

Irma had nothing to 82y of the nepheyy,

would | hay, done +,;

. 5 H
too weak to leaye his room, <yoy forget, p Ported
- ; ian
saw Michael Fitzhubert once, in the djgt, 5 o
of the picnic.’ s on the /

‘A woman can see ever

of tﬁ'e_;ye,’\Mademoiselle
- see the back of my Louis’
that man he is yours”.

As it happened, Mike was a
on the lawn in a deck chajr with
:;;zaﬂieed:f:;:etdh‘l:i:;nf legs: Beyond the.sloping llawn

pen lily cups lay like burnished
pewter reflecting the afternoon light. From it came the
lusty cries and grunts of Albert and Mr Cutler guiding
a punt through the lilypads in search of tangling water
weeds. In the light blue sky that he would always asso-
ciate with his Macedon summer, little woolly white clouds
were sailing across the dark spikes of the pine planta-
tion on the mountain’s crest. For the first time since his

ything necessary in the Wink
observed. “Tieng) When [
head I say to myself: “Diapye

t
t this moment reclining
his Aunt’s carriage rug

iy i i irri '
ke illness, lggkwggﬂgg)‘;}ggqps of a faint stirring of pleasure ?

i

_his surroundings.

“Ah, there you are, Michael! In the fresh air at ph
Mrs Fitzhubert, weighed down with parasol, cushions 2"
needlework, had appeared on the verandah. ot
you shall have a visjtor to brighten you up. You i
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The

liss Angela Sprack from Government Cottage?’
‘Phew however showed no enthusiasm at the prospe
a téte-a-téte with the Sprack girl, of whom he remembered

ning-room at Haddingham Hall. (
T cant’ imagine why yoﬁ"re so critical of poor
ngela.’

‘I don’t mean to be critical. It’s entirely my fault that

d Miss Sprack — how can I express it - too English., ‘.
“What’s all this poppycock about being too English?’

d the Colonel, emerging from the shrubbery with the
riels. ‘How the deuce can a person be too English?’-

ike however felt unequal to carrying on the argu-
on an international level. The visit from Government
ge was got through somehow on the following
rnoon. The Sprack girl was just what Mike had expected -
nd he was implored by his mother to make a point
ltz_ih'g}&-li‘th at a county ball. ‘Damn it, Angie,’ the
c&ﬁi&ﬁinéd as they drove down the avenue in
ce-Regal dog-cart, ‘you’re a regular nincompoop. i
ou realize that young man is one of the best matches: -
whoike“;f‘Engilrarnd? Fine old family. Title any day_ e
of cash.”

can’t help it if he’s not interested in talking to me,’
d the wretched girl. “You could see for yourself how
this afternoon. I’m positive he dislikes me, and that’s
d of it 5
“You cast-iron goose! Have you no crumb of S?f!.ia.l.
sve no doubt the little beauty up at the Lake View
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Lodge will have a try for th
e y e Honourable Mich
As soon as Michael had dutifully a5;

legs to clamber up into the dog-cart he | S(;ed thoge 8hag

a stroll down to the lake before dinner aT decidedy, take

i”‘l?o,ring guests, had stayed far too.l o Spracks’ ke

the sky was flecked with sunset clouds tohng,

lovely in the fading light. He had just ;ur:: lz

the retreating dog-cart and was walking ra;

acro.ss the lawn when his ear caught the s ler;mteadily

coming from the direction of the lake, whpe:a ‘;r‘l”f‘tff
ma

a .
el, he“ess

tly

and already
ke Calm and
his back 6

hi ;
‘white dress was standing beside a giant clamshell that

i?rYédbas a birds’ bath, under an oak. The face was turned
& gt S :
H‘e;;,, 'a}lg h; knew her fip once by the poise of the fair tilted

» and began running towards her with the sickening

bi §
) fear that she would be gone before he could reach her,

as invariably hap ; ¢
pened in h
AT, e ﬁ%ls thubled dreamﬁs. He was
i i uching distance of her muslin skirts when
c . e
ame the faintly quivering wings of a white swan,

att e ‘i
 attracted by the sparkling jet from the tap. When Mike

“'f 'kank dOW
| n on the grass a few feet away, the swan [05¢

alr’

\vV
{

J

1 alm()st 0
vertically above the shell, and scattering showers

of raj ety
the iu;lbow' drops in its wake flew off over the willows "
] ther side of the lake.

re certain of
 do thinks
tesy
her

Mike was feeling
hls legs taking t
said hjg Auing

stronger every day, and mo
‘he direction he chose for them.

call on Mjsg iethat Michael should at least pay 2 "

life, [pg mere] opold. After all, Michael, you did save
€Y 2 question of good manners.’
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‘A deuced pretty girl, too,” the Colonel said. ‘At your
- age my boy I'd have been knocking on her door long ago
with a bottle of fizz and a bouquet!’

 Mike knew they were right about calling. The visit
could no longer be delayed, and Albert was sent over
with a note suggesting the following afternoon, to which
fiss Leopold had replied, in a bold sprawling hand, on
s Cutler’s best pink notepaper, that she would be
elighted to see him and hoped he would come to tea.

It is one thing to make a calm and reasonable decision
vernight — quite another to implement it in the light of
ay. With dragging footsteps Michael approached the
odge. What the devil was he going to talk about to a
irl> Mrs Cutler was beaming in the porch. Thave
Irma in the garden so she can get a bit of fresh air,
oor lamb.’ In a little trellised arbour there was a tea table
- out with a white crochet cloth and a deck chair with a
haped red velvet cushion for the visitor. The [amb

in a froth of muslin and lace and scarlet

itting up
r roses, which

ns under a canopy of crimson ramble
nehow reminded the young man of his sisters’ Valentines.
. Although Mike had been told often enough that Irma
opold was a ‘raving beauty’ he found himself unpre-
ed for the exquisite reality of the sweet serious face

ned towards his own. She appeared younger than he
¢ childlike — until she smiled, and

1d out a hand adorned with a
alds. “It’s so nice of you to
dor’t mind tea out here in
acés — the real French

‘expected — almos
‘an easy adult grace he
thtaking bracelet of emer
and see me. I do hope you
den? Do you like marrons gl
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ones ~ I adore them. Deck chajrs usuall

Cutler says this one is all right, Delj Y COllapse
< Delj

ghted at ) Ml‘s

Onversatig, _ . §
s

bliged to tak i i
\/0 g € an active part in the ¢ 10t b,
o

\ _";‘j;' .

limited experience raving beauties

: e raving bea Loit is
Mlk;flowered himself into the sagmgy\m?
Frut ully that there was nothing he liked bc alran\d\said
in the garden. It reminded him of home, | CLter thp g,

and this ti . 1a smiled gy,
this time the dimple, soon to become int Ao
ernati

famous, came out. ‘My Papa is a darling but |
eat out of doors, Calls it “barbarous”’ vy
8 orIvlelccl::rellf (;grtm;;ed ba'cl'<, ‘So does mine,” wriggled i
iy rtable pos/mon and helped himself unask
1y of er-ma'u:ron glacé. ‘My sisters love anything in the
Iay of a picnic . . : Oh, Heavens . . . what a tactless idiot

m. . . the last thing I meant to talk about was a picnic-
oh, confound it, there I go again.’

' ‘Oh, please — don’t look so unhappy. Whether we talk
of it or not, that awfyl thing is always in my mind . ..
always and always.’ Gttt

Onally
Uses o

- kP.xn(.l in mme," M%ke said very low, as the Hanging
oc ‘ 1’n its dark glittering beauty rose between them.
» pilcr:i gl‘ad, really,’ Irma said at last, ‘that you mentioned
¢ just now. It makes it easier to say thank you for
what you did on the Rock . . )
i }Ilt was nothing, nothing at all,’ the young man mumbled
50 hie faultless English boots. ‘Besides, it was really ™
friend Albert, you know.’ ;
‘Bu,t Michael, I don’t know - Doctor McKenzi¢
vl\:[()-uld“ tlet me see the newspapers . . . who is this Albert?”
ichael launched into a description of the rescue O the
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yek, in which Albert figured as the hero, the master mind,
ng with: ‘My Uncle’s coachman. Wonderful chap!’
“When can I meet him? He must think me a monster
ingratitude.’ Michael laughed. ‘Not Albert.” Albert was
so modest, SO brave, so clever . .. ‘Ah, but you must get to
& w him ... Irma, however, was aware of nothing but
e face of the young man opposite, flushed and charm-
est in praise of his friend. She was becoming a
ttle tired of the unknown Albert when Mrs Cutler came
ut of the Lodge with the tea tray and the conversation
arned to chocolate cake. “When [ was six years old,’
ichael said, ‘I ate the whole of my little sister’s birthday
ake at one go.’

 “You hear that Mrs Cutler? You had better cut me a
¢ before Mr Michael gobbles it all up.’ A good laugh,
hat’s what they needed, the poor young things . . .

~ As soon as he could escape from his Aunt’s dinner table
1t evening, Michael went out to the stables with a kero-
lantern and two cold bottles of beer. The coachman
s lying naked on his bed reading the racing tips in the
awklet by the light of a candle whose wavering flame sent
yples of light across his powerful chest, tufted with coarse
k hair. Dragons and mermaids writhed and wriggled
every movement of the muscular arm pointing to a
ken rocking chair under the tiny window.

“Tt’s bloody hot in here even after dark but ’m used to
ake your coat off. There’s a coupla mugs on that shelf.’
mugs were filled and at once provided swimming pools
sundry insects attracted by the candle. ‘It’s real good
e you on your pins again,
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Mike.” The old comfortable



fjlgnce took over, broken Present
out on the lawn today with Miss

‘By Jove! That reminds me!
out in the punt tomorrow,”

ly by Alpe

She Wantg .

It, ¢

a . i o tal(e he
P’ll tie her up in front of the r
pole on the table,
the shallow end.

bOathouse

And mind out for themand

leav
lily e

Tootg at

‘Pl be careful. I do "
. n’t w i
the mud.’ Tgitipthe Poor gir iy,

Al'bert grinned. ‘Now if it was Miss Bottl,
aducking wouldn’t do her no harm. Them qu"e
. 1

is the worst. . . . He winked and took a pull

-By the way, Mike said laughing,
particularly wants to meet you.’

-legs, [ reckop
€t ones, Mige,
at his begr,

‘Irma Leopold

‘Oh, she doe ' Cri i
i s, does she? Cripes, this cold beer his

founc:JE:lrl (I) ;oi:eh;r;l;(o?{ you today she %1ad no idea who
. How about coming down to the
boathouse tomorrow afternoon?’
i :lol:eon your liffe!’ and after taking another pull at his
gan to whistle “Two Little Girls in Blue.

s isnsoon as he p?used for breath, Mike said, ‘Well what

Aot you 'make it?’ But Albert, having changed imf) ¥

i exanveme'nt key, had started again at the beginii"é

Lo StSP“a‘mg flourishes of his own invention. When af
5 Opped, deflated, Mike repeated, “Well? What day?
ﬁever. You can count me out on that one, Mike”
‘Ti:r:’ what the devil am I to say to the girl?’ ¢

Mike. 5 S your business.” He began whistling 283"
> ow really annoyed, left his beer unfinisheds open®

an
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, the trap door in the floorboards and descended the ladder
;nm the darkness of the feed room below. Confound Albert!
What the blazes has got under his skin?
- On the following day Irma was waiting for Mike
“on the rustic seat in the boathouse when she heard the
scrape of wheels on gravel and looking up saw a broad-
shouldered youth in a faded blue shirt trundling a barrow
long the path skirting the lake. He was moving so quickly
hat when she stood up and called from the boathouse
or he was already half way to the shrubbery and out of
ot, Or might have been. She called again, this time so
dly that he stopped, turned round and slowly retraced
steps. At last he stood facing her, near enough for her
see the square brick red peasant face under a thatch
of tumbled hair, the deep set eyes apparently focussed on
some invisible object of interest above her head. ‘Was you
lling me, Miss?’
<] was shouting at you, Albert! You are Albert
ndall?’ ‘
“That’s me, he said, not looking at her.
’ou know who I am, don’t you?’
es, he said, Tknow who you are all right. Was you
ting me for anything, like?’ The sunburned arms lay
g the barrow handles, the indigo mermaids crinkled
y for flight.

Only to say thank you for having rescued me up there

ke hands? You saved my life,

know.” The strange creature was plunging backwards
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between the shafts of his barrow like 5
0 unbyg

Reluctantly he lowered his skyward E
gaze [e uilibrium, since he knew, with absolute certaint, that he

uld never speak to Irma Leopold again.

 Albert had no sooner disappeared through a gap in the
rel hedge when, with the precise timing of three wooden
s on a Swiss clock, Mike came out of the house and

ken wl
Vel Wlfh

her own.
‘Te :
[l you the truth, I never give it another ¢
Ought on
e

the Doc and young Jim had you safe on the stre,
cher. He

might have handed her ‘
parcel instead ¥ lost umbrella or a browy ol
i stead of her life. “You just ought to h Piper .ma — there is always a Jittle wooden lady — appeared at
t Michael says about it!” The brick red feature car wh Be boathouse door. She stood there watching him hurry
S stretcheg owards her, limping a little, over the dappled grass. ‘At last
» Mike’s honest face brightened as it

ve met your Albert.

to an in. ¢ )
: ;ar grlm. I}:Iow there’s a wonderful bloke, if you [
xactly w. 2 1ke!’
b ‘He do:s> \)Vatllhi’;fzs ;bout o did at th f
oo > Well, I'll be buggered. Exc lways did at the mention of Albert.
i Miss - I don’t 9,f£§1!“ get talki}% t(;toffs l;lll< se my languag, “Well? Wasn't I right?’ Dear Michael! Marvelling that
better be getting on withhr‘rdl-gj_ovf)mf" o —I Well, 14 ¢ clumsy brick red youth could command such adoration,
- Ta-ta.” With a decisive ik ma stepped into the waiting punt.
The weather continued warm and sunny and there were
soothed by the musical box

of powe i i
powerful wrists the mermaids sprang into action. He

was gone, and I
rma found herself almost royally dismissed. ily outings on the placid lake,

le of the mountain stream- In expensive green seclu-

ker chairs watching

It )
7 this‘::is e’.(a“lly :)hl' ee o’clock. There is no single instant
nnin, ; e
gglobe that s not, for millions of individuals, a, the Fitzhuberts Jay on long wic
e season fade. The air in the Lake View garden was
mer. They could hear the bees

ernaturally still this sum

armuring in the wallflower

d now and then Irma’s light |
¢ oaks and chestnuts one of

steep choco-

1m i

y :;::;rafbol: by ordinary standards of time: a fragment

o Fo)r' 3 tfver unrelated to the calendar or the striking

et eft Crundall, the brief conversation by the
inevitably be expanded, in memory, during his

bed under the drawing-room
aughter drifting

i

fairl :

nooz.l%;i htf? to fill the entire content of a summer after
were rEIatizelyri: had said, and what he had answered, s wagonettes went crea
of the dazzlin important. In actual fact, the very sight , scattering the pigeons on the lawn. The white
sedulous! glcreature whose star-black eyes his oW1 had acock slept, the tWo0 spaniels dozed all day 1n the sh'ade
sly avoided, had almost deprived him of the power Together Michael and Irma had explored every inch
of the Colonel’s rose garden, the vegetable garden, the
‘, nken croquet [awn, the shrubberies whose winding walks
ideal for the playing of

p seclusion 0

Of Speech w i he daﬂl
. NO ten minutes later in t
]e arbOUIS’

the sh

and wiru:; C;y he sank down on to the empty bar®"

plenty :f i ; ; Swe?t from his hands and face. H¢ had
ime in which to recover his mental and physical

ed in delicious litt
akes and Ladders — on

hildish games — Halma and Sn
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straight-backed garden chairs composed ep:
Ntire|

iron ferns. There is no need for anything myc, | Y of ¢gg,
Chin

conversation, which suits Mike very we| [hewaw
Fitzhubert comes upon them holding hand o, i
bridge she sighs. ‘How happy they look! H \on e
asks her husband, ‘Whatever do thos.e t(v)vw yf) UNg!" Ang
about all day long?’ i
Sometimes Irma finds herself chattering as sh
to do long ago at school, for the sh -
; asly sheer delight of tossiy
out-words into the bright air, as children enjoy sendi :
a kite. Unnecessary for Mike to answer, or even to l?i .
so long as he is there beside her, leaning over the rail wfr:
a .lock of thick hair falling over one eye with every turn of
his head, and aiming endless pebbles at the gaping mouth
of the stone frog in the pool.

Now in the late afternoon the little lake grew cold under
the slanting shadows and a few yellowing leaves floated
amongst the reeds. ‘Darling Mike — I can’t bear to think
that summer is almost over and no more rows on the lake.

‘Just as well, Mike said, expertly nosing the purt
through the lily pads. He grinned. ‘Actually, the old
punt isn’t safe to take out again.

‘Oh, Mike! . . . Then it is over.
‘Oh, well - it’s been good fun while it lasted.’
‘Miranda used to say that everything begins and ends
lrmal\::)tidrrllllist hzlilve been leanir‘lg too heavily 0 ' .
TR ar t le water gurgh‘ng under the rotting 0‘;
3P ';;l}xlnt urched clumsd.y forward. ‘Sorry -«
? Those confounded lily roots . -

n the pOlf.
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At the landing stage the lilies were already closed and

secret in the half-light. M}Litiiw_y_a_slsi_ng gracefully
out of the reeds ahead. They stood for a moment watching
it flapping away over the water until it disappeared amongst
the willows on the opposite bank. It was like this that
Irma would later remember Michael Fitzhubert most
clearly. Quite suddenly he would come to her in the Bois
de Boulogne, under the trees in Hyde Park; a lock of fair
hair hanging over one eye, his fawd/wff@gw
the flight of a swan. el

That night the mountain mist came rolling down

rest and lingered far into the morning. At

from the pine fo
w was

the Lodge the view of the lake from Irma’s windo
blotted out and Mr Cutler went off to see to his glasshouses,
g an early winter. At Manassa’s store an 0cca-
ning paper enquired
bout the College
g that could be

predictin,
sional customer calling in for the mor
with flagging interest, ‘Anything more a
Mystery?” There wasn’t — at least nothin
remotely classed as news on Manassa’s verandah. It was

generally conceded by the locals that the W

¢ with and best forgotten.
7

Rock were over and don
srFOW Of e




