home proved easy to find. It was in an old neighboPhood of
big houses on broad lawns. Shade trees lined the street, their
spreading branches forming a tunnel of cool green.

Rob followed a curved driveway and stopped in front of

+ Stonc steps. There he turned to Anne and took her

hands in his. **All right?"’ he asked.
| ‘_'Yea. of course | am," she snapped, still annoyed at his
msistence on coming along, T) .
gmfi part of the hour's €rive,

uldn't be much
e

* pointed out, “But |

mounted the steps and a bell

) r L
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“"Are you Mrs. Howard?" Anne asked, and at her nod
they introduced themselves :

“We'd like o talk to yul.rat!ml Some property you own
in Noble’s Run,”" Ann ited. 2' It 't take much of
your time.” w* ’ “‘F‘Iiu. .

The woman looked from one to the other of them, then

7 Lh?-‘:;acllmﬂf who gakes Hlm#'manrn:l-

ol e .W‘l a k umilll:. which

nehoted, as Mrs. Hiwm.rd'i answering
"IF Shﬂ

t, but there's some-

: **You may have heard of my father,” I'Errsbd *‘He
i} '

T P s fgo while he cata-
loged exhibits for the Beeling Museum."

“¥Yes, perhaps that's it,"" she said slowly, then stepped
back and motioned them inside. *'1 was working in the so-
larium—perhaps we can talk in here while 1 finish."

She led them into a short hall, then inters.room bright

sunlight flowing through uncurtained F doors.

f plants-hung from the ceiling a on shelves

and stands. A round, glass-topped table ringed by a set of

white wrought-iron chairs with thick cushions occupied the
center of the room.

Mrs. Howard picked up a watering can and moved to-
ward one of the shelves. “*Please sit down,"* she invited, **1
assure you, I'll be listening. Are¢ you interested in buying
some of my land?"*

“No,”" Anne and Rob replied together, then he made a
smiling gesture for Anne to continue.

““To tell the truth, I"m not sure how to explain this," she
said. “'But | have two surveys of a piece of your property
east of town near the river, and a letter from the surveyor
written to your father. These three documents indicate that
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the survey on file in the Land Office is, uh, incorrect, and
that a strip of lam:l algng rth boundary actually be-
1 ious look before she

pped

longs to so gl
spal:r: her ¢ she said, “‘My dear,

whatever are you 'r.a.'[km,g abou She set down I;le Water-

ing cangnd walk ver 1o takdla table. 4
u;ﬁt it'll to her,” Rob
s 2 from her purse.

inutes, and

rascal. Heljust couldn’t

world did you get these? How long have }

you had them?"’ O '
Anne explained, excluding the threats that had been re-
sponsible for her father's keeping the papers. She said in-
stead that it had been an inadvertent oversight, that there
had been so mn'_«.r wmk details m:upying his mind he'd

she finished® 2ni4 :
and he really wasn't, but somefimes..." Paims up, ﬂw
shrugged.

The older woman tapped the papers with a finger as she
said, **I take it you're asking me to straighten this out with
the Land Office?™

Anne exchanged a quick look with Rob before she an-
swered. “I'm not sure,” she finally admitted. **1 had
planned to do it myself, but now I don"t know what’s best.
It should be set right, though, don't you think?"" Here she
paused again, this time to send Mrs. Howard a questioning
look.

“Maturally,”” the woman agreed.
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**And [ don’t want t::m: anynE hurt.ﬁ embarrassed,"

" Mrs. Hnward asked sh

began to shake hﬁhm:l “] ﬁ)

o with the | [,"" shesaid.
L understand.”
Id you k, Miss Good-
acKenzie, 11 was good of you (o h-nn; this to me

instead nf just requesti AEW SUry ithout considering
its eff m 1"l mu:: y;

Ill'l.lSl
d:d and waited while Mrs.
hm:l: and sat down again.
**My father hated Raymond Kincaid,'
the feeling was mutual. There's no good reason for it—their
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. There'd been
'I]'IE Sﬁlﬂffers

attitudes were 1 wlth?.hn
a long-
that d :n : tcmrn 5

gave to the town,” Blam:h-: Enhwd :Inhurmd ressing
'Lht rum:.rl: to him " was %ﬂ quarter

er land ID Th¢
rarely egpeeded a quarter acre. | know
|::u!1:=u3, pihe prgsent N

it. r.:l-cr,but that was the staflgs quo for al s
“But what does all that higto do with Mr. Kificaid?"
Anne asked.
"RH}'T“M
Mrs. Howa
to the

,i.m! it k!uks Ilir.e
is own hands and stole

ssills, llll!kn*dlﬂ’:r—

nr m:#

: Imunlymﬂﬂb

- e glancedsal the papers

Iﬂli Iz.rius on tfie ¢ ligr gazg vo Blanche
Howard. .

“"What do you think is the best way to handle it? Shall 1

take these est a survey, or do you want it done
mmmh:rwmi' > ‘ﬁ o

Mrs. Howard allowed herself to smile for the<i
] think that I'll take these down there myself and tell them
I"ve just come across them. Oh, dear. [ can't do that, can 17
Didn't you say you've already talked to someone?"

| 'mw

:' to come jake things right. He rdr.,s; guilty at
| hbaving It:;!E alkl%a&ﬁl 2o

e A SV
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“Yes, | have,"" Anne -:! **But maybe we could go in
together. 1 think the talkedifo #*3“ best to

accommodate you."
“Yes, that might be best,' the mhcrﬂmn agreed. “All

right, we'll take care of it Mnnda:.rir 's convenient for
It should make old ! happy
h p all

especially since I'r paid
a3

. id. “'It worried my flither deeply
, and he made me promise

o Mought.
fine quality was unmis-
5 TEVE l"ﬂllgh‘l a softn at offset
the liu:k of MIE s size mightshave conv iwuc
Mrs. Howard a grouping of a love seat two

mfortable,” she in-
ﬂted"lm:hﬂhlfﬂuﬂ "ﬁ-i % { ‘
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Rob sat beside Anne love seat and draped an arm

s Sy Wh T ] i T it ot
arcu Y ne STRHNE. Wins Sl #Eh ked up at him, gyes large in a pale face, and he
of sight. Id ber with a smile. pulled tgf doww ile her hands clgchagl convul-

| ' R |

“In spi ad;nguumnmnn?" ﬂmly at his sh
I.“ :I
kay, she seems
im for a few seconds, be-
together. ‘!‘ve 2Ot to

opportunity to take the. papers and kﬂq:r e -
from pursuing it. All she

Ilslen spl:aking agd rel
whcn Mrs oward cki mm

. Gl
fdﬂckﬂn:h # i
g sston ol ok wible. | S A iy i

of gvochildren, aboyand | ﬂ“ﬁE Hmfms you're a ghost!""

m“—uﬂl".‘-!l"ﬂu

A e thought as lh-r.- world be-
l'ne“ she said, and _gave their

raam:a ta&e ' l%:da: Rob as

HII-;
Mkeness of a . about
that drew her to her feet for a

though for confirmation. He nodded &hd s » She'll be
okay. Anne's not used to our particular brand of heat yel.
The humidity, you know."*

“Of course,” Mrs. Howard murmured. *‘Perhaps this

began @ thud.
neck w she

o e e o
not a = BH o 3 ear-
lier, i it Without having
to be%old, knew exactly who it w

““Anne, what's wrogg?'* Rob’s b
his miwr f«a@h

will help,"" She handed Anne a glass of tea.

Anne sipped, then said, **1t"s wonderful, thank you. I'm
feeling much better now.”"

The older woman regarded her critically for a few mo-
ments longer, and finally said, **“Well, your color's better,
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but I was sure you wﬂi;nmg to faint
Does this happcn to you ofteg?"”
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e W = o g ——— .
=

E
"

1Igan"“ Anne asked "lt's 50
d any."

“}f‘:

sister? Mar-

and gav a rmd th mut

ever hear from her?"’
ut the unexpected question, and her
l:xpr:ss-mn Wis u-nuhlh:l when she replied, ““No, why do you
ask?"

Anne sat helplessly, trying to decide what to say next, but
it was Rob who answered the question, in a quiet, sympa-
thetic voice.

*'"Mrs. Howard, I'm hazy on the details, but | remember
your sister’s disappearance, and I"ve told Anne as much as

Fl.lll:f. =
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I can about it. !‘ra*ht. we were surpiised that her ﬂamc s

n* 5. -

“| know. Id have that corrected, but ﬂ:ﬂhﬂ hope

dies, habit ins."

“'m #w‘{tgxwwwc for you,"

’:L-!'-.'F"'" WL R bl At TTELT
" 2 he couldn't be blamedn :
= AT 3 Anid more al home. He kept a
set {:-I' bn-nks th.:re. and abm.ll. twice a week a bookkeeper
would go by to update them. Peg wanted to take over that
job, just to prove to Father that she could, but he was afraid
she’d make an error that might go undetected since he
wasn'l able to keep as close tabs as he had in the past.”
Anne was beginning to feel a definite sympathy for Mar-
garel Schaeffer’s position, and she felt even more for
Blanche Howard in the present.
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shc disap nn ll:r. “dH:I she
say 0 you Edlﬂﬁs

ing?”’
1 knew shr: was growing maore unhappy a.t o Mfs

i e pte
b ..-' ; _nllha‘t sr.rilu::.-

ow must it Immmmnc you
Wﬂndﬂﬂthnnwﬁﬂﬂtpﬂl;ﬁ;pﬁh‘mmﬂw

S Er o900 1--.---! i sinli. Jd§
pain, and turned (o ob. 4o i

H.E m.‘hﬂ' v ! Lhougt t s'ﬁb—fﬂql,hr MI 3 .r- | .._- i
tearing her apart. He hadp’

at the moment he was re he was a ped LG
handle what had 1o be m‘ﬂaém%‘&%%

neéeded his help and he had to try.

**“Mrs. Howard, |—both Anne and [—know how painful
it must be for you. Fifteen years of not knowing has got to
be a spécial kind of hell.*'

She looked at him and nodded. **Thank you," she said,
and her voice strengthened as she spoke. *“It has been dif-
ficult, and as you said, not knowing has been thg worst of
it. | came to the conclusion a good many vears ago that Peg

~ pain, but at least yo
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would hm-'l‘: Ilr.d or written |{vﬁ1¢ could, that she must
t knowing when or hu-w. never I:H:in;

Anﬂr I:n:w thm she'd never hmrcn bnt:.rEp liﬁy (s}

ﬁ.,m;:% JARL S e

I know,'!
' withnuu:-umprehmsin_

bl ST Y

Rob reached for Anne's hand again, and w'l';nn his ‘fin-
gers tightened aroundshers she found the courage o say,
“When [ was here ghat summef, wﬂh m;r father, 1 saw

someone strikl dﬁ'u e ﬂuu runs
between your father’ s
playing nearby and saw it lhrnu & hranr_hu

“What are you 53

sy
nufrsummmmrthﬂmlt,
letting her I:n he wis there, offering support.

Blanche Howard sat without moving,-a wing
horror on her face until suddenly, angrily,
““That's quite egough. 1 won't listen to any more of this.

*Shocked, Anne*tared for g moment, but when Rob
leaned forward and began to s-a:.' #umcthm;, she put a re-
straining hand on his

“Mrs. Howard,'#she mmsm:l. turning back to the
woman. *'1 he was your sister. I was sure of it the
momeént 1 saw hef,picture today."

Blallt:h!:_.ﬂﬂ mpr
‘M win,"" ;h:smd I
tale o all you've

r lips into & tight line,
id this rather sordid
today in serious doubt.
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II' it weren't for those pgp 5, I'd dIEmJ-SE m.' entire inter-

for the survr.ry—thmttm facts 5|:|e:ﬂl: for themselves, so | 'III-"IH
be ar the courthouse al eleven
want to hear any pore gf this

TW 0 the door, with Mrs:.
Howdrd following behind. Rob had his hand on the knob

Anme larddhwers- ovec i
MO, ]

she said *“Eleven o'clock Monday.”" B
cool and distant,

Anne looked at Rob but he cmhr
opened lh: door. A mog ;

her voice and

¢ putside and it

Anne said with dis-
; ol a performance

I'm proud of, especially that nasty little §arting shot."
“You did "Afl'ldl- had to be du:rne." told her, and

morning. But | don't |
r 1] ]

**Rob, wait just a

his head and |
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“1 knog but Ruh. m:d toffeip her. | feel awful. All
“Anne yOu umuifcmz i tit," he

Munda}' she’ll have half some time to think it
I:F'I'Er. L i

éless, on the dgds
% e

id he have lost

Ir'l':l Mubered the expres-
sion of rage, but the image was too vague cn@ 10 gu
the man's age. *““I've got to know more about Peg,” she said
abruptly. “‘About whether she had engmies. And Blafithe
Hc:wm'd is | t unl:,r one who t:u.n help with that. Some-
hﬂw..l o convince her.

said. ““But not ndWe You'll have to
it & Iutl-: umu . 'PE

g knnw Anne sighed "Maybe sh: EI listen on Mon-

i et B

‘i‘"uncr qyss widened gs she turned (o look at hirfi,
?pmd."lt ‘how?**-she-asked, her gxpressiol'd Dlend of sur®
{m.u: and suspicion. Rob.glanced at _her, then "Eega.nin
augh,

1 -
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1 didn*t pave in mind," id. "But

- ‘mm Igl Mﬂ:, and,
& just name it."*

smen| and amusenﬁit Anne

e thn ut it.’

; : . “It"s been a while
had to &oke dovlh o e,

L -III

|- ' -. -—'l '; .‘. - . w . Ir . " i

'“*

S .
. ﬂédn"lqtﬂnnu - thnﬁ?mﬁsl “Ihﬂ

thought of Rob/MRiting JBr Tier IMQQEIETrs, o Mhthe pros-
pectcfp:rhaps it T T g it y s well,
gon't know what we'll do 3 that time,” she
slipped her room key i the lock. Be-
turn it, though, the door §wung inward.
o, She stogEgOoTe g the spot.

l-
st LL L ELLELEEEL T PR T IHT |
M. The shed ia:..- muhmp

on the floor, n.lnng w:th a pile of c!mhmg
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jaunty-looking patchwork of print in varying sizes, shapes
and colors.

With her heart beating rapidly, Anne picked her away
over the piles on the floor until she could read the message.
“THIS IS YOUR FINAL WARNING. LEAVE THAT
SUR ALONE. NO CHANGE OR NO MORE ANNE
GOODWIN"" The word survey and her name had been
compiled of individual letters, mjjsmatched, uneven and
strangely ominous, aside from"the implied threategf the

1 ""IH nld 1!Rm B gl }

e ™ hizper, she turned and fled

Lhmugh lh: dmr and into the hall. “Rob!”’ she called, and

this time it was almost a scream, with undeniable intona-
tions of fear.

He was there in less than a minute. About to walk out to
the garden with Mora, Anne’s shout had stopped him with
his hand on the screen door. He'd spun around and rushed
from the kitchen, leaving Nora to run after him.

Anne was standing in the hall near her room, shaking, her
eyes fearful. Rob's arms were around her in an instant.

“What’s wrong?"* he asked. He could feel the rapid thud-
ding of her heart. **Anne, are you hurt? e

“*No—no!"" She shook her head and clung to himsiit's
my room,"" she managed. ** e's been in there.”
He held her arms while he look up and down

isfied that she hadn' eYorany physical harm, he mmr.-d
her gently aside and turned to thélopen door.

Rob swore ripely when he saw'ihe condition of the room.
Anne joined him just inside the door, and he put his arm
around her in a protective gesture. Then he saw the note.
“What the hell?”" he muttered, and stepped over to the
mirror to read it.

“Merciful heavens, what’s happened?' Noma's voice
came from the doorway.
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“'Someone’s been in my room."’ Anne stated the obvious
without turning.

H‘;Bul who on earth...?"” Nora began, and stepped in-
S0,

Rob had finished e L A
back to the L ‘Don't touch
tioned, and moved 1o Ahne. 1 ; :
flashed in his eyes. ing that it wasn't directed at her,

1]

anything,'

her arm, *‘I'm calling Bill " s -

After asking Nora not to speak of the incident to any-
one, they waited in the parlor for the sheriff, talking in low
voices 5o that the others in the house wouldn't overhear.

““What can there be about that survey that warrants all
this?"* Anne asked. *'I can't think of a reason on earth that
it should matter to anyone except Blanche Howard and
Raymond Kincaid. She clearly doesn't care, and he could
only be pleased.”

Rob nodded. *"Maybe it’s the location of a critical spring
or something. It

but thought better of it. As long as

she was with him, he'd ju# as safe. “'Okay," he
agreed, giving her a smi
Nora's voice reached (M webee®®The front hall, saying,
**Yes, the house has been open all day with people in and
out. It’s possible no one would notice.” A moment later she
came in, followed by a man in a khaki uniform,
rmm was Bﬁﬂs;id somehow at the contrast between the
men, » blue-eyed Bill Ryan was a three
inches shorter than Rob. He wore his hair shuﬂ.TnDddwh:r:

§
I
|
I
¥
I
I
I
i

 of tough ﬂlﬂﬂﬁ-, whil

- warm 88 call i . She immediately felt that
‘he was -
‘His inspection of her wgs [
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was wiry. He seemed to have the quality
b appeared more laconic de-
ime earlier en

iothing to Hide

spite the evidence of te

‘Rolg introduced his friend to0 Anne. Rvan's Wi

jed the letter carefylly,

L Gt I
get prints ofit or

-J-“'"-,.. e, 3

ith Rob to follow Ryan back

went outside to talk, where they could see
approached within earshot.

** the sheriff said when they were seated

chairs in the shade of a venerable maple. ““Suppose

me why anyone gvou ant 1o tear your room

ut the Survey®nd the murder, care-
details as she could remember. He
-asked a few questions, and there was an occasional word of
support from Rob. When she had finished; the sheri
for halfl a minute, frowni he thought about it. Finglly
said, **I'd like 1o have & se documems now.""
““Of course,”" Anne mpllnd,m the hayge 1o
them. As 500045 siie’d gone, Rob turned 1a.4i other )
man with an inguiring look. _—y
“I'll see what I can learn about this bit of land,"" Rvan
began. ““As soon as | verify it with the Land Office, I'll drop
in on old man Kincaid. Maybe he'll have some notion of
what it's all about.""
**Thanks, Bill, ] appreciate it.""
“It's my job,”" Ryan reminded him. **A threat made in my
territory falls within the province of official business.”




-

J28 . Nothing ro Hide
Rob nodded, then said, **I know the Land OfTice will be

closed todgy but if summne Tﬁ you in, I'd like 1o tag
YIS
y hy not?™ Iht: sheriff BEI’-EEd ““We'll checkg :

other owner—make sure it §
¢t location. Th

in connection with it, there's no evidence thaj a crime was
even committed, and the whole allegation is based on
childhood memories. Even those memoriegafeguspect, my
friend, because by her own admission, Anne had a pen-
chant for whoppers at ¢ La.gt
Rob bristled and madg no H'I' to disguise it. ‘!}nm.q,u

Bill, she's telling th® truth” I}uc‘[ ﬁ ﬁ;'el

is—the history professor’s daughter? Hive you furgﬂm:n 1:hv¢
day we beat the hell out of the Murphy brothers for pulling

ip al ng her up'?”

D l hav:n t I'ﬂr;gmten

T 1L, she recalled the whole incident with total clarity.
MNow the details of the killing are coming back, and she's
badly shaken. It's real, damn it. She really saw it happen.'”

The sherilf regarded him thoughtfully for a few seconds,
then said, “‘Look, I'm not refusing to look into it, Rob. I'm
just establishing the priorities. We deal first with facts, then
with possibilities. As soon as this survey is wrapped up, 1'll
check into Margaret Schaelfer's disappearance.”

Nothing to Hide 129

Qn Bk cusths wAl Haiit. 1;:."‘ S Ao
tidamait, Bill, make it himsell he de-
. um:u,ed that hcw mmutd

A -~ After had lefgwith Ryan,sAnne asked ‘“Nora, do you

lie in the sun for a while? I'll

. “"I'have severa‘.I." she replied,
jssue. Bul do you think EI 5 wis:

t mJ er l.han

your !nchrﬂrd on a Suurdiy afternoon? And 1 only plan to
my'Eut a half hour or s#. Tt's just been Suf.'h an upsetifhg

‘- —

“All . you've ¢onvinced me, " 'innnenideimgy®

M *“The hlankm are folded ol

T SNy an
gF ‘:W- ' F o
; Dist against herthigh startied Rnne awakg,
- - !-t'

v

el 1 i

"'i.f-lll._l'--p-.i-.u- -

g @ DOELE, M
e tried (o
: T IIeCrlon.
She hﬂrd Hnma voice answer from
might as well get four while you're 2
Anne was still tryving 1o fend g
proached. “Monty," he said
retriever backed off.
She became acutely aware of the skimpirifss o1 her bikimi
a8 Rob's gaze traveled over her in a long, deliberate ap-
praisal. At his expression she fﬂlﬂhﬂﬂtlh&ll;ﬁd nothing to

e house, “*You

i quiet nuthum',r.
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do with the sun,
enough?'’ she sma
tion aud t

hid she took refuge in anger.
RfFr: okl fo fng lo-

she dozed off,

e reply. Then he
, snapping his fin-
gers for Monty to follow. | E rgturned with four
cucumbers in his hands; fuh® hA% ganished, blanket and
all. 4 1
The shower cooled her and as sl‘nnﬁrwed for
SUpRET 5 bq,an to regard §hie brief encounter withk a uer

mmg. Coinis s, o ve

Ihturu: whu'datmd lhm:n N,

il T e T

She fgstened on a single strand of cesabbeads and wore no

4 mumﬂunhnr ual makeup, but kspeuall:mml.ls_
1 Sh: Id_herself the gpifiognce e,

her reflectio | Whemshc upmed the dﬂur Munll]r 'I:lu
: n: two before he'stwood before her in R,

i g
d:mu he demanded, then heard a call

:!—gnt down here!"
that, she mused, and followed the re-

eps m{herc Rob waited in the hall be-

ped clothes, too. It was the first time she'd
A yvihing but jeans. Bat the tailored slacks and
now wore suited him, (oo, They gave him a

gloss of civilifation that suddenly enabled her to see him in

SUrUEE ook CONITO by 55T kbbbt errrrre=rre

] ML i

- by
X wasdumbfuunﬂnd at the si
expected some wisecrack refe o her bikini, or an at-
tack on her intelligence for nge®taying inside in the first
place. Just as unpreparel ¥ the pleasure the words gave
her, it ook a few secgpd® 1o find her voice and say, ““Thank
TR d stepped down in front of him.
o eyes belore-he.reached for her
ale 4 E:ﬁjt.ﬂ Ty " in her mind. She moved into
achiai i Mg His shoulders, holding fase
cal suffused her. HeMips parted under hissand
against him with a sma4 A of pleasure, .=
senses were assailed with hig he soft yield of
her.body, the warm press of hef il flavor as the®™
tongues met. He'd felt warmth agtl anticipation before e
tuu:hudher—nuw llwasfre hassion in an escalatiofi $d™

e compliment. She'd

u.aqmck :

Andeim puundmg ul' her heart Ihrﬁunh the layers of theige
-.dutlung He held her away and-smiled, bui-his eyes wers®
serious when he said, ““We're poing (o finish thisat somes

mosd®pportune time."
. I ! , and Anne des®
cided he'd changed his mind. Nor was ansthing said-aboul,
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heraroom, since a few of the regular boarders were ongdand,
for the meal.
By the time they'd finished, Anne was wondering Whitte
would be.adecentinterval before she could escape 1o her
~room, Suddenly the ielephope intoscipiag, and Nogsgpwalked
into-the hall-to answer it. “*Anne, it's for you, dear," she
called.
Remembering the Easallﬂuﬁd had, Anne’s heart ]'I'IIHI.‘ﬂ
a beatgs she rose (o it. - LA r.
wes@ven half preparedfa chill still mvadnd hnr.ly and miru;l
held her in its grip.; The voicg—sexless, cxprﬂslﬂnkﬂg‘
menacing—said, ‘1 hope you've been heeding my warn-
ings, Anne Goodwin. This is the last one. If you do any-
thing with that survey, neither you nor anyone who helps
you will be around to see the outcome."
Anne stood clutching the rmu?ﬂiﬁ staring as though
mesmerized. -

color drained from her face h

r L} H . K 3, ‘
et

“Yes." She sighed, then became aware that he was Sk

m“‘ i
Gaphesiug her facegs his chest.
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The wave of tenderness that swept him at the small ad-

* mission of vulnerability left him shaken. His

.'h.

e

ln;mnd her, and he held her tightly, to steady seif s well
@5 o comfort her. When he dared try
huane uneven. ““Yes," he told her.

wn alter from angry to
wjﬁl: his touch gentled. *‘Let’

ji[t,” he said at last.

A

“I*m not sure that's




