Chapter 4

Annc.“

She felt Rob's fingers on her wrists and looked into his
dark eyes. She now saw concern there, not anger,
““Are you all right?"* he asked.
** Just give me a minute,"

PP &n arm over the

is head on Anne's

ck of my mind,"’

elf, but there was some-
wondering just where I'd

ele
to the
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to put them in

when it all

] mE

lhump "l wWas angry.

Y h tinued. “Bllt always

| lmﬂv in town, and he'd just

told me you were tht history profesgbr’s kid when we heard
you sC ' just, Lrying, to
scare .

““Well, they succeeded,” Anne replied. “I suppose it's
little Ia say thank you, b but I am eful, even after
thed® “One way or another, you sntmi'lfmrd
quite a bit of time rescuing me."

He grinned appealingly and said, *“Tell me, do you have
anything special in mind for the next time?"’

“Na.“ Anne laughed. “There isn’t going to be a ncxt
time."'

“And | was just g:tting us

His tone was ironic, l'-'ul wh:n looked at him, his
e quiet study un-

, and walked

When he spoke again, she stiffened at his words. **Anne, .

I"'m if T was a litk rough on you the othg#ay. But
Iy il at suﬂw your
f v il only dates b o the forties. Now it

seems o me :.ruu.r father’s book would deal with a much
earlier peri dn't be any connection. Am |

:I'igh'””




gun to hope :d his threat to “'get
out of her."” She still wi at the ph
It waso tactics,

yet, in a way, she felt sile r.} d him, Of all lhe un{Jattering
things she'd thought mﬁm ]? herself
actually distrust him? Perhaps i | 5 re . OF the

sensitivity his work reflected P‘l.'"rha. it was as siggple as the
old adage **actions EPEHRMDME, ¥ of his
actions had gotien her ot of a bad sftuation :

“You may be wﬁuu Eﬁhﬁd the issue,® she finally
l&m's no
connection between the survey and the k. The connec-

pon's between the survey and my father.'

pting, though he frowned fro :
hen she'd finished, he walkgd®Ver to her and placed his
e,"" he said patiently, "*l can
y make this survey business
walers first, but fifteen yearsis a

Schaeffer's been for quite a
rﬁrtlﬁmﬂr got
ing mﬁ fro from
the facts being

1 hﬁ:‘ Aghe agreed, "That' xactly what I told my-
: : :

self unt pe call last night warning me dig
up ancient hi¥ry, '5
“"What phong call?"" His fingers tightened. **You®idn't
mention a call. r
**It was like fne one father rwpd. trying un-
successfully to Jhrug off his hands,

-
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“For God's sake, Anne. Didn't you think that was worth
mentioning? Didn’t you tell anyone? Call the sheriff—any-
thing?™"

“‘No, 1 didn"t call the sheriff. What good would that do?
There's nothing anyone can do after the fact about a call like
that, only while the caller's on the line. Don't you ever
watch TV?"

‘It was a threat, damn it. You can't just pretend it didn't
happen.'

““Now, you're getting surly again,” she remarked calmly.
“And re hurti

F::rr?w Rob. m&:\mhﬂltm he I:t:smu:lhu

hid, m::
ing her. “ﬂ]-;ay " ::mu then. nbuut

the survey.'

«Well, there's Sylvia, of course. She was going to talk to
her boyfriend. He was at the Lund Office when I went there,
so he already knew a little about it.”

*““Okay, anyone else?""

He moved back to her, though his :xprn:.aiﬂn_m

W
] wonder why: 1 find thaf 30 nne
mutt S T -

gaze remained steady on but the humor left his
e said, “Frankly, e only person I can think
of who might conceivably be touched would be the sur-
veyor himself, for being a party to fraud.”
““That's right!'gefAnne ﬁﬂlﬂlﬁﬂﬂdﬂmly gAcitedee 1
devér thoughted him. You don’ ;mpm-"!"* er Ilu]:l-e WES
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50 apparent that it also became obvious how disturbed she
really was by the situation.

“If you still have his name, it shouldn't be too hard to
check,"" he suggested quietly.

“It’s Woods. I've got his letter in my purse.”” She went 1o
retrieve the documents while he followed every movement
with his eyes.

“Here they are.” She handed him the papers, then waited
impatiently while he exantined each one. Once he was sat-

isfied, it took only a few minutes and a couple of phone calls
to learn that T. W eceased

Eﬁ!' | cked gp dee
mwk to
Anne, ooking us

“Li:r.ent Anne,” he said. “That call you got puts this
whole truameu in a different light. You can't be sure what
you're getting into, and 1 don't think you should treat it

lightly. If someone feels threatened enough to scare you,
there’s somethi shele-pi

Sfar

ment, then lifted his hands arms. This time his toug

gutle, but his

She tried to deny the sudden=irmp in her heartbeat -tha
brigf catch in her breathing at thegdastant ®F contact..

wanted to pull aWis, 10 put sof® distance betwesn The asg

she ' ed with Wpemories of that kiss they'd shared.
But she couldn’| m
He frowned slightl

S her gaze searched his. God,
eyes, he thought, and as™ oo of oo
through them, he experienced an immediate, almost-painful

tug of desire,
, but she pulled

L
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“What do you suggest 1 do? If there's something going
on, isn't that all the more reason to pursue it? Besides, 1

promisdqll my father that I'd take c ume,“
“lk ingers i
her from movifdQ larther away ut we've got toj

figure out who's behind

logked, these

'Ilw ' I | ; ..

| was d@ing just :
L £g nd sli a hand t
back r s he 15

She hadn't expected his lips to be so soft or 50 warm. They
moved against hers with a slow persuasion that was far dif-
ferent from the heated demand of their first kiss. Anne's
thoughts began to drift, leaving her defenseless against the
subtle attack on her senses. He drew her to him until they

RoMreeled with the impact as her heat flowed into him,
swam in his veins, and lapped at the edges of his nerves.
Then His mouth crushed and his hand moved down her

i and caress the curve of a hip.
This wasn't supposed (o ha
pen, this stunnin of sensation, this fervor, this
It was too intense, too compelling, and

t fi n and her |
seck Er mﬁg tofexplore her mouth in search of the

sweelness he knew was there. When he found it, he made
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one last desperate grab for sanity. Good Lord, what am |
doing? he demanded of himself and drew her awa

ith ion and lon as his,

m;[&mnmm& 1Wught to

level their breathing, to utderstand what had happened.

Then he managed a WMgky, **Some things caligfpr team-
] = . 1 e ills.*

u.t.hm isn't mmr:.' ltsnn-twha: A Ty

: - e words,

imﬂh:hd hcrs:!ffurlﬁiug him ysugp it, efen mo-

“fﬂﬂﬂuld abought, nm;g's voiclat the

door interrupted and bmught Mgty to his feet. The dog

trotted over as Rob called, **Comf in, Albert."”

Anne returned to the table agll studied the man who en-
tered. He looked much as she ggfnembered from the night of
the storm. His hair was a gffevled salt-and-pepper, and a
matching stubble covered S 2 hung fgom a

Fi uld '|.-'-

said, *“*‘Monty

Gest adfieal that
alked, steadily t

the kitchen to the cupboard where the mu,g;s 5
poured himself some coffee, and joined Anne at l:ht: uhlc;
Rﬂhdl:ad :I:.H nu:;un.g. apparcntli content just to &and to

one sige and watch., Anne wai uigtly t

| would make the first ‘ ﬁ mlﬁu: X
hen the newcomer had settled onto a chair, he looked

lﬁ'ﬁﬂ'ﬂﬁ!l:tn"']hnhc

at Anne wit d curinmm then turnud ta Rob, "“Well,

aren’ tgmgu I d-:u
manded. ﬂ’ -15
Rob chuckled and saim “‘Excuse thﬂught you'd

met. Albert, this is Anne Goodwin, rmmtl:.r arrived from

' l'.h'iuks_]ust because he
~ time, that I'm nothi

 of the mattegjs, 4 nearlyfvent mﬂmaha once, Wt
i money i %ﬂ&gn et it BN
I,
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ﬂmaha. Mebraska. Anne, meet Albert Hayes, who prob-

ghbly hasn't even heard of Omaha, Nebraska.”
Albert guffawed and extended a callused hand to Anne,

My pleasure, young lady. And don't pay any attention to

* this character,” he added,Jerking-a“thumb. aﬁ “He
off on those fancy safass all the
n armchair traveler. The wuth

[l < -'-11 try

¥ .#- 19>

L AL
T T N, il [

ml.d. I' I].l
11" -
smiled mwdf‘f
comgortable,
guess 1'd better be

d the men. : :
“Wait &8 minute.'"* Roh, igm:lring Albert's knowing grin,

~gaid, “I'll walk out with you.’

Monty rushed ahead of them, but as soon as they walked
across the terrace, Rob stopped Anne, turning her to face

" him. **I meant what I said about going with you," he told
_ her. **Just give me a couple of minutes to talk to Albert.”

“Rob, T told you 1 don't need any help. | appreciate the

' offer, but I'll handle it. After 1 talk to Sylvia the whole thing

may be resolved anyway."”

“And what about the threat?'" he persisted. “Do you
think I'm going to let you take a chance with that?"

“Once ["ve turned the papers over to the Land Office,
what can anyone do?""

“Listen,” he said as he caught her hands in his. *'Sup-
pose I go with you this time, and if the whole thing is re-
solved, fine. If not, we'll talk it over and decide the next

" step. Then if you can convince me that you'll be okay,
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you're on your own. That shouldn’t bother you, and it"ll
make me feel a hell of a lot better. Anne, humor me,
please."

She couldn’t havt md JI' it was from the conviction in his
eyes, - acal contact, but she finally
. t | guarantee vou, Mr,
ake care of myself"

tdmn;inid of half of

8 and we'll go snmcph,-:t
where we can talk. The l:nurt:.-'n.fd okay with you?"' %,

**As long ds | don’t have to drink that coffec,” Anne *

quipped. She introduced Sylvia and Rob as they walked
down the steps, and noticed the speculative look the pretty
clerk gave him before she smiled and said, ““Mike Walters
has mentioned you. Weren't you in high school together?""
“That's right,"” Rob confirmed. *‘How’s he doing these
days?**
**Oh, fine,"" Sylvia replied as they reached the courtyard.
They had it to themselves and chose a bench near its cen-
ter. 5o what did you find out?'’ Anne asked as soon as she
nnd the clerk were seated. Rob stood to one side and took a
slow look around, then put a foot on the bench beside Anne
and rested his arms on his thigh as they listened to Sylvia.
““Well,"" she began, “'1 asked Mike what he thought, and
he said it should be pretty straightforward if its treated as
an inadwvertent error. A new survey would be ordered and
both property owners natified that there'd been a mistake,

i “But 5010 ) alfified |l$\ E whom
th
Sy m.ﬁr" tﬂtt.
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and that as of such and such a date, the records would be

" corrected. Then, with the next tax bill, adjustments would
" be made as to who pays on how much property. l!rnnkadup
| @& few regulations at work this morning that say just aboul
" the same thing.""

"~ “That does sound pretty
 “But, what if jt's Legated as

**That" ere it gels more COmy :
pretty su if .a documentswas. delibers
E.:r; d have to i igation and maybe some kind of

o o 0 RS VG

ally not sure abr.}ul thls

Anne, 1'm

think you'll do?"

“1I'm not sure,”” Anne admitted. _

She looked up at Rob who gave her a slight shrug and
said, ** Your decision." :

Anne nodded and turned back to the clerk, saying,
“You're sure there’s only one daughter around? The one
who lives in Groverton?""

““Yag, that's right. But that reminds me—I Pmrd SOIe-
thing interesting about the other one,” Sylvia exclaimed
with an air of excitement.
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Before she could say more, though, a door opened and
one of the women from the Land Office came out. “Oh
Sylvia, I'm glad | found you," she interrupted. ““Mr. Bnn:
yon wants you right away.”*

Sylvia's brow drew into a frown as she rose and turned to
Anne and Rob. “I'm sorry, but when the boss calls.. " She

" Anne promised) After the
T o i N T =111 W oman, she
turned back to Rob and faynd kibhg thought fully at

his ﬁ Woselypfund his

kneg It e his midd w les away Anne waited
ftention o then

ing you?' :
t other

unti snap

AL

QgL [0 gossip."”

hm%ll w5 mﬁlsuul

It was that remark friend
Schaeffer sister. [ ki :}m
[ﬁmwﬁlh y muS¥at
He beside her.

“It was the summer you
s0u I told you i

‘ot

**That would be Bill 7 sh

;%J of Noble's
icked,
e,
confirmation. " 23
“Um-hmm,"" he answered.

*“Is he the same Bill Ryan who's your sheriff now?” Anne
asked.
":I'hm‘a right.”” Rob smiled, “*Bill’s never quite kicked the
habit of keeping tabs on the town. Married his high-school
sweetheart, worked his way up through the department, and

:1.:5 three kids and a mortgage. He's one of the happiest men
now.'"

“And you're still friends.*
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= =H "_‘_.__ o hember a i pMar-
‘garet Schaeffer?” N i .
& “*Very little. here was some kind of troub her

i her fath 0 :E:;u?ibhﬁ home. She pever
‘gven got in touch willf hi 5 A id
“musingly, then hi brightened and he snapped his¥in-
gers. M e lib n,

| kn eve i)

Let'gia there—it"s only

, B, M e he < nd
" and stood up, pulling her to her feet. u,

" The young girl at the library checkou® desk told them Miss

Wiley was away on vacation, but when they said they were

interested in events of the summer filteen years before, she

told them the town's newspaper was on the library's mi-

erofiche records.

Minutes later, seated in front of the small, lightgd screen,

e tilted back her head to look up at Rob as he glood be-

- think we shou P she asked.

.~ ““How about June through September ™ Hepllled over.

“another chair and sat at her side, dmpizg'ﬂ ual arm ald:!n?j

“the back of, air. o .~
ly she began to turn the two knobs that

ent_of - the text down the screen and
brought it into focus’ minutes they had failed
to find anything a e disappearance, but began to have
an idea of where, within each issue, to concentrate their ef-
forts.
As the second week in June rolled onto the screen, Anne
Cexclaimed excitedly, “Here’s Blanche Schaeffer's wed-
" ding.”” Rob leaned closer to read with her, moving his arms
" o her shoulders in a gesture (oo casual for comment or ob-

. jections.
o

controlled W

||-_r
-
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The article stat
June 10 and that thénewlyy

Hﬂri'sburg. Marga
the ¥iles ifto *Jul
her pro-

Schaeffer name agaig, Bobgvatch
fi elicat ves. She was 50 in-
_ at the screen, hoping E—what‘i" Why did

ut thinking, he mmrtd his hand to the
back of her neck adll let his fingers wander into her hair,
there to twine gently in the long, flowing waves. She turned
to face him. His expression was quiet, brooding, and her
pulse fluttered, then steadied at an accelerated pace. Un-
aware, she turned one of the knobs on the microfiche ma-

"h“llhtpmmd:ndnshedrcwh ser. 1
l":ll—' 3 i 55

d OVE D & gentlr:. lmnmng; kiss.
-‘.}h dmr Lu-rd g thought, this has got to stop. But still
back, moving her lips i

st his and
r:'u:l:mg i sensations of light-headed

qp:mﬂqﬂ f

ut seeing the

d délfre.
Alarmed to feel so much in so shortggime, she tried to pull
back, but he held her ﬁrnﬂyil:iﬂ’#?cd the kiss briefly
before he released her.

“Why—"" Her voice broke and she began again, but with
her gaze still locked on his she was breathless. and her tone

lacked the disapproval she'd intended. **“Why did vou do
that?"*

“Because | can't seem to stop,’” he said quietly, and
somehow Anne knew it was the truth.

-
&7

to the microfiche. Immt.--

outl at her “Local W,
e R e

.. bbing his hand. They r-:m
9 M July 23 Margaret
d left or an unknown destination, leav-

;‘in; unhr note t thcr suatmg that she couldn't “take
r ing out on her own. Henry
En:hn . but an unidentified **friend

- of the |!:r” stated r.hnl Murgarﬂ was testing her free-

ﬂum that ubtedly be back *‘sometime

* soon. WOUER g ticle, friengs and former
classmates of Margaret's, l.r:n:-l: the opposite . "It's

mmm' sen
want (o give thisp a litt!® more thought before | |:Iu anything.
With the weekend coming up, | might as well wait till Mon-

Blun;hc Howard. She
and it could be

i l':. !rlﬂ' Rﬂ‘b mﬂ‘:d

you like to Wl
mm.uﬁ

think I can still make it in
up at higp aglf smiled. **
like to ﬁ re's

It wa¥ her first genuine
mrr:r ¢ couldn't mised Albert I'd get back
%L il h-: c:h later so we can talk.
ﬁmd until wc do, yoggve ml‘: you won't do
m nstruction, but then she re-

mmduj herself that she had agreed to his terms. **All right,"’




