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She'd been jilted once, never again!

No way would Clair again risk the embarrassmentramdiliation of being left at
the church on her wedding day. She had finisheld mign!

The move to her girl friend's farm in South Afrieas just the complete change
the doctor had ordered. Their neighbor, Shane Newias a masterful bachelor,
but Clair knew he would pose no threat. Besidesyae practically a woman
hater!

But as the memory of her old love receded, Clawillimgly found herself
thinking of Shane!



CHAPTER ONE

DAwN hung in the African sky, mysterious as the lasélftas its
luminescence spread over the lonely bushveld, ¢chgnts neutral
colours to gold and yellow, with occasional flasloésusty red or
streaks of fiery bronze.

Clair's pensive gaze was fixed, one half of herdnaasiring nothing
more than to appreciate the miracle of nature adl#ning golden
sphere rose majestically above the horizon, bubther half of her
mind was occupied by those momentous events wladHdd to her
coming here, to this part of the Transvaal, with ¢@usin Sharon,
and her friend from schooldays, Jean Baker.

Jilted at the altar....

With a shuddering sigh Clair turned, left the stcapd went back to
her tiny bedroom where, unable to remain still, gaeed about in a
small circle, feeling like a caged lion.

If only she could forget! If by some miracle thevas a magic potion
she could take! But no. The whole scene kept amrmitg, over and
over again, torturing her, bringing hot tears to éyes and a terrible
ache to her throat.

The dress, billowing out like a fairy gown; the Hedress, the orange
blossom—

"No! | must stop this thinking, this continual dived) on that terrible
experience!"

But of course she could not put it from her, jissifé were nothing of
any great importance.

Her parents had expended all their savings on #uglimg - declaring
that Clair was worth everything they could give .h&nd so the



reception had been booked at none other than tegeCdotel, and
over a hundred guests had been invited.

Keith had never once been late for an appointmaahsa it naturally
came as a shock to Clair when, entering the chancher father's
arm, she had realized that her bridegroom washeoét

The minutes dragged by and in Clair's heart wasrdbte fear. Keith
had had an accident on his way to church. Suclgshiad happened
before. . . and it had happened again. Keith wasisenway to
hospital....

"Father," she had whispered eventually, "somethery serious has
happened.”

"Nonsense, darling. Traffic jams, I'll wager. Youdw what this
darned town's like on a Saturday morning."

Yes, yes, it must be a traffic jam.

It was not a traffic jam. Jeremy, the best man,eapgd at last, his
presence increasing the uneasy stir which was birgmtently

manifest in the church. The note was handed tor'€l&ather; she
recalled her almost uncontrollable desire to snatfthm his hands.
She recalled his face turning ashen, rememberesmy&s husky
voice saying,

"I've done all | can, Mr Duncan - but he's adamiamtso very sorry."

The hours and days that followed, with Clair irtates of collapse and
her mother little better. Her father, trying to beave, must surely
have been crying inside. His task it was to padkhe wedding
presents and return them; his task it was to goth® little
semi-detached house which the couple had obtaamettake from it
all that belonged to his daughter - her clothesbbeks, and all those



little treasured possessions that had scarcelyrametary value but
in sentimental value were priceless.

No word from Keith for over two weeks. Both he amd parents
were away from home, Mr Duncan had been told byeighbour
when he went to visit the house of his daughtetsce. A fortnight
later there did arrive a letter, saying that Kéittu gone to stay for a
while with his aunt and uncle in Lincolnshire.

He had been visiting them rather frequently durihg past three
months, and Clair was naturally a trifle unhappyhest idea of his
leaving her. He was helping his uncle to build anexe to his house,
and so Clair resigned herself to being on her oitheaweek-ends.
After all, she told herself logically, as Keith wiasthe building trade
it was the natural thing for him to offer to helis aincle.

What Clair was not to know was that Keith had nmetther girl down
there, and that for several weeks before the datd ffor the
wedding, his mind had been confused, while he tt®dlecide
whether it was Clair he loved, or this other girl.

"If only he had mentioned it to me," cried Clairanguish, "we could
have discussed it. But to wait until the last motimxfore malting up
his mind! To leave me there, at the church, causiegsuch deep
humiliation - oh, | would never have believed heldbe so cruel!”
She had been talking to Jeremy, who had calleding lback some
records she had lent him. He was tensed, uncorbferta the
extreme. Keith had been his friend for years battdid Clair, this
was the end. He would never speak to him agaioragds he lived.

"If only we could get our daughter away somewhekd;S Duncan
was saying a few days later, tears rolling down tleeeks. "A
complete change of scenery, the doctor prescrihdsvith spending
all our money on the wedding—" She broke off, wighshe had not
reminded her husband of the terrible loss theydwdféred. For the



proprietors of the hotel had been forced to makduh charge for the
wedding breakfast. Had they been notified evendayesooner, they
could have made some reduction, but as things \Weeefood was
wasted and therefore they would have to insistaymnt in full.

"We might be able to take her away for a week,d S@ilair's father,
but it was Clair herself who put this aside at\ibey outset.

"You're not paying out any more money for me," $bkl him
determinedly, and she added, "One day | shall payback."

"We don't want money, Clair darling," said her neth'We want
only your happiness."

Happiness. . . . Peace of mind she might one dayatwhen this
searing pain in her heart was healed, but happwassnot for her.
Clair vowed never again to put herself in a positidhere she could
be left, heartbroken and humiliated, at the ahad if she was never
in that position then it was logical to own thateshever again
intended to fall in love.

Clair's bridesmaids came to see her regularlyjchere or two other
friends. But for the most part people felt too emaissed by the
whole business, and in consequence they kept away.

"It mightn't be quite so bad if you hadn't givenyqur job," Jean said
one evening when she and Clair were together irsittiag-room.
"Could you get it back, do you think ?"

"I wouldn't go back to the same office and havergwee looking
pityingly at me." Clair gave a shudder at the pietlirue, it would
pass eventually, but as she was feeling at pretenknew she was
guite unable to face any further humiliation.

"Your mum says the doctor's advice is a completagh ?"



"He thinks you can just go abroad at will." It w@kir's father who
spoke, his having entered the room carrying adrayhich were two
cups of coffee and some dainty sandwiches. "Doatorst always
understand that their advice can't possibly baezhout."

"He wants Clair to go abroad?"
Mr Duncan nodded his head.

"And she'd go if we could possibly afford it,” heedtared
emphatically. "However, we can't, so we've to kE€&or here."

Clair looked up into his troubled face. He seenetdve aged ten
years or more, she thought.

"Il get over it, Father," she assured him - yether heart she
wondered just how long it would take her to getratze

The trouble was that she still loved Keith, and tdea of his
preferring another girl was like a sword turningdhair's heart every
time she thought about it.

It was less than twenty-four hours later that Jdwaving arrived
almost at the same time as Sharon, came out watinglvs that she
had been made a gift of a small farm in South Afric

"Now | ask you," she said, spreading her handsatwiould | do
with a farm in South Africa ?"

Mr Duncan said,

"l take it that it's the little place your greatiake's been working for
the past thirty years or so ?"



"That's right. From what we've gathered he's nevaite anything of
it - not profitwise, that is. He's eked out a mealiving and been
satisfied with that, being a bachelor, then at teestlecided to sell it
and come to England to retire—"

"Sfell it?" broke in Sharon, looking puzzled. "Ywoe'just said he's
given it to you."

"It was his original intention to sell it - so hays in his letter which |
received this morning. But no one was interestedepi his

neighbour, who sounds a rather arrogant, pompaus & person
who's wanted Uncle's little plot of land for sormed. | do remember
that Uncle once wrote to us saying this neighbad talled him a
cantankerous old man who ought to have been a é&gsalobstinate
and meddlesome was ladwithout either nous or wit."

"That's nice!" inserted Sharon, her grey eyesiglnangrily.

"So Uncle decided to be obstinate and refuse tmaeto this man -
Shane Neville's his name - but instead to come riglédad and
advertise the farm as a gift to any young person whuld like to
accept a challenge. He admits he didn't think Behtwt, but once he
saw me he thought | could be the sort of girl whghhjust possess a
spirit of adventure.”

"And don't you possess a spirit of adventure?" igdeBharon, a
curious inflection suddenly entering her voice.

"You've known me long enough to be able to answat yourself.
Yes, of course | have a spirit of adventure, bué lalso got a
modicum of nous - in spite of being a female," sldeled with a
grimace. "And I'm darned sure | couldn't managarenfby myself-
especially as I'd be unable to enlist the help pfmighbour should
anything go wrong. You see," she added, "the faares very
scattered, and Uncle had no other neighbour anynear to him."



"Ngumi Farm, | believe you said it was called?"

Mr Duncan looked at Jean, his brow creased in avrfraf
concentration. "That is the name ?"

"Yes, that's right."

"Sounds intriguing, a hame like that." Sharon'sseyere strangely
fixed upon Clair's bent head. Clair was looking doat her hands,
clasped loosely on her knee. It was plain to hesiothat her entire
mind was elsewhere - on that cad who had let hendbYou've had
some experience of farming," she added, transtgher attention to
Jean.

"l was brought up on Grandfather's farm, as youwkrmut I've been
on my own now for over three years - ever sincelird and Uncle
Steve and his wife took over. We didn't get on— MWfelasn't quite
that," she amended. "They naturally wanted theeptadhemselves,
and in any case, | was ready to find my own fe®d, lamust own that
the chance of independence was more than a littkctive."

"You've done well," from Mr Duncan. "Your littledt's a gem, and
you've an excellent job as chauffeuse to old Mister—"

"No more. I'm out of work - or soon will be."
"Out of work?"
"He's decided to enter Normandy House."

"The home for the aged?" Mr Duncan looked surprisethis news.
"Is there any special reason?"

Jean nodded her head.



"He's had several 'do's' as he calls them, sodeeisled he mustn't
live alone any longer. Normandy House offers ewenyfort plus the

constant care of nurses and other staff. He's wislank," ended

Jean, but there was a slight sigh accompanyingvbsis.

"So you'll be looking for another job ?"
"I've another two weeks with him, that's all."

"To get back to this farm—" Sharon spoke at las¢ $ame odd
inflection edging her voice. "Have you definitelyréwn away the
idea of having a go at working it?"

Jean stared at her.
"Are you crazy ?" she ejaculated.

A strange, profound silence followed before Shasai, her eyes
flicking towards her cousin,

"l too have a spirit of adventure. | also like alénge."

Mr Duncan gave a start; Clair raised her headjriterest caught at
last, although not to any great extent.

"Are you suggesting you and Jean go to South Affstearon ?"

"I've been bored with my office job for ages. Theatine sometimes
drives me to distraction."

"Your parents?" began Clair. "They wouldn't wanuyto go to a
place like that, surely ?"

"Why not?" Sharon spread her hands expressivelyoKlat us! My
brother bitch-hiking round the world; one of myters on what she



calls a working holiday in New Zealand, and my otister running
a boutique in Spain.”

"You're roamers, that's for sure," agreed Mr Duncan
Jean said at last, "I'm beginning to see what gabout, Sharon."

"l guess that three enthusiastic young ladies cadck that farm,"
she said. And she added with a grimace, "It woudd duite
entertaining to aggravate our dour and woman-hateighbour."

Clair was looking at her cousin. ,

"Three young ladies?" she said, Sharon's words having@tpsed
sufficiently for her to have grasped their meaniigy not going to
Africa, so you can count me out."

"The doctor did order a complete change. ..." Mn€an appeared to
be talking to himself, and in fact his next wordsre/not audible at
all. Clair repeated her assertion that she wagoioig to Africa, but

she could see by their expressions that Sharonlead were very
much taken with the idea.

How she had come to be persuaded Clair would readlly know.

Looking back afterwards she reached the conclusiat) being in a
state of total uninterest in her future, she haddbit simpler to let
herself be led both by her parents and by herdserher very dear
and loyal friends, Sharon and Jean. Clair's mdthdrbeen troubled
at first, but her husband soon convinced her ofathasability of

Clair's seizing this chance of getting away froen pityiftg stares, the
awkward little sentences people still devised tqress their
condolences, the church, the Castle Hotel andmfare important,
the possibility of meeting Keith - who might just Bccompanied by



his new girl-friend, for Mr Duncan had been tolattshe was now a
regular visitor to Keith's home.

Still pacing about on her bedroom floor, Clair fdumer reflections
moving a little farther back, to the time when siet Keith. Love had
stirred within her very quickly - at the secondtloird meeting, she
believed. Before she knew it she was wildly entadgh an emotion
that carried her to the very heights of happindss,Keith had

reciprocated at once, telling her that she wastieeand only girl for
him.

"You're so lovely, Clair," he would say, gently ébing one clear soft
cheek, or staring with a sort of fascination in&r beautiful violet
eyes, eyes that could be delightfully shaded weeiarrassed by his
praise, she would lower her long silken lasheangitier confusion.
He would kiss her then, taking delight in the way full, rosy lips
would quiver in a little tremulous action when hewl his mouth
from hers. "You make me want to kiss you over aver @gain, just
to see your lips tremble when I've finished."

She would laugh, a silvery tinkling laugh, and éges would reflect
her laughter, and her happiness. Keith used todakandful of her
shining, russet- brown hair in his fingers and @rinhto his face,
revelling in its softness, and in the hint of afpere that sent his
pulses racing - at least, he always maintainedttieperfume she
used sent his pulses racing.

A deep sigh escaped her now as she recalled thialiag times, and
it seemed, somehow, that the final scene was bueam, and that
she must awake to find herself coming from the chuon her
husband's arm...

Clair's musing were brought to an end by soundsimgiftom the
room next to hers. Sharon was up, splashing watarleer face from



the large flower- decorated bowl which stood ongimall table under
the window.

Clair came from her room, welcoming the chancedbagvay from
her own thoughts. There was work to be done - uapgand then
the getting down to arranging the house to suit then tastes.

"Gosh!" exclaimed Sharon as she came from her ré@mchubby
face shining from the soap and water just used itpthfeel as if |
really belong here already! How many hours isntseiwe arrived ?"

"About twelve."

"Is that all?" Sharon preceded her cousin to thadiroom, then
turned as Clair entered. "We've so much to do heve, that there'll
be no time to think."

Clair managed a faint smile. This was going to s&an, she knew,
simply because she could not go about with a lawg,f making
things uncomfortable for her friends.

"You're right, Sharon, there'll be no time to thihk
Sharon looked critically at her.

"You've been thinking already, my girl!" she deeldr
"A little," admitted Clair. "It's early days yegmember."
"He isn't worth one second's worry!"

"Perhaps one day | shall agree with you about"that.

"When you meet someone else—"



"There'll never be another time, Sharon. I'm fiegtwith men for
ever!"

"Il make a cup of tea," offered Sharon practigalthanging the
subject and moving away towards the little placéhatend of the
house that served as a kitchen. "Jean's sleepitig Must be the
lovely fresh air of the bushveld!"

"What do you mean, sleeping?" came the indignaastipn as Jean
appeared in the open doorway. "Girls, I'll have ¥mow that I've
been abroad since sunrise! And I've observed aghbeur!"

"You have ?" from Sharon with interest. "And diddizserve you ?"

"No; he was in. a field some distance from the vamdwhere | was
standing. He appeared to be directing some of &iiwen boys who
were working in the middle of the field."

"What's he like?"

"Devastating!"

Sharon's eyes opened very wide.

"In what way, might | ask?" she queried drily.

“In every conceivable way," was Jean's swift resporiLike a
film-star - one of those tough, outdoor types. Haomde and strong
and all sinewy and lithe. Bronzed skin - whichmyao be expected,
of course, living as he does in this climate - dmah, clear-cut
features; dark brown hair which seems inclined &veva bit at the
front. That's about all | could see from where kWwa

"You certainly saw enough," commented Sharon,istithe same dry
tone of voice. "It would appear that the only thyay missed was the
colour of his eyes!"



Jean grinned and said she felt sure his eyes \esly grey.

"The kind that either look through you with arrogardifference, or
strip you."

"Strip?"

"l have a feeling that when eventually we meet anether he'll be
able to see every angular and bony bit of my urtjoleamale form."
Jean and Sharon laughed and Clair found it implesai to join in
their laughter.

"You've made a pretty thorough assessment," sharkeah presently.
"He sounds just as objectionable as | imaginedthibe."

Jean nodded her head.

"He's the sort of man whose face would crack ifdughed. Perhaps
he could manage a smile on some rare Occasion,"adked
musingly, "but I rather think his smiles would benm like sneers
than anything else. I'll bet you all I've got - whiisn't much, | know,"
Jean added with a grimace, "that he'll be forevaticising
everything we do on our land."

"Let him!" flashed Clair, and both girls lookedter, surprised at her
interest being so deeply aroused. She had bedly tethargic all the
way from England, and last evening she had goihedgust as soon
as they had decided which room each was to occifglyy should
we care for his opinion of our farming? He isngaa!"

"Hear, hear!"
"In any case, we'll show him we're just as compedsrhe is!"

"Lacking in nous as we are," supplemented Shartmavight laugh.
"The cheek of him, saying women are meddlesomeodstinate!"



She paused a moment. "Let's live up to his opimbmus—" She
glanced from one to the other. "Agreed?"

"l agree," answered Clair instantly.

"And so do |," from Jean with a mischievous grili.We're to have
the name then by all means let's enjoy the game!"

"I'm dying to meet him," said Sharon. "You weretagny impressed
by his appearance."

"Impossible not to be. Superlatively good-lookingnrare few and
far between, you must admit. Shane Neville's tinel kaf man you'd
instantly pick out in a crowd."

"l imagine so." Sharon paused a moment. "l was tifgomake a cup
of tea. Come into this - er - little hole here d@alil me some more
about this superb example of masculine perfection."

With her usual grin Jean followed Sharon into timg,ttin-roofed

apartment where stood a stove of sorts, rusty apdaing to have
given up the ghost long ago, since it was partiyksmto the dirt

floor. A butane stove stood precariously on a rigkable whose top,
made of plywood, was so uneven as to be uselesplase on which
to put cups and saucers.

It was this stove which Sharon used to boil théléet

"You haven't said what his house is like," saidrS8havhen the kettle
was filled and standing on the lighted stove.

"It's completely screened from the road by treessdmubs, so | didn't
even get a glimpse of it. However, | did see the@&acarved rather
splendidly on an ornamental board which was fastéma tree at the
end of the long drive. Watsonia Lodge, it's called.



"Sounds most impressive! I'll bet it's a veritapétace in comparison
to Ngumi Farm!"

"It wouldn't have to be much at all to be a palacsomparison to this
place," laughed Jean, at which Sharon instantljaded,

"l adore our little hovel!"

"Funny thing, so do I."

"It's going to be so easy to effect improvements."
"You can say that again!"

“I'm itching to get at it."

"l suppose the outside should come first. We\grdov almost all our
own food."

"I grew some lettuces once, in our back garden,seduSharon
nostalgically. "Mum declared they were the bestdsheer tasted.”

Jean laughed.

"Is that tea ready yet? I'm dying for a drink. lega I've walked at
least three miles this morning. Gee, but the sansias marvellous!
I'm going to thank you, Sharon, for your suggestioat we come
here and take up residence at Ngumi Farm."

Clair, hearing this, wondered if ever she hers@ild thank Sharon
for her suggestion. If the memory of that terribkperience faded,
then yes, she would thank her cousin - but as @Hiat present she
could not see the memory fading for some considietabe to come.

"The tea!" Sharon came in with the tray, followadJean. "Let us sit
down over a cuppa and debate on our plans of atie glanced up



at the calico-covered ceiling and pulled a facesutjgest we get the
inside reasonably comfortable before we begin tapwur energies
into the outside?" She looked inquiringly at Jeéaknow you've said
we must concentrate on the growing of our own faad ] don't think
a week or so can make all that difference."

"Clair," said Jean, "what do you think?"

"l think we ought to make ourselves comfortablegnieNe'll feel
more settled if the place is clean and neat." 8tezlla hand. "Just
look at all those cobwebs."

Jean nodded thoughtfully.

"Very well. Carried unanimously. And now - what abgome form
of transport? Uncle says it's seven miles to Mdietvivhich is the
nearest town, so obviously we've to buy ourselves of those
station-wagon things we saw as we came along yksten the hired
car. Uncle was so delighted at the idea of my aaugphis challenge
that he gave me a sum of money - | mentioned thy®t both some
time back, if you remember?"

Sharon grinned.

"You said you refused it at first, but the old nlast his temper, so
you decided it was best to accept.”

"Indeed yes! He went off into a frenzy, almost. dvl a strong
suspicion that he could be quite a handful if yat kgis back up
properly." Jean was laughing as she watched Stpaorng the tea.
"Maybe our neighbour was right when he called hamtankerous."

"It was his reference to women that riled me." $hananded Clair
her tea. "Disparaging remarks like that prove hetsat all a nice sort
of person.”



"It's a pity he's like that," said Jean, strokirer shin thoughtfully.
"We might need his help one of these days."

"l shouldn't think we'd get it." Clair helped hdfde sugar and stirred
her tea. "Far better not to ask than to be reftised.

The others nodded in agreement and the subjecteeMe that of the
house, and the renovations necessary to providehtbe girls with
the minimum of comfort. They decided to go into Molte and buy
cleaning materials, paint and brushes, and somerialafior curtains
and covers.

"The furniture's not too bad at all," Jean had [esly observed.
"All it needs is a jolly good clean with soap andter and then the
application of some furniture polish."

Arriving in town some two hours later, having walkthere, they
went first to the cafe and ordered a large poeaf t

"We'll get a taxi back," declared Sharon firmlyll"bet I've lost a
couple of pounds in weight with all that walkinghd the heat! I'm
cooked to a frazzle!"

Even Clair laughed at this, and a glance was exygthbetween the
other two girls.

"l suggest we separate,” Clair said as they drhek tea, "and each
go to a different shop."

"Good idea," agreed Sharon. "Here's the list. Latake three
columns of the items."

A quarter of an hour later Clair was on her ownthi@ general store
which, rather to her surprise, seemed to be ablupply all she
wanted in the way of polishes, soaps and disinfista



Several people came in, and everyone stared at diipusly
wondering who she was. At last one elderly womaokspto her,
blandly asking if she was staying with relativedrgnds at one of
the farms.

"No," answered Clair, civily enough, but determdndo be
non-committal for all that. "I'm living at Ngumi Fa."

The woman's eyes widened.

"You are? But Mr Lumley's left." A question in ene; Clair looked
into her face and decided she could like the woman.

"My two friends and | have taken the farm over. Wend to make a
prosperous concern of it."

The woman's pale grey eyes flickered with amusement

"You're all youngsters, | expect? You must be,dtrerwise you'd

not be so optimistic about Ngumi Farm. Tell me rdabout the three
of you. The other two are men, of course." This wasatement and
Clair had to smile. But she was also reluctantritereinto details

about her friends and herself; in her opinion thivate business
was their own. What she did not know at this eathge was that
South Africans were invariably curious about anwo@mers to the
area. So far- flung were the farms and holdingsali¢tle gossip now
and then was diverting, providing entertainmerit passed from one
neighbour to another, perhaps taking a week or nmotige process,
as apart from meeting accidentally when in towe, ghople seldom
came into contact with each other. They threw baarnties on

occasions, or had a film show. They met at the Chmal Clair was
later to learn that there was a polo team to wiiehr neighbour,

Shane Neville, belonged.



"My friends are females.". Clair turned her attentito a stiff
handbrush the assistant was now holding out to lmring been
searching under the counter for it.

"Females!" exclaimed the woman, in so clear a voiad several
people who were looking at books at the far enthefshop turned,
their attention well and truly caught. "Three feawalkrying to run
Ngumi Farm! Well, that's the best I've heard inrg€a

Colouring, Clair spoke to the shop assistant, satte brush would
do very well.

"l also want furniture polish and dusters, please."

"Of course." The assistant smiled, glancing atvileenan at Clair's
elbow. "I'll just fetch them."

"Ah, Mr Neville. Your new neighbour - or one of thé' These words
penetrated above the chatter of several custonaard Clair felt her
nerves tingle. Shane Neuville. .. . She turnedf, fasded to do so, fully
aware that the woman had pointed a finger whilerunty the words,

"Your new neighbour - or one of them."

Clair's eyes met his. She saw that Jean's guedseleadca correct one.
Shane Neville's eyes were steely grey. They loakexunilingly into
hers, and there was a strange silence as a ldvgxaahining moment
passed.

The man nodded at length, then introduced him&&dir returned the
civility, but her voice was cold; she had no time fhen in general -
and certainly no time for this one. He turned pnégdo the counter,
then to the end of the store where he picked upak.lClair found

herself unable to draw her eyes away from his &gtie moved with
the springing step and easy action of an athlesehrioad shoulders
and narrow thighs combining to enhance the ovefédlct of elastic



strength that seemed to emanate from him. He turoelring the
book to the counter assistant, and Clair, imprebydus vitality and
magnetism, found herself under a strange computsiexamine his
face again, noting the keen dark eyes, the angad@i|ine features,
the unblemished skin, deeply bronzed by the Afrisan. His hair,
crisp and waving and faintly sprinkled with greytla¢ temples, had a
well-kept, newly-washed look, but it also bore @rde of being
recently teased by the breeze.

Attractive.... Undoubtedly a man of superlative goooks and
physique . . . but a hard man, since his mouthfii@s his jaw taut.
His eyes too had an implacable quality - cold aslst

His book paid for, he again nodded to Clair, bdsevwoman beside
her a brusque "Good morning," and strode majestidedm the
store.



CHAPTER TWO
THE three girls met again an hour later, each loadédparcels.

"We've found a man willing to take us home," Jead Clair with a
satisfied smile. "He's also willing to help us uyehicle." She went
on to explain who the man was. She and Sharon leh@na spoken
to him in one of the shops; he farmed Tofala Ridgemiles from
Ngumi. He was young and good-looking and had a baxither who
was also his partner. "His name's Bob and he'seaffas all the help
we might require."

"Wasn't it lucky that we should meet someone likat right at the
start?" Sharon also wore a satisfied smile. Thenastded, this time
with a grimace, "Was he surprised at the idea @elyirls tackling
Ngumi Farm! He seemed dubious as to our chancsesiaifess but
offered his help for all that" She looked at Cl&8irexpect you, too,
have had curious glances cast at you from varieoplp ?"

Clair nodded her bead, told them about the womaharstore, then
added,

"Shane Neville was there. He introduced himself #rad was all -
except for a supercilious look," she added indéffely.

Jean looked curiously at her.

"You say he was in the same shop as this womanasked you all
the questions ?"

"Yes, he was - standing right behind us."

"So he heard you telling her that three femalesevi@ming Ngumi
?Il

"He must have heard."



Jean and Sharon laughed.

"Well, that'll give him something to think abouttaid Jean. "Bob
was telling us that there isn't much in the wagmtertainment here,
so our appearance will provide a talking point whtes farmers and
others meet at the Club— It's called the Tamaristb by the way."

"Will you join it?" Clair's question included theboth.

"l think we all ought to join - if they'll have uthat is. It'll be nice to
attend a dance now and then."

Clair said nothing; she had no desire to join théoCbut on the other
hand, she was well aware that her friends belietveduld do her

good to join and, in consequence, she thought styet mecide to do
as they wished.

A week later the vehicle arrived, driven up to fiteat door by Bob.

"Not too handsome an object," he grinned, "butlisthe@'all you want
of her. She was cheap, and there's a six-montlagtes with her."

He took Jean on to the road and she drove it bHoén Clair was
shown the controls. Sharon, having passed herndritest only a
month previously, decided not to drive it at présen

"Il get down to it later," she said. "Bob, arewstaying to lunch?"

"Sorry, but | must get back. We've a lot to do loe farm, and one of
our two boys is off ill."

He looked around the living-room, commenting onithprovements
they had made.

"It's not as we want it, of course," Sharon tolehhibut it's far more
comfortable than when we first stepped into it."



He grinned. Clair, examining his features in a cogrsmanner,

decided that the clear blue eyes spelled honelgy,full mouth

compassion, the clear-cut lines of his face intgg8he felt that even
if she were a man-hater, she could not have dslB@b. He was of
the harmless type, could never do to a girl whattkead done to her.
He smiled and she managed to respond.

"Which one of you is driving me home?" he asked, iawas decided
that Jean should do so.

"Thank you very much for your help," smiled Sharon.
"It'll certainly make things easier for us," saithi.

"l hope so. And if there's anything else you wameén don't hesitate
to come over to Tofala Ridge. We're busy, but oot husy if you
girls should need help."

"Well," said Sharon when the station wagon hadpgieared into the
road, "he soon got moving! | hadn't expected hirfind us anything
as quickly as this."

She and Clair returned to the chore of scrubbiegstveral pieces of
brass they had found in a shed outside, and tihempating to put a
polish on them.

The two candlesticks were eventually placed on wiedowsill,
while the coiled snake and the bell were given andncon the
sideboard.

"It's beginning to look quite cosy," commented $imain a satisfied
voice. "I'm so glad we came." She was now lookihgex cousin;
Clair smiled faindy and said,

"Thank you, Sharon. | might seem miles away at sim& not
interested in what we're doing, but deep down mgichever lose



sight of what you and Jean are trying to do for thestill hurts
abominably, but perhaps all this - the new envirenmand the
adventure - will ultimately make me forget."

"l believe it will, Clair," returned Sharon gentBit was a dreadful
shock and naturally it will take some time to geewit. But, love,
others have managed to get over such things, sow kou will too."

Clair nodded her head.

"I'm very lucky to have you and Jean, and to be haway from it
all.”

"Indeed yes. To have stayed at home would nevex Hawe at all."
She paused a moment. "Don't go on being gratefdl ah that
nonsense, Clair," she-said after a while. "BotmJaad | were ready
for a change; this came just at the right timealbthree of us."

The sound of the station wagon took their eyefi¢owindow; Jean
brought the vehicle right up to the stoep and juinpat, her fair hair
flying in the wind.

"It's great!" she exclaimed as she walked intohitxese. "A bit shaky
and she emits an odd groan now and then, butishias health for
all that!" She glanced around. "The brasses loo&.rlinever thought
you'd get them up so well."

"The next thing is the floor," decided Clair. "irtk we ought to paint
it and then buy some coconut matting and other.tugs

"Good idea. What colour should we paint it?"

"Brown," suggested Sharon, and this was agreed.upon



"We'll go into town tomorrow," stated Jean eageftlyhere are so
many things we need now we've had time to look rastquroperly.
We could do with more kitchen utensils for one g¢hin

"l suggest we have just one more week on the ingiea concentrate
on the farm itself." Clair was at the kitchen ddualying decided to
make a pot of tea. "Will Bob tell us what to dowihe land?"

"He promised he would,” from Jean. "I myself woulde to
concentrate on livestock, because I've had expmziesf dairy
farming, as you know. And | think we ought to comicate on
producing a good supply of eggs. Bob assures mevihaill be able
to sell those."

"There are two sheds which look fairly good to megid Sharon.
"We could keep a few dozen hens in those."

"You know," said Jean a short while later as slok the cup of tea
handed to her by Clair, "l wouldn't have missed tor anything!"

Two more weeks passed. The house was comfortalllelean and
for the past week the girls had been concentraiimghe outside.
Sharon and Clair had surprised themselves byaipeuse of hammer
and nails. After a considerable amount of noisectvseemed to echo
for miles across the veld, the two sheds were réadyre occupation
of the hens which Bob had agreed to sell to thks.githey would
require to buy some more, he had said, but fotithe being these
would be a start.

"They're all young pullets on the point of lay," hesured them.
"Another couple of weeks and you'll be cooking yawn egg
custards and omelettes, you'll see!"



It was soon after his visit that Clair - who hagbeutside when he
had first arrived - began to wonder what was wraity her friends.

They had become strangely quiet, and once or twiee noticed

surreptitious glances being exchanged between thiemnas almost

as if there were a conspiracy afoot. However, thingturned to

normal, and remained so for a couple of days.

And then, right out of the blue, Sharon enteredrSlaedroom one
evening and said,

"Both | and Jean have an apology to make to you,

Clair—" From behind her back she produced a lettdris is yours.
Bob brought it, having collect- it - and anothee@udressed to Jear
- from the post office. In the first instance | opd it by mistake -
having the same surname as you." Sharon pausedremhoand it
was clear that she was having the greatest dif§iaal continuing.
But at last she did manage to do so. "I'd begure&a it before |
realized it was yours and not mine. Here it isjiCknd | hope you'll
forgive both Jean and me for our original decisiorkeep it from
you."

Clair stared at the envelope being held out to Bat.she made no
move to take it.

"l don't understand? You and Jean decided to kefepmh me? But
it's only from my parents—"

"It isn't from your parents, Clair," broke in hesusin quietly. "It's
from Keith—"

"Keith!" Clair's face lost much of its colour. "Bu{"

"That's why we decided to hold it back. We discdsdee matter,
decided it was in your interests to burn the thiagt then we had
another discussion. What wieinkis the right thing to do is not what



we knowis the right thing to do. We know we ought to givi® you -

and here it is." With that Sharon moved forward plated the letter
on the table beside Clair's bed. "You'll do what stlank is best, Clair
dear, but please think very carefully before yolkegour decision."

For a long moment after the door had closed beBinaron Clair
could only stand, frozen to the spot, and gaze aiilked and glassy
stare at the envelope lying there, on the tablerevher cousin had
put it.

At last she picked it up, as if it were hot. Slowglye withdrew the
letter, saw that it was a lengthy one, filling bsttles of a long sheet
of paper. She swallowed hard, aware of a chokimgegen in her
throat. Keith wanted her back; she knew this eefare she read one
word, knew it because of what Sharon had just said.

"I can't read it here...." She could not have sany, but the room
became a prison from which she had to escape. iBgossthe door,
she flung it wide, then went out into the clear @irthe garden,
turning her head to see if either of the others wakhing from a
window. There was no sign of them and she wandamngdnd on, the
letter in her hand. At last she was in the roadkivg in the sandy
ruts, at the sides of which grew peppers and bluesgand a few
semi-nude fir trees which seemed to be holdingodiie only by the
greatest effort, for the ground beneath them wasked and parched.
At length, with the healthy green lands of Shanevildes farm
stretching away on either side of the road, landtered well by the
irrigation channels running through the fields, iCkat down by a
gate and, lifting the letter, she began to read.

Yes, he wanted her back. He had made a terribldragtt mistake,
for it was Clair he loved. It always would be CJand if she could
not find it in her heart to forgive him and to beggain, then he
would remain a bachelor for the rest of his life.



"I'd heard you'd gone abroad," he continued, ors#oend side of the
paper, "and | went to your mother to get your aselré&’our father
said he'd kick me off the premises if | didn't mapgck, and so in
despair | left the house where | had spent so nteppy hours,
respected by all who lived there. However, fatereled that | was to
have your address, for | met Suzy Fletcher andhggbity on me, she
said she would help me to get in touch with yousBe went to your
parents' house and, pretending that she woulddikerrespond with
you, she was given your address. Why, my darlirjydu go so far
away from me ? Oh, | can understand your feelidgar, being left at
the altar like that. Indeed, | shudder now to thimit | could hurt you
so, you whom | love so dearly. Clair, my dearelage write to me
saying you're coming home. We'll be married witthinee days of
your arriving back in this country, | promise. Ycan't run away like
this, Clair, for running away never did any goodlatSo, my darling,
come back - soon. All my love to you, Keith."

Four kisses ended the letter. Clair put it downaosmall boulder
beside her, on top of the envelope which she hraddy placed there.

What should she do? She recalled vividly her cdsisidvice that she
should think carefully before making her decision.

Did she still love Keith ? Yes, there was no quastf this. Her love
could not die so easily, for she had loved withhalt heart. Her life
was planned. A. couple of years alone with her aodb then a
family, and the thrill and pleasure of bringing tinat family. There
would have been no excitement to speak of, for IKKews not
over-emotional; rather was he a practical kind @nmintent on
improving the business and making it the most irtgrdrin the area.

"What must | do?" Her voice trembled; her lips qud piteously.
So easy it would be to write back and say she wadyr to forgive
and forget. So bliss- fid to be in his arms aghis,lips on hers. But
what of that terrible moment when she had learhatishe was left,



cruelly hurt and humiliated? Forget? It was notgtas - no, it never
would be possible. "I can't think rationally," stiecided. She would
not do anything for at least a week. Yes, that @dag wise, for an
impulsive decision would be both foolish and impicable - and it
might be one she would regret for the rest of ifier |

Although her nerves were anything but calm, Cladr f@el better

than when she had left the homestead. Picking eigiirelope from
the boulder, she moved on, her mind naturally debrby the

contents of the letter. And so it wasn't until s¥ees almost at home
that, absently fingering the envelope, she realgih a little shock

that it was empty. She had not put the letter;iishe remembered
this-now, recalling that she had put the lettedasi on top of the
envelope. Where, then, was the letter? The wind hawge caught the
flimsy airmail paper and carried it away! As theeadof anyone
reading it filled her with shame and humiliatiohespeedily retraced
her steps.

But when she reached the place where she had theeg she found
no trace of her letter. Wildly she ran around, sleiaig the little tufts
of dry grass fringing the road; then she lookedams the hedge, at
the other side of which several of Shane Nevilldtecan boys were
working in a field of lucerne, removing weeds whiwdd sprung up
after the violent thunderstorms which had occureedew days
previously. As she watched, Shane himself appeacét in
tight-fitting trews and a checked shirt, the sleevaled up beyond
his elbows. Even from this far distance Clair wasie of his vitality
and magnetism; he was a man outstanding, a manrestiag
physique and appearance generally.

He was waving a hand, directing one or two of tbgsb his eyes
never coming Clair's way. She continued to lookuady squirming
inside at the possibility of this man's finding am@ding her letter.
And yet she could not call out to him and ask Wvére anywhere
about. She could not have explained why she wasagb to attract



his attention to herself. She disliked him, it wae, and she had felt
awkward when in his presence for that short whitemthey had met
in the store. But all this did not provide any loajireason why she
should not call out to him now, and ask if he wohll/e his men
search around for her letter. She had a vague ithed,
subconsciously, she believed he would snub hdreat her with the
contempt which he obviously felt for her sex in gex.

"In any case," she murmured as she continued ® gaoss into the
field, "it probably isn't there at all. It would ¥ had to be lifted quite
high to be taken over this hedge." She herselfamatsp-toe, but she
was looking through the top branches rather thar tvem as they
were thinner and more straggly than those lowemj@nd therefore
it was possible to see through them. This, sheisednwas why she
was not attracting Shane Neville's attention -hat tof any of the
boys either.

After another search along the roadside and altmigat the field on
the other side of the road, Clair reluctantly turnewards the
homestead. The letter was gone; it could have li&ed several
times by now and be a quarter of a mile away, enawore than that.
It was probably in some tree, or perhaps caugbn@of the thorny
bushes that fringed the dry river bed. Come tha rawould be
reduced to pulp, she told herself, determinedmutdrry about it any
more. There was a hundred to one chance of anyhad it. If they
did it would be one of the boys, and he, seeiningtimportant in a
piece of paper, would screw it up and toss it away.

Jean and Sharon were on the stoep when she abaeidat the farm,
and because of the anxiety in their eyes she fdneeself to smile.
And she managed to inject a light note into heceais she said,

"I've taken your advice, Sharon, and decided taktharefully before
making a decision."



Relief looked from her eyes as Sharon nodded hest.he

"You're very wise, love. Come and sit down; welvst jhad a cup of
tea and some toast. Will you have some ?"

"I'd love some, thank you, Sharon. But I'll get It—

"No, I will." Sharon rose before Clair could getspaer to go to the
kitchen. "You've forgiven us?" she asked, anxiegtuming
momentarily to her eyes. Clair said at once,

"Of course, Sharon. Think no more about it." Shekéxrl at her
seriously. "I'm fully aware that, from the begingjrboth you and
Jean have acted entirely in my interest. It wasrierprimarily that
you came here— No, don't interrupt and say agaan ithwas for
adventure. Partly it was, but in the main you weoéh thinking of
me. You must have had a long discussion, and de&d¢ite a move
like this was going to provide what | needed inesrth get over my
hurt. Well, I'll tell you both here and now," shaddad truthfully, "that
the hurt's a little less already. I've so manydhito think about that |
can't possibly dwell for long hours on what's haygue"

She spread her hands in an all-embracing gestudetha two girls
looked out over the undulating veld and the riclyetation that
spread out to the line of flat-topped kopjes sergahe skyline. Trees
and bushes rose above the grasses, one particafatyy the
kameelboom, being very graceful, its branchesaftak spreading like
those of a cedar. The umbrella tree grew in faimipers, while
beneath the trees flourished the gave bush witrég velvet leaves,
the ganna bush and the hakie. Away on Shane Newilish green
lands miles of silver grass glistened under thghbriAfrican sun,
while on some of the land belonging to Ngumi Fahm vegetation
was less profitable but just as picturesque - #leow opeslag, the
sama melons, the vlei grass. All contributed tostene of park-like
beauty; all shimmered and gleamed in the fierclt lfigppm above.



This was the bushveld, rising and dipping and mgliaway towards
the distant, mysterious horizon.

"How could anyone be unaffected by such a breatigagcene as
this ?" Clair smiled again, lifting her eyes to $kaof Sharon as she
took possession of the spare chair. "Already | khouss it if | left,
and that's one reason why I'm not making a hastigid®." The other
reason she did not mention, that of her own ematiorstability at
this time. The letter had at first seemed heavan-aad her heart had
given a little leap. But within seconds she wasnfgceality, facing
the fact that although she still cared for Keitie svould not easily be
able to forget the hurt he had inflicted upon her.

July had merged into August; the South African etintas coming to
an end, and with it the dry season. There had ae®muple of heavy
rainfalls since the girls had arrived, and this hatped enormously,
but in any case there were a few irrigation chaoal the Ngumi
lands. These had been blocked with dead vegetatidrother debris,
but the girls had soon cleared them and, on Baolsuctions and
advice, they had now begun to widen them.

They had decided on maize as their main crop, tauthfe present
they were concentrating on growing their own vegleis and on
producing dairy products for home consumption. Wita help of
Bob they had learned what was the most profitalalg i@ go about
this. They had their hens, and a couple of gogtsdduce milk. Bob
had said they must have a few cows, but Jean Hadeal this

suggestion to pass, for the simple reason thatlleyno money to
buy cattle.

"We're not living too badly," said Clair one dayevhshe came up to
the house with a basket of eggs in one hand aadya tanvas bag
full of vegetables in the other. "Today we shall heeving roast



chicken, peas and beans, and chipped potatoes. Gdlead egg
custard, with cheese and biscuits and coffee tstfioff with." Her
face was bronzed, her hair at the front and tenpksesched a little,
adding to its attraction. Her eyes were bright,diereks flushed with
health. To her own astonishment she was learnifigd@gain, to see
the light ahead. She knew it was this country tfaat inspired her,
that had shown her there were many things in liéethvliving for,
and working for. She had two true friends here vign. They got
along in perfect harmony, with never a sharp wardlance to mar
the relationship existing among them.

Clair knew that Jean and Sharon were awaiting flemisthn, a

decision she had kept on putting off, but she mé&aface up to it

guite soon. She would not commit herself just yfdugh, because
she had to admit that there were moments still whempicture of life

with Keith was so attractive that she could alnteste written back
saying she would return to England as soon asstpeasible for her
to do so. But these moments were rare - and wilpéssing of each
day they became rarer still. She felt almost certhat she would
choose to remain here, with her friends, at Nguani

"We're not living too badly, you say!" Jean liftexh eyebrow

expressively. "We're living like lords! And all fnoour own efforts. |

must say, though, that the climate of this sub#@pcorner of the

Transvaal is super for growing things. You rementbese tomatoes
| threw out a few weeks ago?"

"Those that had gone soft?"

"The very ones! Well, just you go along there amkkta look now.
Tomato plants as big and as healthy as you like!"

Clair's eyes opened widg.

"Really?"



"You mean," said Sharon, automatically taking tlasKet of eggs
from her cousin and placing it on the table by kitehen window,
"that the seeds dried out and then took root?"

"Germinated as easily as that."

"So we shall have tomatoes growing on our compesapt?" Clair's
eyes were gleaming with a sort of amused satisiactiHow very
convenient for us!"

"That's what | mean about this place. At home ybade to pamper
the things in a greenhouse. | know, because wetaggdw them for
sale when | was on the farm."

Clair was unpacking her bag of vegetables; she rbégagrepare
them, for the evening meal, while both Jean andddhaent outside
to clean out the sheds in which the hens roostaayat. Bob arrived
while they were away and as he was in a hurry tivaeno time for
Clair to go out to fetch them.

"l just thought I'd call in passing, to give yowese tickets for a dance
at the Club on Saturday night | and my brother sek you there."

"Thanks a lot, Bob." Clair looked down at the togkét, saw the
price, and reluctantly murmured something aboutbweatg sure they
could go.

"You see, we're rather busy—"

"Complimentaries,” interrupted Bob with swift peptien.
"Newcomers always get them."

“They do?"

"I'm not being charitable," he said seriously. "YE#ir, they're free,
with the compliments of the Club President."



He went off, roaring away in a cloud of dust as $t&tion wagon
rattled over the ruts in the drive. Clair had mixXedlings about the
dance. She was not at all sure she wanted to adtémakction which
must inevitably remind her of Keith - for he ancstad thoroughly
enjoyed dancing.

However, it was to transpire that she was destioadtend, as Jean
twisted her wrist when removing some heavy rocksifa piece of

land which the girls had decided to use as a fldvegl. And as

Sharon was still not too confident about her dgyirt was left to

Clair to take charge of their vehicle, which Jead Ithristened
Sally-Ann, for no reason in particular.

In long evening dresses, the three girls piled the station wagon
and drove the four miles into Montville, then thgbuto the far end of
the town where, in a grove of cypress and palmsfréee long low
building of the clubhouse nestled, its lighted vand sending forth a
welcoming glow on to the car-park and the attracgeardens in front
of it.

Bob and his brother, Sandy, were waiting on thesstand before
very long the girls were being introduced to thedrtent and his
wife, James and Elsie Fowler who, after chattingadavhile - and

tactfully avoiding any comments about females tagkNgumi Farm

- they took the girls over to a small knot of pepglanding at the bar
and Jean and Sharon found themselves being inteddiac Shane
Neville who, the President said, had just returttedis home after
having paid a visit to some relatives in Durban.

The President and his wife then moved away andjitfewere left
alone with their neighbour. He spoke to them wiblcivility, and

all the while his eyes were on Clair who, noticimg swift glance
when her name, Clair, was mentioned, was at ades® why his
attention should now be only with her, and not ttbers. She
recalled that when she introduced herself on mgéiiim in the store,



she had given only her surname, Miss Duncan. Hekmaw she was
Clair Duncan.

"How are things progressing at Ngumi?" he inquivee@xpectedly.
"You've all realized by now that you've taken dotaof hard work, |
expect?" Was there a hint of sardonic humour in thuh,
deeply-modulated tone of his voice? It would seédrat tSharon
thought so too because of the swift glance shetdidan her cousin's
direction.

"We're not afraid of hard work, Mr Neville," Cldaeard herself retort
In tones as impersonal as his own.

"The farm belongs to Miss Baker, | believe?"

"That's right." Jean shrugged self-deprecatinglyNot" a
prepossessing place by any means, but as a fiteié wédsn't bad at
all."

Shane Neville's attention was transferred to her.selemed to be
assessing her physical strength, she afterwardstama@d, much to
the amusement of her two partners.

"A very odd character, old Mr Lumley," he remarkeith a hint of
humour. "Not cut out to be a farmer, I'm afraid.finbering the
disparaging remarks he had made about the old @iaf, found
herself stung to saying,

"From what Jean has told us he was doing it fang lenough time,
Mr Neville." She glanced at Jean, aware that slghtperhaps have
preferred to make a retort of her own. But sheleaking up into the
handsome face... a most odd expression on her Glair. stared,
unable to believe that there was actually a lookdvrhiration in her
friend's eyes. "l should have thought there way Vidgte he didn't
know about farming,” added Clair, feeling she mbstak the



strange, unfathomable silence which seemed to b&edaby Jean's
prolonged and concentrated stare.

Shane Neville answered coolly,

“I'm afraid the proof of his experience and effrmg lies in the
results he achieved, Miss Duncan. Without wishioghtirt Miss
Baker's feelings I'm bound to say he neither knbauafarming nor
wanted to accept advice from those who did know."

"Perhaps," said Clair after a pause, "he took &daginterference ?"

"I know he could be a little trying," put in Jeamth what seemed to
Clair to be a far too ready acceptance of Shandlsigm of her
great-uncle. "He has a temper, that's for sure."

"What are you intending to do with the land ?" akkehane,
obviously deciding it was time to change the subjec

"We thought of having maize as the main crop," ethilean, again
looking up into his handsome face. "And some cotjast as an
experiment." Even as she spoke Shane was shalgrgead.

"Mixed farming is what you should concentrate oavel any of you
had any experience on the land?"

"I was brought up on a farm," replied Jean, "so kdow quite a lot
about the business."

"This farm was in England?"
She nodded her head.

"It was a mixed farm, | must admit." Jean pausedoanent. "You
advise us to concentrate on that particular tygarmhing, then?"



"That's what | said. You want some livestock. Yeusome good
grazing land there - if you set about putting @eliheart into it," he
added, just as if he had to, thought Clair, looldisglainfully at him.
Immaculate and arresting he might be, in his wiik@er jacket, but
the arrogance of his mouth and eyes most certaimdyred his
attractions, she thought.

Aware of her critical eyes upon him, he looked e, Inis eyebrows
lifting a fraction in a gesture of haughty enquiByushing in spite of
herself, Clair glanced away, anger welling up wmthier. What a
pompous creature he was! No wonder old Mr Lumldgdiato get on
with him.

"We haven't any money for cattie," Jean was sayagyetfully.
"Otherwise we'd most eagerly accept your advice Ndville, and
consider mixed farming in preference to anythirsgél

He frowned in thought and Clair gained the impm@sghat he was
actually endeavouring to find some way in which doeild assist
them. It seemed that Jean was more than willirigltow his advice,
a circumstance which was more than a little pugzlsince it was
Jean who initially disliked the man.

He was looking away over Clair's head and she turkt®re people
were arriving; they came straight to where Shang standing with
the three girls. Introductions were made and Claimd herself
chatting to the husband of the woman she had ntéeistore. Their
names were Marie and Richard Kellar; they were Iséifiticans who

had originally farmed in the Karroo, keeping sheep their

thousand-acre holding. Proud of their Voor- trekdteck, they were,
like Shane, conscious of their status. Althouganfdly towards the
girls, they appeared to be a trifle patronisingor@owing to the girls'
optimism in coming to Ngumi than with the intentiai being

superior. Mr Kellar was soon offering advice, waste openly
saying all the things Shane had said about old iwnley - and more.



But at least he was not supercilious about womeeought Clair,
recalling Shane's assertion that females had meithes nor wit.

The dance band was playing and couples begamdrdtiay through
the high arched opening separating the ballroom fiee lounge-bar.
To Clair's utter amazement Shane looked down ietof&ace, and
said,

"Might | have the pleasure, Miss Duncan?" and altioshe opened
her mouth with the intention of voicing a politetthum refusal, she
had no time to do so as, taking her by the arnpropelled her in the
direction from which the music came.



CHAPTER THREE

His dancing was superb; Clair found herself enjgytire interlude in
spite of her determination not to do so. Memoryded in, and she
was confronted with pictures of numerous happy sistee had spent
with Keith. They would always dance, he had stétedy. Whether
or not they had a family, they miist keep up thie @leasure which
they both shared. And now she was in another naamis ... actually
enjoying the experience of matching her stepsgo hi

He was so tall above her, his body so lithe anbtlidespite its
obvious hidden strength. She saw glances diredtdtiean from
people sitting out, at the small candlelit tableshie alcoves running
along both sides of the ballroom, and at eachditiee dais on which
the musicians played.

The music stopped at last and Shane led her toanvaable; she
glanced around, saw that Jean and Sharon werdwfiitand Sandy,
so she had no alternative than to accept the @laagh her partner
was holding out for her.

"l enjoyed that," he said, lifting a hand to brithg African waiter to
him. "You dance exceedingly well, Miss Duncan."

The praise left her cold, but she found it impadgsjbst to sit there,
her silence implying total indifference.

"Thank you, Mr Neville." And then she added, therd#forced out
against reluctance, "l enjoyed the dance too."

Shane's dark eyes flickered as they met hers. ifioeed to settle on
her mouth, a soft mouth, and full, a mouth whickthé&g moment was
quivering slightly, since she was thinking of Keilmd the many
times he and she had sat like this, after a davenéing for the drinks
to arrive.



"You danced a great deal at home?" The waiteredras Shane was
speaking and he asked Clair what she would likéritak. She told
him and the waiter moved away.

"Yes," she answered then, "l did dance fairly oslehome." A catch
In her voice and a shadow crossing her eyes. Shawal eyes
narrowed and his mouth pursed. "We belonged tala'cthe added,
speaking her thoughts aloud and not realizing sttedpoken until
the words were out. Shane would now ask if shehlaalch boy-friend,
she felt sure, since this was the obvious followeowhat she had just
said. But to her surprise he changed the subjecbstl abruptly,
beginning to talk about the farm and the strugtjey were facing.
He was interested, a circumstance which naturallprsed her,
seeing that he had such a poor opinion of women.

"Undoubtedly something can be made of Ngumi,"” heledd
surprising her even more, because she would hgwected him to
have little or no confidence in the three girlgahailities. "The land's
good basically, as I've already told you. In faechyself would have
bought the farm, had Mr Lumley agreed to sell ime."

Clair said, hoping she sounded casual,
"You and he didn't get along, from what I've gagu&
An expression of grim amusement settled on hisz@driace.

"Quite right, Miss Duncan, we didn't get along."aBh looked up as
the waiter appeared. The drinks were placed ortabie, paid for,

and then once again Clair and Shane were alonestBleea glance
towards the corner table at which Jean and Shaeva seated, with
the two brothers. Sharon caught Clair's glance geme a slight

grimace, as if sending out a telepathic messagg/mpathy to her
cousin. Unfortunately this gesture was noticed yarte and he
instantly stiffened, obviously having read its megn



"Mr Lumley was the most obstinate man I've evenkng he added,
and somehow, Clair was convinced that this wasahetl what he
had originally intended saying to her. In fact, blael the very strong
impression that he had been more than a little @woma about her
and her partners ... or was it sympathy she hasksldn his manner ?
- sympathy towards herself? A strange idea indsled,thought, as
there was no reason at all why he should feel symefia towards
her. Besides, he was not the man to be associatedhat kind of
emotion; on the contrary, he was cold and impelsauancerned
mainly with his estate and the efficient runningtof

"l expect Mr Lumley wanted nothing more than toleg alone."
Clair spoke mechanically, aware that her comparmegpected a
response to his comment. "Some people are liké'that

Shane's grey eyes sought hers, a brittle qualitiyaim depths.
"If that were the case, then he had his wish," e surtly.
"You decided not to have anything at all to do vitin?"

"Yes, Miss Duncan, | decided not to bother with iven at all." His
steely grey eyes looked directly into hers. "Peshyqmu, too, would
prefer to be left alone?"

"We would like to think we can manage, yes—"

"Most commendable,"” he interrupted shortly. "I hopeu can
manage."

Clair bit her lip, annoyed with herself for her kaaf diplomacy, but
even more annoyed with Shane for taking offenceasily. Proud,
arrogant man! Ever conscious of his own superiaiyply because
he was a highly prosperous farmer owning mile upda of forest in

addition to vast citrus orchards and the lush arddrds adjoining
those of Ngumi Farm.



"We shall try, Mr Neville," Clair assured him ahbgh. "l expect, like
all beginners, we shall learn by our mistakes."

"And lose by them," was his caustic rejoinder.

"But that's so like a woman," he added, just &g ihad to, and a trace
of humour lit his eyes as he saw Clair's chin come

"That," she said with fine dignity, "was a totallynnecessary
remark."

"But one that appears to have made some impression.
"An extremely bad impression, Mr Neville."

For a long moment he regarded her in silence, hadvas reminded
of the times when Keith had told her she lookedraole when she
was angry.

"Your flushed face and quivering lips, the way ytmwely eyes flash
- and even that frown has something inordinatdhaetive about it."

Disconcerted by her thoughts, she averted her [&@he broke the
silence at last, sending her completely off baldncasking her what
she was thinking about.

"Your mind is a long way off," he added. "Perhaps'ye back home,
in England ?"

"I was," she found herself answering, her thouglits with Keith,
whose face was clear, whose smile was tender. Ge#nered in her
eyes, but she remained unaware of this, so absohlaed her
reflections become. Keith. . . . He wanted her b&tle had only to
say the word and everything would be right againut Bo! How
could she permanently exclude from her thoughtsrtiseries of the
past? - the humiliation and the hurt, suffered &ygarents as well as



herself? Memory would surely force its way into h@nd over and
over again, no matter with what effort she commaniderself to
forget.

"You have parents?" Shane's voice broke almostlygamio her
reflections and she glanced up, nodding as sheadid

"Yes, | have."

"They didn't mind your coming away like this?" rekad, and Clair

attached no significance to the curiously percepglance he cast at
her as he put the question. Her thoughts had waddagain and she
saw the look of thankfulness on her parents' fagesn she had

agreed to come away with Jean and Sharon.

"They wererelievedto have me come away—" Her voice clippe
abruptly as she realized what she had said. Skedoat him, hoping
he had not fully absorbed her statement becaumehfd then surely
he must consider it very strange indeed that skeusad the word
'relieved’ and in addition had actually emphasiseHlis gaze was
fixed and shrewd - and it was baffling, as wasauson of slowly
nodding his head as his face became thoughtful sitteved no
surprise that she had cut her words, nor did he gne slightest
indication that he would like her to continue. Ore tcontrary, it
seemed as if he actually understood why she hppediher sentence
like that - as if he knew the reason for her conong here, to the
lonely little farm in the northern Transvaal.

She stirred uneasily, bewildered by his manner.\&h@d not have
expected the superior Shane Neville to displalightest interest in
her, and yet undoubtedly measinterested in her.

"Shall we dance again?" he invited, but Clair shbek head. She
wanted to be alone - out there in the darknesactetl from the gay
crowd of dancers.



"If you don't mind - I'd rather not," she saidnilsorry...."

Five minutes later she was outside in the gardeatking slowly
towards a shadowed building that looked like a cined
summer-house. All was silent except for the straihshe music
drifting softly into the cool night air. As she gthened the distance
from the clubhouse the pulsing of cicadas becamegtbdominant
sound, and the darkness became more intense. kéifie ichanges
came loneliness, deep and absolute. Clair feltlytiest, filled with
an all-pervading sense of hopelessness and de#iphad been a
mistake, coming here tonight. And yet she had hadlternative,
being forced to take over the driving of the statweagon. Had she
refused to do so then neither of her friends ctislde attended the
dance.

She continued to walk on, the air around her lstilnming with the
sound of cicadas' wings rubbing together in th&mkzss. The drone
of a beetle intruded, then the illusive cry of &itagy night bird. A
pair of eyes glowed like embers as some noctunestere darted
across her path, to disappear into the safetyebtishes. And still
she wandered on, entering the small building almasiout her own
volition. Its inky blackness offered total isolati@and she wanted
nothing more. Groping about, she found what sheebpl to find - a
seat running along one wall. She sat down, cladpéndpands in front
of her, aware of the strange, musty odour but fiected by it.

Keith. . . . His face again, and that tender sntle.had loved her
dearly, but had become infatuated with another giald he not gone
to help his uncle it would never have happenedwBy allow it to
shatter both her life and his ? He loved her dtidid admitted his
mistake and wanted her back. He had asked hewérgss which,
after all, was the limit of what he could do atstlstage. He had
promised to marry her at once - should she agrestion to him. He
had promised to make her happy, to make amendbdanisery he
had caused her.



"Why don't | take the easy way out and go back@"wghispered on a
great sigh which was almost a sob. "I |Ove hin,stiid he loves me,
so where's the sense in our both being unhappy ?"

It was illogical for her to hold out like this, shent on to tell herself.
Was she willing to live out her life alone, witthaart barren of love ?
This most certainly would be the case if she ca®thto allow into
her consciousness the conviction that her memoryldvalways
prevail over her good intentions, that its ugly cdhesuld be forever
there, even though she was making a desperatepatterput from
her those terrible days and weeks following thatipaar moment
when the note was handed to her father and she kisinctively
that something gravely wrong had occurred.

"I must try harder - antharder” she cried in desperation. "I must
forget! | canforget!" True, memory might intrude at first, bth the
passing of time the hurt would subside and onlypivegss would
prevail.

Yes, she decided, as she sat there in the darlgiesgjould go back.
Her decision was firmly made; she would put an @nck and for all

to the doubts and uncertainty. She would be ledrheart and not
by the cold logic which kept on sending out warrdiggts, telling her

that marriage with Keith could not work out right.

Contentment settled miraculously upon her. Alreadg visualised
the reunion. It would be bliss to have him hold again, to feel his
lips caressing hers. What of her parents, thoudai? Khew without
any doubt at all that they would not be pleasedtt@ncontrary, she
felt sure they would do everything in their powedtssuade her from
marrying the man who had once jilted her. Her mo#ispecially was
bitter, and her father was angry, and would rersaiWould there be
a rift? Clair frowned heavily, but was again sobrusting away all
doubts. Her parents loved her dearly and in coresszpithey would
come round - if not at first then within a very shiime.



"Sharon and Jane won't like it," she sighed, "betyil accept my
decision without any comment—" Clair's whispereddagdroke off,

interrupted by the scream of pain that left hes.lifoh . . . I've been
bitten! It's - it's agony—" This time it was a gadjpain that stemmed
her words as, rising, she tried to put her weighther left foot.

Something had bitten her just above the ankle, tardpain was
already spreading, with almost unbelievable spewdl iatensity,

right up her leg.

Managing to take a few steps, she reached the domther few
steps and she had the building behind her, vaguehdering if it
was a rat which had bitten her. Her leg was sweglast and so were
her hands; she was terrified, aware of an urgendyat conscious of
the fact that she was a long way from the clubhouse

Another cry escaped her, echoing through lips tete stiff and
cold, and she again tried to walk. If only she domlanage to get as
far as the lighted area around the clubhouse tbe®sne would see
her. But suddenly she fell forward on to her fackttle moan of pain
and despair falling on the silence.

"Is anyone there?" Sharp the voice and demandilagy. @cognised
it at once - and her terror was dissolved. "Is amythere?" The
repetition was still as sharp, but this time it eato Clair with less
clarity: Her brain was becoming numbed and shedaiut quickly,
fearing she would lose consciousness.

"Yes - pl-please help - me. . . ." The weak impigrione ended with
a gasp of sheer agony as Clair successfully stentingesicream that
strove for release.

"Miss Duncan!" Within seconds Clair felt herseliroglifted up, and
it seemed as if her gesture, made in the darknessgyed to Shane
the fact that she could not stand, for he change@dsition at once
and brought her into his arms. Carrying her aslyasi if she had



been- a doll, he asked her what had happened. v&dallen and
sprained your ankle—" he was going on to say, wi@air
interrupted him.

"I've been bitten by a rat - or something—"
"Bitten?" he snapped, his whole body stiffening.H&ke were you ?"

"In the summerhouse—" She broke off, gasping agairane was
literally racing now, his long strides carrying himthe lighted lawn
and across it, then down the side of the clubhtagke side door.
Stopping only to call out instructions that Shaed Jean should
come to the car park, he raced on. Reaching hjsheamanaged to
open the door without putting Clair down. She wasscious of
running feet, of exclamations and a babble of \wiabove which
rose that of her cousin. The question Sharon aslesdnstantly cut
short by the curt urgency of Shane's voice.

"Get into the back of the car and help me in wigh''h

"Yes...." The commotion was in full swing byshime; people were
gathering around the car, and more and more rurfomigteps were
heard. Then Jean's voice - a horrified exclamagsuning from her
lips:

"Snakebite!" as she obeyed Shane's harshly rapegpedommand
for her to get into the passenger seat beside Tina.drive, with no
regard for speed limits or the ruts in the roae; flospital with its
clinical smells, the stretcher, and words driftimjo Clair's fast
fading consciousness, words like "snake venom" 'aedum”. All
was becoming more and more hazy to Clair; shergitbtspeak, but
willingly gave up when Sharon gently urged her ¢ogjiet.

"Hush, darling. Just relax."



Much later Shane Neville came to her bedside. $hand Jean were
already there, both having been through a moswoasxiime while
Clair was unconscious. She had now regained cansosss, but a
terrible weakness held her in its grip, and heceavas slurred as she
began to thank Shane for the prompt action whichdaaed her life.
She did not manage to get very far in her exprassad gratitude,
being interrupted by Shane, who told her that heé just been
speaking to the doctor.

"You've to stay here until tomorrow," he continud critical grey
eyes running over her drawn face. "I'll come fou yabout three
o'clock."

"Thank you - for everything,"” she managed weaklg.Have died but
for—"

"My car will be more comfortable than your statiwagon,"” broke in
Shane abruptly. "In any case, there doesn't sedm émyone able to
drive it at present.”

"No." Clair moved on the pillow. Aware of Shanerstang watching
her, she was suddenly aware also of something pabwvely baffling
about his manner. It was almost as if he were exiagniher every
feature for the first time - taking in the delica@ntours of her face,
the shape of her nose and mouth, the colour ohaegrand eyes...
even trying to probe beneath the exterior, as #essing her
character. She was embarrassed, unsure of hensdl§he spoke in
order to ease these feelings, saying again thatasild have died, but
this time it was Jean who interrupted her, huryigd$ she noticed the
frown of impatience which had appeared on Shaneilld'sv
forehead.

"You'll be as right as ever in a few days' timeyeoBut for the
present you're to take things easy, the nursenmald- Ah, here she



Is! | expect we've to go?" Jean looked at the nufise had entered.
"You're ordering us away ?"

"I'm afraid so," smiled the nurse with a nod of head. "The patient
must rest now."

True to his promise Shane arrived the followingemdfoon to take
Clair home. She was carried by him to the carhaslbctor had said
she was unable to walk still. She knew she lookedtwith little
fines around her, eyes that seemed to have agéerhgears or more.
For some reason which she did not even troubladtyse Clair hated
the idea of Shane seeing her looking so unattectiv

His eyes took it all in, but his face remained ascrutable mask.
However, as they drove from the hospital groundsdie,

"You'll not feel yourself for a week or more. Yostamina's low,
which is only to be expected."

"You've had experience of snakebite before ?"

"Of course.”

"It happens often, then ?"

Shane was shaking his head even before she halddthspeaking.

"Not often at all. Snakes usually keep away frommhns. But
sometimes they'll nest in a shed or summerhous®wding the

building's been unused for some time, of courseu Mere just
unlucky." Shane paused a moment and then, slahen@g glance,
"Why were you there, all alone in the darkness?atked you to
dance again, if you remember? You chose to wanfeallbby

yourself. It isn't natural." Something cryptic imshone alerted her
and she was reminded of that occasion when shgdadd the rather
absurd impression that he knew of her past. It thassame now;



there was something strange both in his tone atftkisilence which
followed his words.

"You say | was unlucky." She spoke swiftly, degirinoth to break
the silence and to avoid answering his questioto aghy she had
wandered off into the summerhouse. "On the contdawas most
fortunate in that you happened to come along at plaaticular

moment." She was leaning back, in the position Imctv Shane had
placed her as he made her comfortable. A rug wapped around
her legs even though the breeze drifting in throtinghopen window
was warm. "I've been told - by two people who warkospital with

me - that snakebite's a killer if it's not attentiednmediately."

No comment from Shane. He was staring ahead toendagow of

dome palms waved their spidery heads against a lolea sky. He

was driving alongside a thorn-bush hedge whichtes#tione long

wall of the hospital grounds. Soon this was letiibd, replaced by
well-kept bungalows whose luxuriant gardens affdrdeveritable

tapestry of exotic colour, while the groves of grdmetween each
bungalow gave a pleasant verdure and softnesg tartkdscape.

"I can understand your disliking the idea of myrtkiag you,"
ventured Clair at length, "but | feel also that ysbould be
understanding and realise just how deep my gratiisid

Another silence, while she waited, sure he woul#er®ome sort of
response, even though it might turn out to be ohealrupt
impatience. However, there was not a trace of irapaé in his tone
when at last he said,

"You've already thanked me, Miss Duncan." He lookel@ways at
her, his manner one of impressive gravity. "As yeuemarked, it
was a fortunate circumstance that | happened tiose by when you
cried out. I'd decided to take a stroll, in ordeget some cool fresh
air into my lungs." He twisted the wheel, avoidiaglittle furry



creature that had come into the road in front efdar. "Will it satisfy
you if | say that | do understand how deep youtigide is?"

A swift smile broke over Clair's face.
"Yes, indeed it would!"

"Very well," he returned, a hint of humour in higiee. "I've said it.
And now can we forget all about it - the gratitudeean ?"

She nodded.
"Yes, of course."
"Good. And now you'll perhaps answer my question?"

"Your question?" she prevaricated, turning her heady from him

and staring through the side window at the arelaaod-baked earth
which had followed upon the last of the bungalowdgas. Under the
intense heat of the sun the moisture quickly vadsfrom such
regions and as the surface hardened so the vegetathered. With

the coming of the rains all would spring to lifeaag all would be

green and pleasant.

"My question about your being alone in the summasled' Slight
impatience edged his tone, but that was all.

"I wanted to think," she said briefly.
"About what?"

Clair kept her head turned away from him.
"You wouldn't be interested, Mr Neville."

"What makes you so sure ?"



She turned then, to examine his profile. It wasdridike the
immobility of a statue carved in granite. There wathing at all to be
gathered from it, and yet she sensed an interasty khe question
had some meaning.

"I don't understand you," she murmured at last, ardht laugh
escaped him.

"How like a woman to keep on prevaricating. AllhigMiss Duncan,
you prefer not to talk, so we'll leave it at tHatany case, we haven't
far to go. | hope you'll stay in bed for a daywo?"

"Yes, certainly | will."
"You always obey doctors' orders, then?"

"Not always," she confessed, relieved at the chafigeibject. "But
this time | must. | should hate to be laid up foy &ngth of time just
because | didn't take care in the first place."

"Your conscience would prick you if you couldn't gour share of
the work ?"

"It wasn't that...." She allowed her voice to teilay, wondering why
she did so. She was going to tell Shane of hentiuie to leave
Ngumi Farm and return to England, but for some oeashe had
changed her mind.

"No?" he was saying as he turned the car into dlemaad which
would lead eventually to the rutted path off whilaly the drive to
Ngumi Farm. "What was it, then?"

She shrugged her shoulders.

“Nothing of importance." »



"What an enigmatical person you are," he remarked without a
tinge of amused sarcasm in his tone. "Do you alvelisn riddles ?"

"Pm sorry." Her voice was stiff suddenly, and cool.

"Don't apologise. | wasn't really curious, but nhgnmaking polite
conversation - or rather, endeavouring to do so."

The sarcasm this time could not possibly go undeteand Clair
coloured.

"You make me feel embarrassed, Mr Neville."
"Embarrassed?" he echoed in some surprise. "l sa|'thy."

"Well . . . I'm filled with gratitude for your savwg my life, so |
naturally feel awful if you act as if I've been wagous to you."

"Ungracious because you avoid answering my ques?loShe said
nothing in answer to this and Shane went on, theli impatience
entering his tones, "l said we'd forget all abda gratitude. Please
don't mention it again."”

Nothing more was said between them until, reacthiedront door of
Ngumi Farm, he brought the car to a standstill.

"We're here. Don't forget to rest."
The two girls came out, having been waiting for ¢heto arrive.

"The bed's ready, love,” Jean told Clair, watchwmigh an odd
expression as Shane lifted Clair into his armsydif'll take her to the
end of the passage," she added, following Shaoetlet house. "In
there - yes, that's the room."



Sharon followed closely. Shane put Clair on toltee and stood for a
few seconds looking down at her. A smile fluttetedher lips.

"Thank you," she said simply. Shane inclined hiadheurned to bid
the other two girls good afternoon and then he goae.



CHAPTER FOUR

CLAIR lay staring up at the ceiling of her bedroom, merd confused
by the indisputable fact that the cool urbane MwriNe had some
peculiar effect upon her. She thought of the tieekad carried her -
four times in all - and of the way she had derigedhfort from the
feel of his arms about her. The first occasion ¢p@hen she was so
il after the bite, she could easily understandfeeting of comfort,
simply because his very presence meant succoutimeavhen she
had given up hope of anyone finding her, so famftbe clubhouse.
But what of those other occasions? Just a shotevalgio, when he
had carried her into the house and into her roothe.closeness of
his body, the awareness of his cool clean breafieakead rested on
his chest, the sudden shock of contact with higefia as he put her
down and she gripped his hand for support.

She tried to switch her mind to Keith - and fourfth®e Neville's
image intruding, his clear-cut features, his prauglth, the gravity
of those steely grey eyes widely set beneath sitraigrk brows. So
different in every aspect from Keith, who was segriighter in
colouring and far less arresting in the way heiedrnimself.

Clair thought of her decision to return to Englaadd to Keith. She
had it all cut and dried, out there in the seclusibthe summerhouse;
she and Keith would marry at once, they would Iémka home to
replace the little house which had been given ugs, Yt was all so
straightforward, once she had reached a definisida... but
now....

Although she managed to put Shane's image fronshecould not
bring into focus the picture of Keith and herselfimited. It was all
too vague, unreal as a dream or a desire whichotanaterialise.

She sighed, turned her head, then sat up and ctémhthe glass of
lemonade which Sharon had put on the table by éde Sipping it,



and with her pensive gaze fixed to the window whearieathery
casuarina tree made gentle fluttering sounds ogl#ss as its foliage
was swayed slightly in the breeze, she admitteidhee again she
was in a state of indecision. Perhaps the snakieaddeen a blessing
in disguise, preventing her from making the stat@menich would
have informed Sharon and Jean of her intentioedawd Ngumi and
marry Keith. For had that statement been made &ha&w she would
not have thought of going back on it. There woullé been no
reason for doing so because at that time she kmeewwin mind; it
was Keith she really wanted to marry. Now, she weasire of herself
again - and all because of a man for whom she bddelings other
than the deep and profound one of gratitude.

White scuds of cloud passed behind the tree, marnntnasking
the intense blue of the African sky. From belowvhedow came the
sound of metal scraping on stone - Jean cleanmgjdhen from the
rockery stones, a task she had said was to be idopetween the
more important jobs.

"We must spend a little time on making the gardezity," she had
declared, and both Sharon and Clair had agreegbutd be nice to
have lots of flowers as a setting for the homestead

"How are you, pet?" Clair's musings were interrdpby the door
opening and Sharon's soft voice putting the questitWant
anything?"

Clair shook her head, passing over the empty tumbleen her
cousin held out a hand for it.

"No, thank you, Sharon."

"Tea'll be served at six or thereabouts," grinnledr&n, her grey eyes
bright with humour. "How very nice to be sittingetie, like a lady of
leisure—"



"Oh, Sharon, don't! implored Clair even though shdly
appreciated that it was all in fun. "I feel terabla shirker!"

"Rubbish." Sharon was serious all at once. "Chay girl, you had us
worried, | can tell you. If Shane Neville hadn'tppaned to be
there—" She "broke off, shuddering visibly. "I cduhever have
faced your parents if anything had happened to simge it was my
idea that we come out here."

"Don't think about it. It didn't happen."

"No, but such an occurrence makes you think. BeinJand | have
been moving warily, and we've decided to ask Mrileif he'll lend
us a couple of his boys so that our sheds can dmiard."

"You don't mind asking him a favour like that?"

"It was Jean's idea, and | agreed with it. Aftéy lag's our nearest
neighbour—"

"But we said we'd not ask him for his help." Whyswshe taking this
attitude ? Clair asked herself in some bewilderm&ndm some
remote place in her mind came the knowledge thatdsth not want
Shane Neville coming to Ngumi Farm. But why?

"I know we did, but that was when we thought he miasice to
know."

"And now he is nice to know ?"
Sharon's eyes opened very wide.

"He saved your life!" she exclaimed. "Of courseshrete to know!"



"l didn't mean it quite like that,” returned Clalgoking a trifle
distressed. "I'm filled with gratitude for what del for me, but he's
still the man whose opinion of women riled us estff

"You sound as if you don't like him, despite whatdid for you."
Sharon moved, to place the tumbler on a table bydthor. But her
eyes never left Clair's face; she was puzzled asldowed. Clair bit
her lip, unable to explain just how she felt.

"l don't dislike him," she began uncertainly. "Qretother hand, |
can't suddenly change my opinion of him simply lseahe saved
my life. Gratitude | owe him, and respect in consgte. But it's not
possible for me to find him attractive. He's cyhidar one thing -
look at the way he spoke of our sex!"

"Oh, nonsense," returned Sharon lightly. "We tdekwrong attitude
right from the first." .

Clare shrugged her shoulders.

"It's clear that both you and Jean have changed yoads about
him."

"We have, and it's natural. | don't understand yolajr. He's put
himself out today in fetching you home from theitsd and yet you
can be like this—" Sharon stopped speaking as pgoredawned.
"Of course! You're a man-hater now, it would se®&ell, that's a
depressing way to be, and an illogical one as Wte Keith by all
means - I'm sure | do! - but for heaven's saketdmnabout hating
every other man too."

Faintly Clare smiled, but it was not a happy smile.

"I've aroused that temper of yours and I'm sortgage count me as
nothing when you and Jean are making decisions evi&rane



Neville is concerned. If he comes around | shaltiv@ming to him,
but my emotions might not match my manners."

Sharon sighed and picked up the tumbler.

"Il bring you another drink," she said, and went.

The following day Shane Neville called and was shay to Clair's
room.

"It's at his request,” explained Sharon hurrietligtying run to the
room in advance of Jean who was conducting hineth&er she and
he had been chatting on the stoep. "He askedabukl see you."

Clair frowned and her eyes flashed towards the amion the
dressing-table. Her hair would be untidy, for slad lbbeen sleeping
until a few minutes ago; her eyes would probablgik— What did
it matter? Who was Shane Neville that she shouftd e®out his
opinion of her?

He came in and Sharon left, saying she would halfee ready in
about ten minutes' time.

"Thank you," he returned graciously, the meressrailes touching
his mouth. "And how are you feeling?" he askedjing to Clair.

"Much better, thank you."

"You're not so drawn," he stated, his eyes criycakamining her
face. "I'm glad to see you resting. | had visiohgau getting up and
doing some work."

"l said | wouldn't disobey the' doctor's order$ié seminded him.



"Women have a habit of changing their minds."
"Their prerogative, it's said."

"A sign of irresponsibility."

"Aren't men ever irresponsible?"

"They might be, sometimes. The only man | knew wkas
irresponsible was old Mr Lumley."

"And he ought to have been a female." This wasetdre Clair had
time to think, and Shane raised his eyebrows iogatingly.

"What gave you that idea?" he demanded shortly.

She bit her hp, then decided that an honest ansyud do no harm.
"You once said it, | believe?"

A small silence ensued before he said,

"So he passed it on to his niece ?"

"His great-niece, yes."

Amusement entered Shane's grey eyes.

"What else did he pass on?"

Clair looked at him, and drew in her breath. He Wwashandsome by
far, and too noble in his bearing. She looked awsgccountable
anger welling up within her.

She didnot wantto be conscious of his attractions!

Because of her anger she forgot to be tactful.



"You said he was obstinate and meddlesome, and thiay he ought
to have been a female. You also implied that femate lacking in
both nous and wit." There, it was all out, but sbhddenly wished it
had been kept back, for Shane's mouth had segrimdine, and his
eyes narrowed to pinpoints of bright metal.

"Perhaps | should have added something aboutdgben manners,"
he said icily.

Clair said nothing; she could not find anythingty. She felt guilty,
remembering what she owed to him.

"I'm sorry," she murmured at length. "I ought nothiave been so
outspoken."

He looked down at her, frowning in thought.

"You have a grudge against men, haven't you?" Higlg/were so
unexpected that she jumped, and sent him a st@itede.

"Why do you suggest a thing like that?" she asked.
"It isn't very difficult to sense."

She bit her hp, drawing it tightly over her loweeth.
"It isn't just you," she found herself saying.

"l did put my sex in the plural," he reminded hde had moved and
was standing with his back to the window. Behina,ithe casuarina
tree tossed its foliage against the backclothsfrdit sky.

"Yes, you did." She paused a moment. "You werettigihe added
then. "About my having a grudge, | mean."

His eyes narrowed again.



"Someone at home?" he queried.
"I'd rather not discuss it."

"Just answer this one question. Is the grudgerasgtas it was -
against the man who caused it?"

She sent him another startled glance, then sudddiffgned as
enlightenment penetrated into her brain.

"You found my letter," she stated, and Shane irtistarodded his
head.

"l make no apologies for reading it. It was torml @ty when one of
my boys brought it to me. | began to read it, whias natural. And
as | had no idea to whom it was addressed | cosdiria the end.
Then it dawned on me that it might belong to oneyai girls. |

discovered which one when | heard your name: Clairthe dance."
She was blushing hotly as she recalled what watacmd in the
letter. "Your reading my letter explains severahd¢js which have
puzzled me," she managed after swallowing seveenaistto remove
the tightness in her throat.

"Not least of which is my question about your hagvia grudge
against men," he said.

"I'm not a man-hater, if that's what you think."
"But you've no intention of allowing yourself tdlfan love again?"

"That's right." She was still blushing, and desinething more than
that he should leave her.

"You didn't answer my question: is the grudge agfaine one who
jilted you as strong as it was when you first cdraee?"



She looked bewilderedly at him, forgetting her emdissment. For
there seemed no need for it; Shane was speakinf rees were
conducting some sort of cold and clinical invedima

"Why should you be interested - one way or thergthghe queried, a
curious edge to her tone.

Shane ignored this.

"As you've still not answered my question, | takéat the grudge
has lessened?"

She found herself nodding in agreement.
"l still love him," she said simply.

It seemed that Shane gave an impatient sigh. Buast something
more than impatience that she caught in his vétiegas undoubtedly
concern.

"You're not thinking of trying to mend what has beeroken, |
hope?"

"Going back to him, you mean?" The situation wasob@ng more
and more baffling, since she failed utterly to ustend why he
should be concerned about her.

"That's what | mean. He asked you to go back, swefe¢ made a
tragic mistake in jilting you at the altar—"

"Oh, pleasé¢' she broke in, distressed. "Have you no consittara
for my feelings?"

"Not if you are going to make certainties out ofidts—" He paused,
noticing her puzzlement. "You should know what lamdy that," he
told her sternly. "You've been going over and owall in your mind,



asking yourself if it would work—" He stopped and lgaze could
only be described as a glowering one. "Haven't youne added
authoritatively, and Clair found herself quite uleato offer him a
protest, much less an open denial.

"Well, yes, | have."

"And your conclusion?" His voice was taut, his egah glowering
and hard.

"l was intending going back."

Silence, long and profound . . . and fraught withgessed anger on
Shane's part. Clair felt it, deep and intense. Wzt the matter with
him? Why this strange reaction? It mattered nallab him whether

or not she left Ngumi Farm and went to England sorgnKeith.

"When are you going back?" The question came &t $goken in
imperious, vibrating tones.

"l said I wasintending to go back."

He looked swiftly at her. "You've changed your mitid'l can't say.
It was in the summerhouse that | made up my mindtton to Keith.
Then the snakebite...."

He was nodding and she trailed off. "So that wag ydu went away,
to be alone in the dark." Again he nodded, mecladigic'Perhaps
you can now see what | meant when | talked about ywaking
certainties out of doubts ?" She nodded and saatlgu'Yes, | do."
A small pause and then, thoughtfully, "I expecid ohake certainties
from doubts."

His grey eyes softened a little. She knew he wésfigal by her
admission.



"Did you know that it's also possible to make dsulout of
certainties?" he queried unexpectedly. Her eyeskditied
uncomprehendingly. "What do you mean by that?"

"Certainties can stare you in the face, but yauteen see, much
less believe."

She frowned at this and said impatiently, "You aecblme of talking
in riddles, but you're doing the same!"

A little more softness entered his eyes, and adfiatmusement too.

"l admit it, Clair. And | won't explain, so the dté stays a riddle.” He
changed the subject, telling her that she andrierds were invited
to a barbecue at the Club President's house. "hsawife, Elsie, in
town this morning. She sent her apologies for midp able to visit
you while you're laid up, and asked me to tell gbout the barbecue.
It's a week on Saturday, so you'll be feeling gfiitey then."

"That'll be nice." She felt shy, because he hattddier Clair, and
she lowered her eyes. Shadows lay on her cheeke &sin through
the window lengthened her already long and curlayglashes.
Unconsciously, she allowed a smile to hover onlibsr a tremulous
smile of the kind which had brought from Keith, sany times, the
assertion that he wanted to kiss her over and again, just for the
pleasure of seeing her lips tremble in this paldicuway. "If you see
Mrs Fowler please convey my thanks for the invatati

"I'm afraid | shan't be seeing her. She's goingvayafor a week,
visiting some relatives in Pretoria. That's why srét able to visit
you. You'll be having one or two other visitorsptigh," he added.
"They'll bring you books and fruit and the like.eKdtopped speaking
as he heard Sharon's voice. She was calling datltoim the coffee
was ready. "Think well before deciding your futlitee said swiftly,
watching Clair's "face with an odd expression &sraised her lashes,



revealing those violet eyes in all their limpid glo A muscle
pulsated in his throat; he said abruptly, "And wlyenr decisions
finally made, come and let me know what it is."

"Let youknow?" She stared at him. "Is it of so much irgete you,
Mr Neville?"

"Shane's the name. | myself have already droppetbtmalities, but
perhaps you didn't notice?"

"Idid ... yes."
His lips twitched.

"You're shy. How refreshing!" He turned to the dddfes, it is of so
much interest to me," was his final sentence bef@ewvent out,
closing the door quietly behind him.

Clair stared at the door for a long time, wondeahgis words. It was
of interest to him to learn of her decision....

"He can'tcare for me," she whispered. "So what is his reason f
being interested?"

The answer came later in the afternoon. Marie Kebdled, bringing
two books and a glossy magazine which was a cucapy and had
never been opened. She brought a basket of fruchwiad obviously
been made up by an expert, but whether it was Marigot Clair
never found out, as her visitor talked incessartibrely affording
Clair an opportunity of saying much more than ad gels or no.

But when she had gone Clair said to Jean, who Iméeresl the
bedroom with the tea-tray,

"I've just learned that Shane Neville's sister el at the altar.”



"She—!" Jean stared disbelievingly, the tray poiseer the bedside
table. "But how incredible! Where is this sisteind

"Living in England. She married an English busimess just over a
year ago."

"Not the man who jilted her ?"

"No - she had married him previously. They nevedena hit of it and
were divorced within two years of the marriage."

"Marie Kellar told you all this?" Jean put the tdywn and removed
the cosy from the small brown teapot.

"Yes." A pause ensued while Clair hesitated, urdkzti about
revealing what was in her mind. However, she spantually, and
Jean listened, the changing expressions of her ifageiring no
words to explain them. "And so," ended Clair, "Skamterest in me
Is explained. He doesn't want me to make the samm@ke as his
sister made."

Jean was nodding thoughtfully.
"It's decent of him to take this interest."

"I suppose it is." Clair's voice was flat, expresdess. She could not
have explained her feelings; all she knew wasdlstitange dejection
had come upon her when she had realised just wéwyeSHeville was
so concerned about her. His concern was imperstimalpatural
instinct of any thoughtful person to steer anotneay from disaster.

"Imagine him reading that letter—"Jean stopped, apdead a
deprecating hand. "Sorry, Clair. I'm the world'sstnandiplomatic
idiot!"



"You're nothing of the kind! It doesn't seem to teathat he read it. |
was embarrassed at first, but it very soon passedva discussed the
matter just as I've explained to you."

"I think it's jolly decent of him to want to protiegou,” declared Jean,
repeating something of what she had said beforeu®¢ not yet
made up your mind, you said?"

Another hesitation, and then,

"At present, | haven't. | did, though, just befdhe snake bit me.
After that it all seemed different and | was rightk where | started -
not able to make up my mind."

Jean looked at her, mechanically twisting the &ditiea-cosy in her
fingers.

"Shane obviously doesn't think you could make &asg of marriage
to a man who could be as callous as Keith. Sharmhlaare in
agreement, Clair. You can't go back to Keith!"

Clair gave a small sigh.

"Sometimes life is more than bearable, it's pled&eith's image

scarcely ever intrudes, so I'm free as regards memsdut at other
times | can't get him out of my mind no matter havy. If he hadn't

sent me that letter I'm sure I'd have managedtto\g it in time, but

the knowledge that he loves me—" She stopped amukdter head, a
brightness entering her lovely eyes. "It seemdlagical for us to be

apart when we love each other so much."

"You still love him?"

"Of course...." Clair's voice trailed away and &logvned. For it was
not Keith's face she saw in her mental vision, thatt of Shane
Neville.



"You're quite sure ?" There was an odd inflectiodean's voice and
her eyes were fixed searchingly upon her frierate f

"Of course I'm sure."
But Clair turned away, unable to meet that piergage.

"Well, you might be sure,"” was Jean's dry rejoindeuat I'm not. If
you ask me, you've almost got that cad right oytoafr hair."



CHAPTER FIVE

As time passed Clair dwelt again and again on gdami assertion
that she, Clair, had almost got Keith out of har.nhawas difficult to
disagree with Jean, but equally difficult to acaéptfact that her love
for Keith had not been nearly as strong as shebkdved it to be.
For surely, if it had been strong, she could nopdbving him as
quickly as Jean was implying.

"Well, love, this is your last day in bed. Tomorrgwu're allowed
up!" Sharon was smiling down at her cousin. "Myt bon happy to
see you looking so well!"

“Tell me about Shane and the cows he's gettingi$dr Clair was
sitting up, a book open on the coverlet in fronthar. "Jean's
mentioned that he has a plan whereby we can hdtle oa the hire
purchase?"

"That's correct. We mentioned it to Bill and heshg ought to have
thought about it It appears that some farmers boadiie to sell to
those who are less prosperous. They pay for tharmfahe money
they get for the milk - and the products they maken the milk, of
course."

"That's wonderful! You can't lose, can you?" "Omly cow dies. You
still have to pay for it. However, Shane's seeihgt twe're fully
insured against such an eventuality."

"He's good to us," murmured Clair pensively. "Andtjto think, we
were going to show him he was right when he saithem were
obstinate and cantankerous - and the rest."

"I know," with a grimace. "I was ready to be hisosw enemy."
Sharon paused a moment. "Do you like him any batier?"

Clair looked at her, and nodded unconsciously.



"Jean's told you everything, of course? You knowulhis reading
my letter from Keith?"

"She said you'd told her you didn't mind her pagdill on to me."

"That's true. I've no secrets now - not from anyaroeind here," Clair
added, her eyes straying to the smaller of thewivaows. Shane
Neville's homestead could not be seen from the ovindut the large
wooded region in which it nestled formed an entragpart of the
view from that particular side of the house.

"He's pretty astute, that one. Just look at the ey glimpsed all our
difficulties. He didn't hesitate to lend us thosg®to examine all our
sheds, as you know, but we hadn't asked for boysgair that old
stove. Shane noticed the smoke bellowing from thiencey and
immediately sent a couple of his boys to put ibtig

"He's proving to be a very helpful neighbour."

"He was rather sarcastic about our method of grgwomatoes,
though," said Sharon, laughing.

"Those on the rubbish tip, you mean?"

"Yes. He happened to see them when he went to egaime state of
our barn. He's bringing us some plants, in potciviyiou can put
straight into the ground. He has this special stndiich he maintains
will produce' three or four times the quantity hsge we have."

Shane called later in the day, bringing the plamd the insurance
forms, these latter to be filled in by Jean andrretd to him. He came
up to Clair's bedroom, preceded by Sharon who defnoment

afterwards, saying she would make some coffee,wlineccould have
with her and Jean on the stoep before he leftr,Glaving heard him
arrive in his car, had leapt out of bed and brugtexchair. It was not
exactly at its best as it required a wash, bubang for all that. She



used the blusher, and applied a little colour tolips. And then she
realised she did not require any artificial colour her cheeks after
all. They were reddening of their own accord, beeaof what she
was doing - making herself attractive in case Slsloaild come up
for a word or two with her. She stood, regarding faee in the

mirror, the idea of self- analysis foremost in h@nd but ruthlessly

driven out by the vision of a white-clad bride, tag in a crowded

church while the futile moments dragged by, eaghlonger than the
one before it. Not for her another experience tha, nor even the
risk of it.

Why was she thinking on lines like this? Shane Ne&siinterest in

her had been explained by the fact that his owtersiead suffered a
similar hurt and humiliation; he was anxious tha heighbour

should not make the mistake which his sister hddeguently made,
hence his demand - for it had certainly been a ddmahat Clair

should tell him, when eventually she made her d&tis

Her decision.... When she was sitting there ingin&merhouse, in
the darkness and the silence, she had made thed@msion of

returning to Keith, of marrying him and attemptiogorget that past
hurt. Then the snakebite and the timely appearahc&hane. The
hospital and what took place afterwards. All thsswipsetting, but
there was no reason why it should have affectedlbeision. Clair

recalled how comforted she had felt once she hatkrap her mind

to marry Keith. All the doubts and uncertainty lthssolved and she
could see only happiness.

But Shane had told her that she had deliberatelgted certainties
from her doubts, and she had agreed with him ¢ afte had thought
about it, that was.

How very easy to sway one's mind, inclining it tocept what was not
really there.



"I don't love Keith.. . ." Wonderment mingled widlsbelief brought
an added depth to her violet eyes - and it wasiatrhoment that
Shane appeared, tapping gently on the bedroom awbractually
opening it without waiting for her invitation to tem. She swung
around, blushing to the roots of her hair as skelsa eyes wander
from her face to her breasts, revealed partly leylthw V-shaped
neckline of her flimsy, transparent nightgown. Bveurve of her
body could be seen through it.

"Oh...." That was all she could find to say. Ane@ slould not move,
her legs refused to carry her back to the bed.

"I'm sorry. | didn't expect you to be out of be8d cool the tone, with
no depth to the actual apology. It was almost asvifere a natural
thing for him to see her like; this. "Can | pass yois wrap?" He had
it in his hand, a "happi-coat" which she had bodigirh a friend who
had purchased it in Hong Kong. It was of vivid wogse, with

exquisite quilting in gold and silver thread. Thalar was high, of
mandarin styling.

"Thank you," she stammered, holding out her handt.fol -1 didn't
expect y-you to come in like that."

She was looking down at the floor; he held on ®rap and she
glanced up, questioningly.

"Turn around," he ordered, but she shook her head.

"No - I—" Shane turned her around and put the wahput her
shoulders. "I w-want my arms in it,"” Clair said pssfly. "The

material's slippery; it'll fall off_my shouldersfnger was rising at
his action. She had resented being forced to twounal; she felt he
had done it only so that he could seereof her figure.

"Very well." The coat was taken from her and hald &lair put her
arms in it and began to fasten the buttons.



"l don't understand you," she said, still in thenegpeevish tone of
voice.

Shane laughed; Clair caught her breath, all heemdggsolving.
What an attractive man he was! How had he managedmain a
bachelor so long ? He must be at least thirty,tebaght, seeing in
her mind's eye the several lovely girls who hadnbatthe Club
dance. Not one of them had made eyes at him, @& gohof her way
to hold his attention. No, they already knew it vimsuse, decided
Clair. Shane Neville was not interested in womeheyl were
obstinate and cantankerous; they possessed nedbsror wit.

"So you don't understand me, eh?" he was sayiagyas continuing
to wander over her in spite of the protective congeshe had donned.
"Remember what | said about its being possibledkendoubts out of
certainties?"

She stared at him, puzzled.
"Well?"

"Think about it some time." He changed the subjetth an
abruptness that was startling. "I merely came tovesee Jean about
the insurance, bringing her some forms to fillsn,| haven't much
time. | wanted to see how you were, that's all."pdased a moment,
noting the hand she had put to her cheek. She tlasvware of her
heightened colour, and her hand provided a welcao@ness.
"You'll do," he added. "Sharon tells me you'reiggtup tomorrow."

"That's right. The doctor dropped in to take a labkne - that was
yesterday. He was quite satisfied with my conditioGlair was
speaking in a low tone, her mind so confused thatc®uld scarcely
think. All she knew was that a quiver of disappweiant had passed
through her when Shane said that he was not staying



"Don't think you can begin working right away." $kealooked
sternly at her. "You're not up to it yet."

"No, | realise that." He was moving towards thef loglen door; she
watched the easy swing of his tall body, and thefuoon of her
mind increased. No doubt about it, this man wasnpagg to have a
profound effect upon her emotions.

The room seemed empty when he had gone - not memngbyy, but
desolate, she thought, then gave herself a mdarda&es

"I don't want to like him!" This was not the fitstne she had uttered
such words, but never had they been uttered with sehemence
and strength. "No, | don't want to like him - anddn'tlike him!"

Yet she found him continually intruding into hernaj and now she
was no longer attempting to superimpose Keith'®.fd¢eith no

longer mattered. She had lost all she ever felhfor and she was
elated in consequence. No more hurt, no mind- &wmgcfrom one

decision to another. She would have to. write hifeteer, though,
informing him that she no longer loved him.

But the following afternoon, when she was sittingtbe warm but
shady back stoep, Bill arrived, bringing with hinetmail, which he
had thoughtfully collected when he was in town.iii@ok the letter
calmly - much more calmly than the first one shd received from
Keith. Sharon and Jean, who had come along on gdlls car
arriving, both glanced at the handwriting.

"A letter from Keith," said Sharon in an expres$ss tone.

"Here's another for you - and two for Jean. Shamobpdy loves you
except me." Bill smiled at her; the three girlsrsthat him, none of
them able to interpret that last phrase.



"It's from my parents." Glair fingered the secomdedope lovingly.
They wrote regularly, desiring to know how she vieeding. In her
answer this time she would have good news for thEmy would
learn with relief that she was no longer in lovéhwKeith. She would
make no mention of the snakebite, Clair decidedolild only make
them apprehensive that the same thing might hapgaim.

"Well, how about this for a piece of news?" Jeavjig opened one
of her letters, waved it in the air. "Do you rememimy friend
Christal Warren- der?" Jean was speaking to Shavda.lost touch
when she went to live with her rich aunt in Spain—"

"The glamorous one," broke in Sharon, nodding hesadh "Yes, |
remember her. Full of confidence and beautiful aream. She's
written to you?" added Sharon, glancing at thesftettith a puzzled
frown."She's not only written, but she wants to eoover for a
holiday. She learned of my inheritance here fromo#h office

colleague of mine. This colleague passed on theead@nd Christal
decided to write. Apparently the aunt died and §hts now one of
the idle rich."

"Are you going to let her come?"

"l think so." Jean glanced from Sharon to Clairg @hen to Bill.
"You'll fall for her," she laughed, "but so will esy other male
around here. Christal's dynamite, but choosy. Hémeéact that she's
still a spinster. What say you two—?" Jean trametermer gaze.
"Shall we invite her to be our guest?"

"It's all right with me," said Clair.
"And me. It'll be a change, having another girlenétow old is she?"

"Oh ... let me see...." Jean pursed her lips irught "Around
twenty-eight, | should think."



"What makes you say I'll fall for her?" Bill wantéal know, his eyes
wandering towards Sharon.

"All the men do - and always will do while she |leothe way she
does."

"What about her disposition?"

"Nice, but | must admit she can be catty at timé3ean gave a shrug
of her wide bony shoulders. "But can't every femdland when it
becomes necessary?"

They, all laughed. Then Bill began talking aboué thoultry at
Ngumi, advising that another strain of hens shdaddintroduced.
Clair excused herself and went to her room. Buteaagain she felt
caged, and she decided to venture as far as tlleeshiady bower in
the garden. It was away from the stoep, affordmyulete privacy.

Keith's letter was opened first - another entreaty] asking why she
had not written, answering his first letter. Heeafed his statement
that he would remain a bachelor all his life if €ldecided against
marrying him.

"l love you with all my heart," read Clair, turningver the page.
"What made me do such a terrible thing to you I'tcamagine. It
makes me shudder to think about it now. Our Ihtbeise has been let
only temporarily, to a couple who've come here torkwfor six
months. We can have it back, Clair, and | stilldva¥l the things |
bought. We'll soon make it what it was, a prettiedinest for two.
Then we shall build later, a large house in its @uounds, with a
swimming-pool and tennis court—"

Clair lowered the paper, feeling almost nauseatedtsd contents.
Bribery.... This was what was being offered to her.



"What do | care for a big house with a swimmingelpboThe letter

was screwed up into a tiny ball and held in heidhakh happens to be
love | want - which you say you have for me, | kn@umt | do happen
to want reliability, fidelity." Clair slipped thedtl of paper into her
pocket. The other letter was opened and a smiteefed to her lips.
The same dear familiar opening: "Our beloved daryhihen the
same anxious inquiry.

"Are you well, love? Are you happy? Time is passingd soon you'll
be able to laugh again." And so it went on, widms of local news
following. But then Clair's eyes began to sparkiel ahe read the
passage a second time. "And now for the final ib&iore we close.
Father and | are coming over to see you. Yes, @G&arest, you're not
seeing things. Your father never gambles, as yawkiut a man
who was new .to the firm had some lottery tickétsome kind which
he was selling for charity. Well, need | explain@syyour father won
the first prize, which was a thousand pounds. Win'tlineed to
ponder on what we would do with the money. So,idgsiwe'll be
with you in about a month's time, when all arrangeta have been
made. Luckily, Dad didn't take his full holiday ia®ar, so he has an
extra week owing to him. His boss has been genemdgiven him
another extra week, making five in all. If Jean'tant us up we'll
stay at a small hotel in town. Let me know, dead & your house
isn't large enough for us will you please make amegiat once and
let us have details as to prices? No more for riduv.dearest love to
you, as always." Both her parents had signed @,lkaoth had added
four kisses.

"Oh, but this is marvellous news!" Clair held tle¢tér to her heart,
and there was never a thought for the one rollechuper pocket. But
she did think, later as she made her way backddtibep, that fate
had been more than obliging when it kept her fromting to Keith.
Yes, the snakebite had been a blessing in disguideno mistake,
since, had she written to Keith, she would now bder way home
and her parents would have been robbed of thpitdrAfrica.



Reaching the stoep, she sat down. Sharon had maakech tea and
she instantly began to pour a cup for her cousini sBe stopped, the
pot in midair, and stared into Clair's eyes.

"You're - very - happy,” she faltered, lowering tpet without

pouring out the tea. She glanced at Jean, whosewaz also fixed
on Clair's radiant face. Jean merely nodded, whBilg naturally

puzzled by all this silent by-play, and aware tkatnething of
unusual importance was going to be mentioned, gdailfe last of his
tea and rose at once. Clair, faintly puzzled byr&hia manner,
suddenly realized what she was thinking. And Jean They had
both concluded that her glowing look was the resfilsomething
contained in her former fiance's letter.

"Yes, I'm happy," she said swiftly. "Mum and Da& aoming over
for a visit."

Silence. Bill broke it with a cough.
"I'll be going," he said.

"Okay," from Jean, whose relief could be felt. "\gee you at this
barbecue, | expect?"”

"Of course." He said goodbye and was gone. Shaadmpbured the
tea and Clair was helping herself to sugar.

"l thought at first that it was Keith," began Shar6For one awful
moment my heart sank right down into my feet."

"I'm sorry. | didn't realise | looked so deliriouadded Clair ruefully.
"Father won a prize in a lottery - the first prafea thousand pounds."
Clair went on to say what else was in the lettéremwshe had finished
Jean and Sharon spoke together.

"They must stay here. We'll make room somehow."



The last sentence came from Jean, whose brow wesdglcreased
in thought.

"Your friend's coming as well," Clair reminded h&Ne've only one
spare bedroom."

"Two of us could share," said Sharon without hésita "The only
problem is beds. We need a double and a single."

"It'll be expensive to buy them," said Clair, tréedh "I think | must
make inquiries in town—"

"No such thing!" broke in Jean emphatically. "Yooum and dad are
more important than Christal, who's only coming fadeasure,
anyway. Your parents are coming to see you - aey'réh staying
here!"

And so it was agreed that Sharon and Clair shatestieoom. Jean's
room was very small - she had insisted on takiedehst attractive of
the bedrooms despite indignant protests from hergartners - and
so it was impossible for Christal to share with, lasrthere was room
for one single bed only. Clair's room was also $tna large enough
to take a double bed.

"Il buy a karosswhen I'm in town," decided Clair excitedly. "Ther
Mum can take it home when she goes."

"One of those lovely fur rugs made from the skifslassies and
other animals," inserted Sharon. "Yes, that woelahice for them to
use and then to take away as a souvenir. We'lbalg@ new lamp for
beside the bed; yours is just about on its las, |Egir. | noticed that
it doesn't always stand up straight."”

Clair laughed. She was happy, and excited. Sheaftad a while,
glancing from one friend to the other, "If | shoayKeith's letter you
won't require any further explanation of how | nteel about him."



She withdrew the ball of paper as she spoke, altlithen the palm
of her hand. "He's offering me - at some futureedatind - a large
house with a swimming-pool and tennis court—" Cfeamwvned and
shrugged and put the letter back into her pocketa’ disgusted. I'll
throw this in the stove when | go into the kitchien.

"It really is all over, then?" from Sharon, and Iredrawn breath of
relief could be heard. "You were so sure you leted him that | was
afraid you'd just have to go back."

Jean was drinking her tea, and regarding Clair fower the rim of
the cup. Meeting her rather amused gaze, Claireshaihd said,

"Yes, Jean, you were right when you said | dicbvelhim."
"I'm glad you found out before you'd made a mistakeugh."

"So am I?" rejoined Clair with a shudder. "How difed it would
have been had we married!"

"And then found out you couldn't get along. Oh, Iwlr those that

do make such mistakes there's always the divorad.tdut there

was no lightness in Jean's tone. She had alwaystamad that

prevention was better than cure. She was alsofasifioned about
marriage, believing that people should make swtgould even live

together before marriage if there was any douall @t either of their

minds. Clair's parents were also old-fashioned tbuoarriage,

neither being very happy when Clair's aunt andeaidekided to get a
divorce.

"Are you not writing to Keith, telling him of youtecision?" inquired
Sharon with interest.

"I will do, yes. It'll be a very short note, thoutjh



She was in town, taking the letters to be postdtenashe literally
bumped into Shane. She had been loitering, loosutdgor akaross,

when, turning quickly from a stall, she came faxéte with Shane,
whose arms came out and grasped her elbows.

"I do wish women would think before they act! A maauld stop to
think that there, might be someone behind him!"

Clair stared in dismay, believing at first thatreally was annoyed.
But suddenly a smile broke over his handsome feafand a hint of
amusement entered his eyes. His hands remainedraidows; she
was intensely aware of them, and of his bodily ehess. She looked
up and her face was very near his chin. His eyés lers and she
guivered mentally, her soft lips parted in a treomgl half- smile.

“I'm . .. sorry. | was clumsy, I'll admit—"

"Did that fellow Keith ever tell you how pretty yovere when your
lips trembled like this?"

"Yes—" Clair stared up at him, confused and salfistious. She had
no cool confidence, like his, no easy manner ofi@se. She was
like a schoolgirl - gauche, embarrassed.

"Then | shall tell you you're adorable."” And befshe had time even
to lower her head his lips came down and met hers.

"Oh," she quavered, stepping back, "you shouldn't—"
"Why shouldn't I kiss you if | want to?"
Clair shook her head in a gesture of bewilderment.

"I've never been able to understand you," she caimgdl. "Why are
you so interested in me ? Is it because of—" Sbpp&d, having
almost mentioned his sister. He might not likeithea of the gossip,



she suddenly thought, and added quickly, "Becaosé&ey sorry for
me?"

Shane's grey eyes flickered.

"I rather think you'd resent my pity, Clair."
She nodded mechanically.

"I'd hate it," she owned.

"Come and have some refreshments with me," heeiavitif you've
shopping to do then do it later.

"Did you come to town in the station wagon?"

"Yes. | felt like a drive, since I've been confinexdthe house for
several days."

They were walking along, under an avenue of eutasypwhile
stretching away in the distance was the apparentljess succession
of undulating countryside where tall grasses waratipalms looked
black against the sky.

"Our small town must seem very lacking in comparigo your
sophisticated London stores." Shane looked dowre apoke, noting
the sunlight in her russet hair; it brought ouhtgythat looked to him
like pure gold, copper-tinged. "Don't you ever |lpsgience with the
Inadequacy of this place?"

Clair was swift to shake her head.

"I love it! | love everything here," she added vaith thinking, and in
came her companion with,

"Including me?" and he laughed as the colour mder cheeks.



"Don't be silly!" She looked away, acutely conssiaf increased
heartbeats and racing pulse. "My parents are cooumngo see me,"
she said in a determined effort to veer him totafio another
channel. "I've just sent them a letter saying heligtited | am."

"Your parents?" he echoed with interest. "Thaélinice both for you
and for them." They reached the teashop, and SbakeClair's arm
in the most proprietorial manner and conducted thesugh the
bougainvillaea-framed doorway into the dim and ghedurtyard
beyond.

"This table, sir." A coloured waiter was alreadydieg out a chair
for Clair to take. "I'll bring the menu."

She said curiously,

"Your boys speak of you as 'baas’, and I've alsxchéhe native
waiters use the same expression. But this mandcgdie sir.”

"Baas means master. | am not this man's mastevhgoshould he
address me as if | were ?" Shane seemed faintlgyaanand Clair
lowered her head, feeling she had been reprimanded.

"l was only curious," she murmured apologeticalpndering why

she should suddenly have lost her buoyancy, siingbause Shane
seemed displeased with her. She had never beenwdded about

Keith's reaction to anything she said. Keith. H@amote he was! It
seemed impossible that she had ever been engabad,tmuch less

on the point of marriage.

"Tell me more about this visit of your parents,Vited Shane when
the order had been given and the waiter had goietdio their tea and
cakes. "When are they to be expected?"

"In about a month. | shall be hearing soon aboaiflight."



"How are you going to bring them from the airport?"

"The station wagon," she answered, but even a®sbpen to think
about its inefficiencies Shane was offering to gtirer parents in his
car.

"Your vehicle could break down on a long journéglthat," he went
on. "Besides, your parents will be more comfortabla car."

"It's awfully kind of you, Mr Neville—" She brokeffp because of the
raising of his eyebrows and because she knew whatas going to
say to her.

"l believe | asked you to call me Shane."

"Perhaps you don't care for it? | have another beRip' he added,
amusement glinting in his eyes. "Would you prefhis tvery
English-sounding name?"

"No, | like - like - Shane..."

"And now we've surmounted that little obstacle lMalk about this
visit. But first—" He stopped, considering her tigbtfully,
examining her features, her eyes. "Have you reaahgekision yet
regarding this Keith?"

A small silence ensued before Clair spoke.
"I've decided to stay here."

Another silence and then, "A most wise decisiomirCl'm relieved
for you; it would never have worked."

She looked at him across the table, looked intaca bf severity and
Into eyes that had gone hard and brittle. She cootdesist saying,



"You sound so sure that it would never have worked.

"l am sure." Clair waited expectantly, hoping hewd$ mention his

sister. It was not that she felt any idle curiodityt naturally she was
interested, as it was a strange coincidence tleaslsbuld meet, and
get to know, someone who was related to a girl i suffered a
similar hurt and humiliation to that which Clairreelf had suffered.
But Shane spoke again of her parents' visit, thie aasking how the
girls were going to put them up.

Clair explained, adding with a wry grimace,

"It'll be a bit of a squash for everyone. The ro@nBlgumi are all so
small.”

Shane made no comment; his brows were drawn tagathe
thoughtful frown.

"I have plenty of room," he said at last. "Theywexy welcome to
sleep at Watsonia Lodge."

Watsonia Lodge.... Although Clair had not yet beeside Shane's
white colonial mansion, she had seen it severaédirfrom the

outside. Flower- bedecked - with many glorious biealimbing up

Impressive stone pillars - it stood in elegantg&ioin on a small rise,
surrounded by exotic gardens embellished by statuad fountains,
and with a wider circle of mature oak and cedaedreA veritable

palace for her parents to stay as guests of Shane.

"I don't know what to say," she told him. "You owéelm me with
such a kind offer."

Shane's fine lips twitched.

"You never expected your neighbour to be so accaoatnag ?"



She had to laugh then, and said,

"We all decided to have the game, seeing that Wedhame. We
intended being obstinate if and when you mightrodfeggestions as
to the running of our farm. We said we'd act agafd neither wit nor
nous."

His laugh rang out, and Clair's mingled with it.

"Mr Lumley must have been particularly trying tlay, for | assure
you, my dear, that I'm not normally so ill-mannecgdtritical.”

"But you did compare Mr Lumley with my sex," sheniaded him a
little tartly. "We concluded that you hadn't muahe for women."

At this he looked hard at her.
"I didn't, | must admit."”

Didn't. ... What did that mean? Clair's pulse raced againshadvas
thankful for the chair beneath her - because g Veere suddenly
feeling rather shaky.

"We have another visitor coming," she told Shar®.frlend of
Jean's. | think Jean was seriously consideringinguther off, or
making her stay at the hotel here. This was aéan dvas told of my
parents' projected visit. However, Christal willwmbe able to come.
We'll have a houseful,” she added happily. "Il flon, cooking for
them and bringing them into town for the odd meal."

"We shall have to put on a little entertainmeng'decided. And then,
curiously, "Christal? That's a glamorous sort ohiralt conjures up a
golden blonde with a sylph-like figure and the fatan angel." He
was laughing with his eyes, but Clair was graveaalbnce. She
suddenly wished Christal was not coming.... But lsaly, and how

selfish. Jean would be delighted that her friendla&de put up at



Ngumi Farm, after all. "You haven't yet said whetbe not you're
going to accept my offer," Shane was reminding dsethe waiter
appeared with the tray.

"But of course I'm accepting, on their behalf. Athénk you very
much, Shane. It'll save us some money, too, beaagishave had to
buy a bed for them. We'll only have to buy one noavsingle for
Jean's friend."

"We'll see about that later. | can either put tirewgp or lend you a
bed."

"I'm sure Jean would prefer Christal to stay at idguBut she'll be
grateful for the bed."



CHAPTER SIX

THE tea was served and Clair poured out, her wholed om the
words she had just uttered. Why had she been sk tyudeclare that
Jean would prefer Christal to stay at Ngumi? It lddae far simpler
for the girl to stay at Shane's home; there wolidthtbe no necessity
to decorate the spare room, or to find furniture ifp from other
rooms. And what of Jean's wishes? She might juntpeathance of
having her wealthy friend sleep in a luxury homéea than the
small, poorly-furnished room that Ngumi had to offe

"What are you thinking?" demanded Shane, breakmg Clair's
reverie. "You're frowning a little, so it isn't afjether a pleasant
matter which occupies your mind."

She put down the teapot, and handed Shane hisnclpaaicer. She
had to be honest, so she told him that perhapstshdd have left the
decision regarding Christal to Jean.

"Jean might prefer to accept your offer,” she added her
Imagination seeing the glamorous Christal reclinmith poise and
well-assured ease on some large, damask-coveraedicHahane's
elegant sitting-room.

“I'll put it to her," decided Shane, and then, iaffte had taken a drink
of his tea, "Tell me, Clair, do you feel happy nihat you've decided
to stay here?"

"Yes, | do."
"You intend staying for a long time?"

"l can't say. If | feel the wrench acutely when payents leave again
I might reconsider, and go home." She paused a mioriigut | shall
never have anything to do with Keith."



"When | asked if you intended staying for a lomgeil suppose | was
really trying to find out if you'd be able to settiere."

"Settle?" Clair wished he would not say things likés. For her
confused mind could not grapple with their exacahmeg. Setde.... It
was a strange thing to say— But no, it was nonhgeaat all. It was
natural, seeing that she and her friends were omdrs. And the
guestion was merely put because of interest, amdonany other
reason.

Shane Neville was not considering marriage to her.

The shock of this mental statement shook Claih&wvery marrow.
Where on earth had such an idea come from? Hehlwwdsinterest,
true - but she now knew the reason for that inteagsl it had nothing
personal about it at all. He had kissed her, bditltht mean anything
these days? There had been no passion in thenkisiesire. It was
light and swift. It was the kiss a man might giwe His sister -
certainly not to the girl he hoped to marry.

What else was there to account for that statentenhad made just
now? Nothing - just nothing.

"I'm a fool," she said to herself. "In any caseg owed never to let
any man do that to me again."

She could never imagine Shane jilting a woman etttar, but then
she had never imagined Keith doing so, either. Nisre so
unpredictable; you could never be sure of thegntions - or their
actions.

He was speaking again and she gave him her atteit® spoke of
the cattle they were having; he mentioned the ¢regngng he would
lend the girls some of his employees.



"Later, you'll be able to employ boys of your owhg continued.
"You certainly need a house- boy. Women don't slegy in the
kitchen here."

She looked swiftly at him.

"You don't believe, then, that woman's work isha home?"
"Certainly not!"

His vehemence surprising her, she said,

"You would want your wife to be a lady of leisure?"

"I would want her to spend some time on herselfn lwer
appearance." He stopped and a touch of amusemerntered his
voice when he continued, "I'd expect her to betsadive that I'd
want to kiss her every time | came into the house."

Clair blushed, although she could not explain why.

"A .glamorous girl will be your ultimate choice eth?"

He looked hard at her.

"l expect that, like every other man, | have anfeydeauty."
"We were speaking of glamour.”

" Youwere speaking of glamour," he corrected.

"Well - you didn't answer my question," she peegista challenging
expression in her violet eyes.

"Glamour's a strange thing," he admitted, surpgisin"At times it
can be attractive, while at others it can pall."



"Depending on both the man and woman?"
Shane nodded in agreement.

"My mother was glamorous,” he explained. "She weaukiful and
my father worshipped her."

Idly Clair chose a cake and put it on her plateis ®ituation was
intimate; it seemed to be bringing her close tongh&he did not
want to be close .. . or did she ?

Confusion again, and the subsequent warning that)y case, Shane
was not for her.

"Your father evidently liked glamour," she saiddg®hane nodded,
his eyes again settling on Clair's face in an erargiway.

"He did. And it was not only in Mother. He alwayadhan eye for a
glamorous woman; it was a great disappointmentito that my
sister was the homely type."

"Your sister?" Clair stopped a moment, and pickedher cake fork.
"She's - married, isn't she?"

"You know about her?"

She told him of Marie's visit to Ngumi. Shane nadldeequiring no
further explanation.

"l thought you'd be annoyed at the - well, the gnsssaid Clair,
looking a little anxiously at him. His mouth waght, but that was all.

"Everyone knows about the disaster of Avice's finsirriage. Marie
obviously told you everything."



"Yes; it seemed a very strange coincidence thahdulsl meet
someone who had experience of being jilted at lfae.a . ." Shane
was actually smiling and she added swiftly, "Youoknwhat |
mean!"

"Yes, my dear, | do know what you mean."

My dear.... The second time he had said that. &mnheothing. Clair
did not want it to have any significance whatsokver

"Tell me more about your mother," she said. AnchtH# believe
Marie mentioned that both your parents were dead?"

"They are." He spoke calmly; Clair did not feel theed to say
anything sympathetic to him and she merely waiédle he spent a
few moments in thought. That he was in the pastchess, and when
at length he spoke it was to mention several imtgleof his
childhood. Clair learnt that there had been anothéd, a girl, who
had died at the age of three years. Avice was ®eassyyounger than
Shane, and between the two there existed a clagecdrefree,
relationship. "We don't see very much of one angtine went on. "l
shall probably have a trip to England in the notdgstant future.”

"You know England?"

"I've been a couple of times, that's all." Shananged the subject
reverting to the topic, of his mother. "She combibeauty, glamour
and a sort of severe nobility with the charming Iges of
understanding, compassion, and love. She lovedyekpr husband
and her children. We were a remarkably happy family

Clair looked at him across the table. He was ggaracantly in front
of him, absorbed in memories, and so she had tperamity of

examining his every fine line and feature. It wescfrom where he
had acquired that air of severe nobility, thosedimately handsome
features. But did he possess the finer qualitiesvieich he had



spoken? Had his mother passed on to him unders@gnd
compassion, and the ability to love deeply? Somgtlmaught at
Clair's heartstrings. She suddenly knew he coulé lith a depth
that would release those less fine qualities -ipasand primitive
desire. The girl whom he eventually married woutgdexience love
in all its primeval forms; she would be broughttmmplete surrender
by the strength of her husband's passionate loviegak

Colouring at these thoughts and pictures, Clairel@d her head,
concentrating on the delicious pastry which layhenplate.

"It's time we were moving." Shane spoke some tiater] sending
Clair a smile as he did so. He had spoken aboupdnients all the
time, telling Clair how and when the Boers had cdamsettle here.
They had wandered away from their British rulersteke claims on
the eastern plateau.

"It was a wilderness, but they desired solitude fact, my ancestors
had a passion for it. Hence the lonely locationthefhomesteads, so
far-flung from one another, as you will already éawticed."”

"l too love the solitude," Clair had told him, ahe had seemed
pleased at her statement, casting her a strande.loan almost
tender look. And now, as he waited for her to gatigeher handbag
and her cardigan, he was sending her a similarcgla®@ne of her
tremulous smiles fluttered and she saw his eyesmwide opened his
mouth to speak, then closed it again. Clair feléemse of loss,
subconsciously wishing he had voiced the words whiad plainly

risen to his lips.

As they went along the street he asked her whawvaheed in the way
of shopping.

"If you do it | can then carry it back to the stetiwagon for you," he
added.



"Mainly | came to send off the two letters," shigdtbim. "But | was
intending to buy &arossfor my parents' bedroom. | thought the
could take it back, as a souvenir."

"I think you'd better leave it, seeing that thergdurgency now. You
might like to take your parents on a trip to Pretevhile they're here,
and they'll have"much more choice there."

"A good idea," agreed Clair. "In that case, | havemch to get - just
a few groceries and a tube of toothpaste for Jean."

An hour and a half later she was back home. Herfias flushed, her
eyes sparkling. Unaware of these attractions, sh® taken aback
when Sharon in a dry voice asked her the reasatnéon.

"You've just mentioned that you had tea with Shase it might be
that the answer to my question lies in that diosc@l'

"I don't know what you mean ?" But her increasddwogave the he
to this.

"Then don't bother answering me." Sharon and Jea@haaged
glances. Jean said slowly, and in a voice thatdedidlistinctly flat,

"Shane seems to like you enormously, Clair."

Swiftly she shook her head, remembering her slggisipicion that
Jean was attracted by Shane.

"We're friends, that's all."
"You talked, in the cafe?"
"Yes, he told me about his parents, and his sister.

"About all his family, in fact. Hmmm. Significant."



"Don't be silly," frowned Clair. "Shane would neveok at me in that
way—"

"It would appear that he already has, my love.hdeanaged a thin
smile. "Good luck to you, Clair. You deserve sonenite after what
you've been through." And with this Jean rose, topkhe tube of
toothpaste which Clair had placed on the table leftdhe room.

Deeply troubled, Clair looked at her cousin.

"She likes him, | knew it. But why she should sughane of being
interested in me | don't know - what | mean is,rfShahe wouldn't be
interested in a personal way."

"l thought, once, that his interest was merely tbltan anxious
neighbour who wanted to help someone make a rigtiswn. But
not now, Clair—"

"Oh, for goodness' sake, Sharon! I've told you artghis not
interested in me ithat particular way..."

‘All right," frowned Sharon. "There's no need todérty about it."
She paused momentarily, her eyes once again takingr cousin's
appearance. "You yourself - can you honestly sayrgaot falling
for him?"

Clair stared at her, anger in her gaze.

"No, | am not falling for him! You know very welGharon, that |
have no intention of ever falling in love again@sg as | live! What
kind of a fool do you take me for? One jilting'soegh for me; I'm not
taking any risks of the same thing happening again.

"Be logical! The chances of a repetition are aiomlito one!"



"They can be ten million to one as far as I'm coned! I've said, |
don't intend taking any chances, and | mean it."

Despite these emphatic declarations Clair, on teria the privacy
of her room, had to face the fact that was staniggin the face. She
was not only deeply affected by Shane, she was whge to
becoming involved in emotions which she would prdfe leave
dormant for the rest of her life. Love was notHer, and in any case,
what was more unprofitable than falling in love lwé man who
wanted glamour in his wife? Shane had not saichsaciual words,
but the fact stood out, revealed both by his dpsons of the woman
who would eventually appeal to him, and by thdwd® of his father.
He had been attracted by glamour, so it was reasot@massume that
his son would also be attracted by it - more esfigcas his mother
was so glamorous.

After a wash in the earthenware bowl on her maidybped
dressing-stand, and a change of dress, Clair bdustrehair and went
along to the sitting-room. It was empty and sheedrto the kitchen
where she began to prepare the vegetables thatotaythe
draining-board, having been picked from the gardaly a short
while ago. Jean came in as Clair was engaged steisik and the two
exchanged smiles.

"Are you up to this?" Jean wanted to know. "Youheen out,
remember, and that's tiring in itself."

"| feel fine, Jean. Don't worry any more about nighie put a peeled
potato on the board and began to cut it into slit®isane's offered to
have Mum and Dad at his house, just for sleepihgporse."

"He has?" blinked Jean, and then her lashes fedlingy her
expression. As she saw this, Clair experiencechsesef discomfort,



for it was plain that Jean was again attaching ist@mce to
something which Shane had done. "Well, that's miolging of him,
| must say. You accepted, of course?"

"l did. It's solved a major problem. He also sattidt your friend
could stay there. Alternatively, he's willing tanteus a bed."

"You did have a long and intimate discourse togettiein't you?"

"Jean ... please don't infer anything. You knowyweell that I'm not
interested in falling in love again - now or at atler time."

"You know | like him, obviously. My own fault; | ge it away. Well,
he'd never have looked at a straight up-and-dowmale like me

anyway."

An uneasy silence fell between the two girls, brokelast by Clair,
who again brought up the question of accommodatean's friend
Christal.

"l told Shane that | thought you'd prefer to havei§al stay here, at
Ngumi—"

"You did? Why?" Jean's voice was sharper than &lair had
noticed before. "The decision is mine, surely?"

"Yes, most certainly it is. So | told Shane he batter see you."
"But you've just admitted to getting Christal acenodated here."

"You didn't allow me to finish," Clair pointed outying to keep her
patience. "l was going on to say that, after tmgkabout it, I'd told
Shane to see you."

"|, feel that Watsonia Lodge is a much more fittplgce for Christal
to stay than here, at Ngumi. She's used to a lousitoedroom and it's



unlikely she'll be one hundred per cent happy amdfortable in our
tiny spare closet."

"No. ..." Again the picture of the glamorous Gkai reclining in one
of Shane's armchairs. . . . "Well, he's seeing qate soon, so you
can tell him you're accepting his offer."

Jean nodded, then frowned and looked hard at resrdfr For no

reason at all Clair was reminded of Jean's asgetfiat all women
can be catty if the occasion called for it - or deto that effect. Clair
dismissed the recollection with all speed. Jeanldvoeaver do a thing
like that - throw her glamorous friend at Shand josremove his
interest from Clair - the interest to which Jears\a#taching far too
much importance anyway. But how could Clair make tiear to

her? Looking at Jean's face now, and seeing theesslin her eyes,
Clair felt a spasm of pain shoot through her. Jgas suffering; no
doubt about that.

"I must go out and help Sharon with the weeding@dn]turned,
without looking at Clair, and left the kitchen thigh the back door,
which she left open. Clair's distressed gaze remson her back
until she was out of sight.

"Perhaps | shall go home, after all," said Clainéoself. "It certainly
would solve all problems. Jean would feel bettet smwould I. . . ."
But would she herself feel better? Not to see Slagjaen - ever. Not
to talk with him, and walk with him. Never to fdat arms around her
because they would never attend another Club daeeer tosee his
smile, a smile that undeniably sent pleasant rgppleng her spine.
Why was the man so devastatingly attractive? Itwidair to her sex!
No man should be able to affect a woman in the $agne could
affect them. But perhaps his particular type ofaation did not
attract ah women. Would they attract Christal, girfewho had not
yet married, because she was far too choosy -awo Rl&d declared,
Christal was rich, too, and she had glamour ansigpdihinking about



it, it seemed almost impossible for Shane and @thrisot to get
together —Clair's musings came to an abrupt ergshadeard Bill's
cheery voice calling from the stoep,

"Hallo, is anyone about?"

“I'm here." Taking up a towel, Clair dried her hantDo you want
Jean?"

"l want you," he told her softly. "I thought I mighnd you alone, in
the house. Is there anywhere where we can talk?"

"I don't understand, Bill. Why should you want &dktto me - me
particularly, | mean?"

"You'll soon understand," he assured her, glantomgards the open
door with the sort of furtiveness one would conwatt some kind of
secrecy. "Where can we talk undisturbed?"

"Here, | suppose. Sharon and Jean are weedirggnéd last night, as
you know, and—"

"Can we go to your bedroom?"
Clair's eyes opened very wide.

"What on earth for? And supposing the others camand find us
there? No, you'll have to talk here, Bill, I'm sofr

"All right," resignedly. "If they do come we'll havto change the
subject.” A pause. He delayed speaking for so tbag Clair broke
into his indecision and asked outright what he ¢t@de for.

"It's important, obviously," she added, "so it'sety not all that
difficult to broach."



"It's Sharon," he said briefly.

"Sharon?" Clair stared perceptively at him. "So yeeren't joking
the other day when you said you loved her?"

"l wasn't joking." He was calm, but colour had ¢reeneath his tan.
"What | want to know is: do you think | have a cha®"

"Wouldn't it be better to ask Sharon herself?" iregd Clair
reasonably.

"I'm so damnably shy when I'm with her alone!"

"That's not unnatural, if you're in love with h&ut you'll have to
speak to her some time, so why not now?"

"I'd like to have something to go on. Has she ¢aiked about me?"

"We've all talked about you, Bill, because you'eein so good to us,
such a great help. And Sandy too, even thoughmiog'so sociable as
you are." She paused, puzzled by his reluctancappwoach her
cousin direct. "You'd be far better to approachr&haBill. She can

only refuse you—"

"I couldn't bear it!" he cried. "No, | want to deeer her feelings first,
Clair."

"Then why not - er - court her?" she suggestedliritn something
guite amusing in a man like Bill lacking the cowsag ask a woman
to marry him. "It is usual, you know."

"l can't get anywhere near her! She seems notue haticed that |
care for her."

"You could easily make her notice."



"How?"

"By the ordinary methods—" She broke off, spreadiaghands in a
helpless gesture. "I'm not a man, so | haven'i@eg of how a man's
mind works."

"I love her, and that's about as much as | carytell I've never had
anything to do with girls before and so | haveny axperience. If |
had just one' little clue, I'd manage to pluck ame courage and ask
her to marry me. But as things are | feel she thimk more about me
than those damned chickens out there!"

Clair had to laugh, and she continued to do soam ¢d his glowering
stare.

"Il tell you what," she said at length. "I'll trfo find something
out—"

"Don't ask her if she loves me. Just try to pump“he

"l wouldn't dream of asking her if she loves yout'Bwill try to find
out if she has any affection at all for you."

"Thanks— Here she is! I'll say I've come abouttitieets for the next
Club dance."



CHAPTER SEVEN

IT was two days later that Clair said, very casudqu've been
teasing me enough about Shane, but what about Brid you?"

Sharon turned from the sink, and stared blankheatcousin.
"What on earth are you talking about?"
"Bill seems to be inordinately interested in you—"

"Not me particularly,” broke in Sharon, and Clageliberately
keeping a close watch on her expression, couldaildib notice the
faint tinge of colour that stained her cheeks. SHeterested in the
farm - which means us all, the three of us."

Clair shrugged, adopting a careless manner.

"If you think so, Sharon. For myself | feel he'smmterested in you
than either Jean or me." She turned, to dry a leaggeng bowl which
Sharon had placed on the table, since there wasamo for it on the
draining-board. "He's nice," she murmured, pushhegcloth into the
bowl.

"l agree; he's nice."
"But you're not attracted to him?"

"Look, what is all this?" demanded Sharon. "Are y@ving a joke
with me, or something?"

"No, I'm not. I'm just asking you a simple questibfihen here's a
simple answer: no, I'm not attracted to Bill!"



Clair picked up a cup from the draining-board, wriharon went
back to her washing-up. After a long and not vermgnidly silence
Sharon muttered, rather sulkily,

“I'm sorry | lost my temper."
"That's all right. Forget all about it."

Another silence, broken only by the clatter of éslbeing washed
and placed on the draining- board.

"It isn't as if Bill's ever made any approachesan't think what made
you ask questions like that."

"Supposing he did make any approaches?"
Sharon turned.
"You're persistent, aren't you? There must be sorea

"There is. I'm of the opinion that there's someaatton between you
and Bill. I might be wrong," Clair thought to addrelessly. "If so,
then I'm sorry. | was seeing things that didn'sexidrawing wrong
conclusions."

Sharon wiped her hands on her apron, and as skedai her Clair
saw again that tinge of colour in her cheeks. Alse deliberately
avoided Clair's eyes as she said,

"Bill's far too occupied with his farm. He has nmé for falling in
love."

"l wouldn't be so sure. Most men fall in love sotinee."

"I've no time either," stated Sharon, just as diChad not spoken at
all.



"Everyone should have time for love, Sharon," €air gently.

"What about you? You say you'll never fall in loagain as long as
you live."

"l did have time once," she reminded her cousiii,atopting that
gentle manner. "In my case there's an excuse tavauating to fall in
love."

"Bill has Sandy to think about. He couldn't takeiée home—"

"Certainly he could. They're partners. Besidesdganvery fond of
you, so he'd be delighted at the idea of your ¢uimere."

"You really think so—?" Abruptly Sharon broke offyeing her
cousin accusingly. "You trapped me into admittihgttl - er - like
Bill!" she almost snapped.

"If you like him then why don't you let him see it?ave a feeling that
Bill is the kind of young man who would require sosign before he
made a proposal of marriage."

“I'm going outside," said Sharon pettishly. And stent, leaving a
smiling Clair behind her, a huge pile of dishestingito be dried.

"Well, at least one of us is going to find perfeappiness," said Clair
In a satisfied little voice. And she began to huhittle tune to herself
as, tinning, she continued with her chores of dyyhre dishes.

The barbecue was held on a wide lawn shaded boitsers by tall
palms and oaks. Native women were at the fireskingochicken
legs and sausages and other appetizing meats.véaiwith Jean,
waiting for their meat, while a little distance aw@&haron and Bill
were talking as they ate their food. Lights in tinees gave the



atmosphere a romantic quality; there was laughter chatter and
soft music which could be heard only now and theove the other
sounds. Sandy, who was far more reserved than Bit who was
later to prove far less shy - came over and chéttea while. He was
still with them when Shane approached, having edriate owing to
the failure of the electricity in his house.

"We couldn't find the fault," he said, "but everlyave succeeded."
He glanced around. "The same crowd," he smilecaitCtan | take
you over there, to where the cutlets are being ed@k

"We were waiting for the sausages," she begarSbaie interrupted
her, in the most imperious and proprietorial manrsaying she
would enjoy the cutlets far more than the sausages.

"Also, they're better for you," he added. "Moretpm."
Clair looked at Jean and hesitated.
"Don't mind me," said Jean shortly. "Have your etstby all means."

Clair bit her lip, still hesitating. Shane took f@@m and her mind was
made up for her as she was led away, towards anbtbe that
glowed under the trees.

"l didn't like leaving Jean alone, Shane," shegstad, though a little
weakly, since these was nothing she would enjoyentiban to be
with Shane, in the romantic surroundings of the [EoWwomestead.

"She isn't alone; Sandy's with her."
"He'll not stay with her, though."”

"Then she'll find someone else to talk to. Heaveows, there are
plenty of people here tonight." He paused and gldrdown at her,
"What's wrong ? Don't you want to be alone withhe



"Yes - no! Oh, | have to be diplomatic, don't Iskie said, flustered
but determined to appear cool and composed. Toq riaes this

man had disconcerted her; she was determined hatvi® him do so
this evening. "l like your company. Does that $atyou ?"

"No, it doesn't!" And before she knew it Shane bading her right
off her feet and was carrying her towards a litthpse, lonely and
dark. "And now," he said, "I shall kiss you as lanéo kiss you in the
future!"

"No, you will do no such thing—"

But he did, and with force. Her mouth was force@mpinder the
pressure of his. She gasped inwardly, fightingoi@ath, but he was
merciless.

"There, my little one! You know just what you'refor!"

She swayed when he released her, and grabbed Hpleof his
white linen coat, drawing in great gulps of air amteasing them
again. Her chest was rising and falling, and heuttméelt bruised and
sore. She found herself recalling her previous mtiown that Shane
could display a primitive passion when making lo$&e had not
been mistaken!

"You're - hateful!" she managed at last. "It waar'tf I've ever given
you any encouragement!”

"That's just it! | wanted to find out if you areafly the block of ice
you appear to be."

"I hope you discovered that | am!"

"Ah. ..." He took hold of her again; she tried ted herself, but was
hurt for her trouble, Shane proceeding to give &egood shake
which, being so unexpected, resulted in her teathireg together on



to her tongue. Fury blazed within her, but it founodoutlet as her lips
were ruthlessly claimed again. "So you're sendingaochallenge,
eh?" he said, finishing the sentence he had bemut &tophrase when
he decided to kiss her instead. "Well, my littleepmve shall see.
You're completely at my mercy here-"

"I could call out!"

"You could, but you won't. You'd only make a foblyourself."
She glared up into his face, scarcely able totsedehe dark.
"You're despicable!"

"As | was saying," he resumed, calmly ignoring Wweathful words,
"you're completely at my mercy here. | shall nédwalyou to escape
until I've made you return my kisses."

"Then we shall be here all night!"

"Fine. That'll suit me, Clair. I'm sure we can fipleénty to occupy our
time."

"You're a cad!"

"But an attractive one," he said with a laugh. "Yoo find me

attractive, Clair, it's just that you won't adnbit or have you admitted
it, to yourself?" He held her from him, roughltinlg her face when
she continued to look down at the ground. "I dodvel you have, for
| feel your body trembling. It's because you're awry at my

perceptiveness. To return to what | was saying pnstv - I'm

intending to keep you here until | have some respdnom these
beautiful lips of yours, lips that were meant tokissed. | shall melt
the iceberg and seek the fire beneath." His heatt sbe tried to
escape his demanding mouth, but it was a futiengit. He was too
strong for her puny efforts to have any effectlatamd she gave up,



standing close and eventually being forced to Egainst him as he
insistently brought her even closer still. Everyuaawvas affected; she
was on fire inside, but still she resisted, refgsia respond. And
then, so unexpectedly that she gasped, his hahdeslishoulder strap
down and cupped one small firm breast within itstgewarmth. She
struggled, but only for a moment. The touch of asidd was sheer
ecstasy, bliss that she had never experiencedehé&dbe succumbed,
responding to his passionate kisses, to the seasnovements of his
body. His lips left her mouth and took the breastgently and with
something akin to reverence. She lay passive aghims desiring
only that this moment would go on and on . . . gternity, where she
and Shane would both float, locked in each otlzrnss.

"So. .. ." Satisfied at last, Shane released dpntly replacing her
shoulder strap. "l succeeded, my love. And nowahemains only
the question, doesn't there ? Will you marry mejrC2"

She gasped. Never had she expected this - andiderdy. True, he
had shown interest, as she had admitted long batwe but she had
believed his interest to be impersonal. Instea@ryking he had
done had been to one end - this.

"I can't marry you, Shane." Simple words, but fynstated. "I've
vowed never to fall in love again—"

"You arein love, idiot!"

"I'm not joking, Shane. | was never more seriousinlife. | shall
never run that sort of risk again."

"Risk?" he ejaculated, stunned by her implicatity God, girl, you
don't consider me that much of a cad, surely!"

"I didn't believe that Keith was that sort of a ¢ad



So cool her voice, so steady and firm. Shane loal®un into her
face, endeavouring to read it. But the trees spdeakhess and, after
a moment's hesitation, he took her hand and lednterthe light
shining from one of the trees nearer to the fire.

"You mean it?" he said, dazed. "Clair, | know y@uheen fighting

this - I'm not obtuse by any means. Yes, you'vendgghting, but

after that little scene just now you have to admioving me. It was a
callous method | adopted in order to prove to nfytbelt you cared,
but that is over now. We begin, we show each otlerlove, we'

become engaged, then married. It's inevitableyGlau can't escape
your fate - yours and mine."

"It's no use. | shan't marry you."

"By God, but you will!" he returned harshly. "Dowyaohink | would
lose you, knowing as | do that you care ? No, ¢idu'll marry me if
| have to take you away to some secret place 1d'do

"That's not sensible talk. You could never force tmemarry you
against my will."

"l could and | will—! " He broke off as Jean andn8g approached.
Jean stared into her friend's flushed face, sava¢ldging bosom, the
clenched fists, the trembling mouth. "We're jusihgao have some
more cutlets." Shane's voice, urbane and controlleerhaps you'll
join us at that little table over there ?"

"We'd be delighted," dryly from Jean, whose eyesewstill
observing her friend. "Were your cutlets as tastyhey smelled ?"
she added in a rather acid- sweet tone.

"“Try some for yourself," Shane invited. "That vk the better test."

"Your taste might not be mine, eh?" remarked Jead, then, to
Clair, "You look rather hot. I must" admit, it'svearm and sultry



evening, Not the most ideal for fires and cookihgxpect you and
Shane were near the fire?" she added, and suddaiys eyes
glinted, and she found herself saying,

"Does it matter whether we were by the fire or néiRat's the
purpose of such silly talk?"

"Clair!" admonished Shane, pretending to be shocKHdat wasn't
very nice of you." His tone now held amusement, arsleyes
twinkled. That scene might never have been enattede bitingly
furious words might never have left those smilipg |

"I'm sorry," she said, and received an approving fnom Shane for
her efforts.

The rest of the evening dragged unbearably, sificélar wanted
was to leave the barbecue and return to Ngumi,t@gpeace and
privacy of her room. She had been shaken by thetgeviorn by her
own desires, hurt by Shane's anger. This, she bHipwas almost as
bad as that dreadful time when she had stood iattheeh . .. waiting
for the bridegroom who never came. Emotionallyasvas bad, but of
course there would be no aftermath, no heartacehamiliation.
Shane's threats meant nothing. He had been so apdrgr refusal
that he had said anything that had come into haslhEven now he
was probably regretting his words; by tomorrow nmognhe would
have made up his mind to forget her, write herasfone of his rare
failure”.

One idea emerged from all the others: she mustgmivwme; there
was no alternative, for she and Shane could nosilplgsgo on

meeting one another. It would be too awkward fdhlod them. How
relieved he would be when she told him of her degis

This she did later, just as he was saying goodt magher in the drive
where she had left the station wagon. There wasgmof Sharon or



Jean and Shane found Clair alone, standing byahiele, waiting for
her friends to appear.

"Going home?" he repeated when she had spokenntoohiher
intentions. "Are you out of your mind?"

"I'm in a most rational state of mind, Shane," absured him quietly.
"You're crazy!"
"Because | refuse to take another risk ?"

"There isn't any risk! Look, I'll marry you next @le- just as soon as
| can get a licence. There'll be no time for chaggninds - not that

there's any likelihood of such a possibility onheit of our parts.

We're in love, Clair, deeply, madly, irrevocablylave, and you can
fight it if you will, but you'll surrender at lenigt'

She shook her head. But she did wonder how she cemain firm,
when she loved him so - for she did love him, hegihbaware of it, in
her subconscious, for some time now. He wouldetdiér down; she
was sure of it, and yet. . . .

"I don't want to be engaged to you—"

"Then don't be engaged, darling. Be married. till buy you an
engagement ring, because | know you'll want ongear with your
wedding ring, but as for any lengthy engagementeill,wve'll
dispense with the engagement, which, | can assouwe gearest,
wouldn't have been a long one anyway. | want yeednyou, as I've
never wanted and needed a woman in my life. Yooyrall, Clair—"

"Please stop! Why can't you accept my answer? 't d@mt to marry
you!"

"You will marry me!"



"Here's Sharon. I'll say good night, Shane."

He turned from her without a word, striding awayaoere his own
car was standing.

"Guess what?" Sharon was saying excitedly, quitamane that any
little drama had been played out between Shan€&nd "Bill and |
are engaged !"

"Congratulations. How did it happen so quickly?"

"l did as you advised and gave him a hint that $ wat totally cold
towards him. If you missed us we were kissing amdtling among
those trees over there." She pointed to a clumpresfs on the
opposite side of the lawn to those in which Clad &hane had been.
"Oh, but I'm happy! Bill wants to be married withtimee month!"

"Our guest will be here, and Mother and Father."

"That'll be nice. Everyone likes a wedding. Clawé, I'm delirious!"
"l can see that," returned Clair a little dryly.

"Where on earth is Jean— ? Oh, here she comesawgaat last.

“I'm engaged to Bill," said Sharon as soon as Jeanhed them.
"We're getting married in about a month's time!"

"Congratulations. I'm not too surprised becauseM you go into that
clump of trees over there. | also saw you come boiiL looked very
happy indeed."

"Shall we go?" Clair looked at Jean. "Do you wanttive ? Your
injury's better, so if you want to take the wheel—"



"I don't." The three girls got in and Clair starth@ engine. "What
about you?" said Jean as the vehicle began to m@we. you
engaged too ?"

"Clair!" gasped Sharon. "But—"

"I'm not engaged, nor am | likely to be." Taut tfuece, but scarcely
audible above the sound of the engine.

"When you came out of your little hideaway you ledkas if you'd
been made love to - violently!"

"Jean!" Sharon turned a pair of shocked eyes towhed. "What a
thing to say!"

"Either they'd made love or they'd quarrelled,"ldesd Jean tightly.

"We'd quarrelled." Clair decided it was best totteém all - well, not
quiteall. But she did say that Shane had proposedrtestes had to,
because this was her excuse for going home, hsomdar leaving

the farm which she had come to love. "l shall pkdpaeturn to

England when my parents leave," she told themlfindean said
nothing, but Sharon protested, declaring there éonb sense in
leaving when she wanted to stay."You and Shanegetllover your
guarrel," she stated. "I'm sure that neither of woe the kind of
people to bear a grudge."

"l can't stay, so there's no more to be said."r@ai her foot down;
the station wagon's speed increased.

The drive home was done in total silence from thenbut on their
arrival at Ngumi Jean turned to her partners atdl teem of her
intention of selling the farm to Shane.

"He wanted to buy it before, so | expect he'll liuyow. As soon as
you've both left | shall be getting ready to leawgself."



"But what will you do, Jean?" Clair was distressadd this was
revealed in her voice. "You've put everything ithes place. We've
got it nice and cosy and almost making a profituYaan't leave it
now," ended Clair persuasively, but Jean was ajreshadking her
head.

"l can't manage it alone."
"You can get help - a couple of boys."

"I'm selling it," returned Jean and, turning on heel, she left the
room.



CHAPTER EIGHT

WHAT a muddle! And her parents coming to stay! Claridied to

arrange for them to stay at the hotel, as she amtltiow have them
stay with Shane. He might not want them, anyway afier all that

had happened on the night of the barbecue.

"I'm going out this afternoon," she told Sharorireesy all three sat at
breakfast. "Is there anything you want?" Clair dat address Jean,
because they had not been speaking to one anothmrdr a week. It
had not been Clair's choice and several times aldeattempted to
close the rift, but her efforts were futile. Jeamswmorose, and
accusing. Both Clair and Sharon could understamdl cammiserate
with her. But both agreed that Jean's was a detestitude, that she
could keep the farm if she so wished. Shane woeld her, that was
certain. And until she could afford her own boyswald lend her
some of his, especially at harvest time, and whemteeds sprang up
in their thousands after the rains.

"Not that | can think of at the moment," answerdd®n. "l shall
have to go into town myself tomorrow, to try on drgss."

"That dressmaker's been quick, getting it cut oud eeady for a
fitting in so short a time."

"She's marvellous. If you'd been staying you'd Haaeto go to her.
All the people round here have their clothes madeds."

Breakfast over, Clair went off to see to the hetwscollect what eggs
there were and to clean out the nest-boxes andHema with clean
straw. Then she had weeding to do, and some wotlkeogarden, for
it had been agreed that the place must be keptad gondition so
that Jean would be able to ask a decent pricé.for i

By one o'clock Jean had the lunch on the tableClao's surprise she
spoke to her, asking if she would bring her backesootepaper.



"I have several letters to write," she added.

"You can have as much as you want of mine," off€tdr eagerly,
so glad to be on speaking terms with her friendragdhere are
plenty of envelopes as well."

"Thanks, but I'd prefer to buy some. | shall bedmeg such a lot."
"All right, I'll fetch you some."

The hotel was small, unpretentious, and it was &itlny sigh of
regret that Clair entered through the narrow ecgaand walked up
to the reception desk. It would have been so rocénér parents to
have stayed with Shane, in that luxurious homesW¥at all its
flowers and its high wide rooms. It was strange dsuyet she herself
had never been inside. She would never enter it. iRivane had
intended arranging some entertainment for her fathd mother, he
had said, and Clair had no doubts about the emtarésts being on a
lavish scale. Well, all that was ended before d bagun. She and
Shane were sworn enemies - or so she surmiseghBuvas in for a
surprise - although, at this moment, she did noikit.

“I'm sorry, but we have no accommodation at all.ré/booked up
for the next three months."

"Booked up?" Clair stared disbelievingly at theldugzoman behind
the counter. "But who would be filling the placeliye that ?"

"We have ten rooms only, and one family alone atake up four of
them - they come in another two weeks and will d@yover a
month."

"Is there anywhere else where | might get a rootis?adnly for
sleeping; my parents will stay with us during thaytime and
evening."



The woman shook her head.

"Usually there isn't much call for rooms, so no dowhers to let
them."

"Oh, dear, whatever shall | do ?"

“I'm very sorry, I'm sure," said the woman, andine¢d to the novel
she had been reading.

After having bought Jean's notepaper Clair madevagrback to the

vehicle. But as she passed along the familiarshesled main street
she saw to her dismay the tall figure of Shane ngnowards her.

Dressed in tight-fitting trews and a red and grelkeacked shirt, he
looked exactly what he was, an outdoor man, a ntaose life was

spent with nature.

She would have escaped if she could, but as trsswwapossible she
put on a mask of cool composure and returned tastigig with a
forced smile.

"Shopping?" he queried in the pleasantest of tones.
"No. I've been trying to get my parents fixed uphat hotel."
He frowned.

“The hotel's full up."

"Yes, they told me so."

"l thought it was all arranged that your mother &attier were to stay
with me?"

"You surely don't want them now?"



He stood looking down at her for a long momentmtsleook his head
impatiently.

"Why shouldn't I want them?" he asked.

"Well. . . ." Clair licked her dry lips. "After owyuarrel. | mean, you
wouldn't feel very happy at putting up my paremtsuld you ? - not
after our quarrel.”

"That's the second time you've mentioned a qudrmelsn't aware
we'd had one."

"Of course we quarrelled!"

"You chose to argue with me, but that's not a glaAnd, my little
one, | must warn you here and now that I'll not pptwith that
behaviour when we're married. Your husband's \Wwallsoe obeyed."

She looked up into his stern grey eyes, her owketviones misty
from the tears which lay behind them. She was dspt wanted
nothing more than to go to him, and have him pw& $trong,
protecting arms around her. It would be heaven!

"l think you're teasing me," she accused. "And Istnisay | don't
understand why you're not displaying anger - or etbing," she
ended vaguely.

"Would a show of anger have profited me anything@'queried, a
touch of amused sarcasm in his voice.

"No. | expect not." She had wanted to be calm antbanposed as he,
but already she was uneasy, feeling inadequatelddss air of
nobility.

"Shall we have tea again?" he suggested.



"That would be nice."

"There isn't any need for this awkwardness," herassher. "We're
still friends, and don't you ever forget it!" Thest few words were
emphasised, and in them there lay a threat. Wittlooking Clair
said what was in her thoughts.

"You'd make an abominable husband! You'd be so ybasxl
overbearing it wouldn't be possible to five withuyb

"No?" in some amusement as they began to walk aking for the
cafe. "Well, my little one, let me warn you thdk iot look kindly

upon desertion. I'd bring you home, and when | l&idtan your
backside until you begged for mercy - and thegivé you a bit more
for being a coward."

Swift colour fused Clair's cheeks. She wished sbel€find some
acid retort, something that would burn into himt &s she could not
find anything she remained silent.

"l only want a drink of tea," she was saying fivenaties later when
Shane asked her if she would like some cakes dsawéie tea. "I'm
not hungry."

"You've upset your nervous system." He gave theerorand
continued, "No more worrying over your parents.yflheome to me
as arranged."

"You're very kind."

“I'm not. I'm brutal and demanding. You had prooftloat at the
barbecue."

"Please," she implored, colouring again, "don'tremind me of
that!"



"You want to shrink right into yourself just becausu responded to
my lovemaking. Foolish child! You ought to be thargkyour lucky
stars that | didn't go any further—No," he saidriipholding up his
hand in a gesture of admonishment, "don't you tirene | couldn't
have gone further or | might find an opportunitysbbwing you that
you're wrong. You were in the mood for love, my styand looking
back now | realise | would have gained more by rigkiyou
completely. You'd have been so scared you'd haveedane within
a couple of days!"

"Oh, | wouldn't!"

"Let's get on to a less personal subject,” he advgently. "You're
such a baby, and are so easily disconcerted. didel'sn a brute and
it's true. When are your parents coming ?" he #sked, keeping to
his word and changing the subject.

She told him the date, and the time of the plameigal. He nodded
and promised to meet them.

"l want to go too," she began.

"Of course you do. | shall call for you at ninelatk on the morning
of their arrival. Don't keep me waiting or we wdr& there on time."

"Il be ready," she promised, and then, after albimesitation, "Is
Jean's friend staying with you as well?"

"Jean asked me to have the girl, so I'm doingt8bsave you all a
good deal of trouble."”

"Yes, and especially as Sharon's wedding is so.s8logis having to
have time off to see to her clothes and to do thatdher new home."

"Jean's selling out to me, as you know. I'm soh®'s leaving; she
could h"ve made a good thing out of Ngumi Farm."



"But aren't you pleased that you're going to getfter wanting it all
this time?"

"I'm pleased at acquiring it, but | didn't wantimuire it from a grand
person like Jean. Mr Lumley, yes, undoubtedly #déhbeen pleased.
He was a nuisance to have for a neighbour; fortbimg his cattle
were always in my maize and his poultry scratclupghe vegetable
garden which was, at that time, the pride and jogne of my most
trusted boys. When he threatened to leave me taigtwent over to
Ngumi and played hell with its owner."

"It was because you were sworn enemies that heedfio sell out to
you. You should have tried to apply a little moegignce and tact."

"No, | should not. I'm glad he refused to sell tmtme." Picking up
his teacup, he took a long drink. .

"Glad? But why?"

"l should never have met the girl who's going todsmee my wife."
"Oh ... | see."

"You see that you're going to be my wife?"

"No - you know very well what | meant!"

"Are you going to be sensible and marry me?"

"You have my answer. It stays."

"And you have my assurance that we shall be mariadd that
stays."

Clair shrugged her shoulders.



"It's time | was going," she said. "It's my turnrt@ke the evening
meal."

He glanced at her hands and frowned.

"l should have sent you a boy to do the choresntit too late now,"
he added, and promised to send over Joseph, whasedsto being
inside the house rather than outside. Clair pretessaying they
could not take one of his boys when they were p#yfeapable of
doing the work themselves; she was answered witthelaty, and in
that imperious tone she had heard him use on depesaious
occasions. "You'll have him all the same. | dorentvmy bride to
come to the altar with hands that are disfigurethdng work!"

She gave a deep sigh, opened her mouth to rermmdthat she had
no intention of marrying him, but closed it agakte'd never be
convinced until she left Ngumi with her parentsubd for England
and her home.

He called for her as promised and they drove ietoqgompanionship
for several miles, traversing what was for Claitirety new terrain,

although it was often similar in aspect to the lmestharound Ngumi
Farm. But this was sometimes more like a wilderngssilence and
its loneliness, the sort of dreary solemness teatguled the valley
where flowed the tributary river now that the ralveed come ... all
combined to make one wonder how man had comeédkve in the
first place.

The desert aspect went and a more green vistat®place. It was a
brilliantly clear morning and when the sun shone angreen
cultivated field it seemed far brighter than whérshone on the
parched land. The valley was now well wooded, thveel slopes of



the hills clothed with herbage, and so everythi@g woftened, made
noble by the mingling of the diverse features.

"We'd better discuss arrangements,” said Sharength. "I take it
you're having your parents at Ngumi all day, areythcome over to
Watsonia each night?"

"Yes. | was intending to ask what time you wenbéal, so we could
make sure they're in in time."

"They'll have a key."

"That's very good of you, Shane."

"I do have some redeeming qualities, then?"

"You have many redeeming qualities," she told hemasisly.
"Thank you, Clair."

"Now you're being sarcastic!"

"A little."

"I hope you won't be sarcastic with my parents."

"I most certainly won't! On the contrary, | shathwously be on my
very best behaviour with the people who are shadalpecome my

in-laws."

"You won't be convinced that I'm determined to remaaspinster all
my life."

"When is this glamorous young thing expected tva?"

She started, shaken by the abrupt change of subject



"Tomorrow, but she's coming in a car, which sheught over on a
ship."

"A lady of means, it would seem ?"

"She's been living in Spain with a rich aunt. Thatadied and left her
a fortune."

"Lucky girl. And so she's indulging in a little tral?"

"That's right. She found out that Jean was herenaharally chose to
visit her."

"So we're to have three new faces around? Yes, wa atrange a
round of activities and entertainments. | myseHlsgive a party, at
which we shall dance - and probably announce ogagement—"

"Shane, please be sensible!".

"l forgot, you don't want an engagement. You wantshed affair, so
that | can't change my mind. But you'll have tgobepared for some
gossip, sweet. There always is the first waggimgte that sets it all
off."

"Sets what off?" inquired Clair innocently, and Béaburst out
laughing before he answered her.

"The suggestion that it was a 'had to get maraédir. People will
stare at you, expecting little junior to appear opoef his time.
However, if that's really what you want, my loveem that's what you
shall have." He paused, sent her an amused gladdéen continued
to tell her about the entertainments. There woeldtideast two Club
dances while her parents were here, and perhapshd race. There
were polo matches if they cared to attend and tivaretennis at the
Club. "It's more than likely that some of the othevill put on



barbecues and other events, so your parents siawie a most
enjoyable time."

"I'm ever so grateful to you, Shane. You've madeghing so easy
for me."

"It's a pleasure, Clair." He was serious now, amdlbwed down to a
stop. "l love you, Clair, and it's natural thathiosld want to make
your path smooth. I'm expecting to become your &andbno matter
what you say to the contrary." He turned, and stiendt move her
face, even though she had plenty of time to délsoLips were cool,
and gentle, his breath clean and fresh, his toashlike a heady wine
in its effect upon her. It would be so easy toyas, she would marry
him. She rather thought that, eventually, she wealgyes.

This admission was made so simply that its impacther was
scarcely noticeable. She loved him; she knew fog that he would
never let her down, either before or after marrigde what was the
sense in turning him down ? She was a fool evémtioof it. But she
would not say yes just yet. She wanted to be freenwher parents
came. At the dance. . . . Yes, she thought, exeitértaking full
possession of her, she would agree to Shane's gakie
announcement at the dance.

The plane came in, swooping down like a gigantid.bsoon the
reunion was over, the introduction had been made alter the odd
glances which passed between Clair's parents foigpwheir
examination of the handsome man standing beside daaghter,
they were all in the big, comfortable car and mgkiar the little
homestead which Clair had described and which dnaya
mentioned in her letters.



"We're dying to see it, love!" exclaimed Mrs Duncfectionately.
"You and the others seem to have made a littledmseraut of it."

"Oh, no!" protested Clair. "I can see I've mislediylt isn't anything
much at all. It's just that we've worked hard oant so, to us, it's
very attractive in comparison to what it was whencame."

"And Mr Neville's your nearest neighbour, you said?

"So you wrote home about me?" teased Shane andhzvghoulder,
"Shane's the name. We don't bother with surnamesnare."

"Shane. Well, | don't recall that Clair ever reéefrto you as anything
other than Mr Neville."

"She wouldn't," was Shane's rather dry rejoinder.

"Oh ... is there something subtle in that?" Mrs &am wanted to
know.

"You and Father will be staying at Shane's houseg'tposed Clair,
determined to change the subject. "I did tell yomy last letter."

"Yes, you did. It's most obliging of you, Shaneptd yourself out for
us. We're exceedingly grateful to you."

"Don't mention it," returned Shane. And under hisalbh he said, so
that only Clair could hear, "I have an ulterior mef but as yet
they're in ignorance of it. Do you think they'll leme me as a
son-in-law ?"

"You didn't have an ulterior motive when you firstade the
suggestion that they could stay with you."

"Changing the subject all the time— Sorry, Mr antsNduncan. We
had no right to whisper." But he did whisper, jtstsay, "You're



wrong. | did have an ulterior motive. You see, ldaaip my mind to
marry you a long time ago, that was why | was saars about your
deciding to give that bounder up altogether."

She understood it all, had done ever since shddaded that he
wanted to marry her. Well, he would soon know tiehad won. She
would have told him quite soon, but as she sawhbatas perfectly
cheerful, and brimming with confidence, she did wonsider it
necessary to provide him with the information yet.

"This is a lovely country," commented Mr Duncanistimg his head
around and eyeing the landscape appreciatively. ildader you
girls wrote so glowingly about it."

"Sometimes the scenery's not so attractive as' thissned Shane.
"The bushveld can be very monotonous, especiatlyardry season."

"Yes, I've heard about that. You have no summervainter, just a
wet season and a dry one."

"That's correct,” was Shane's reply. He chattedohsometimes he
would be silent, affording Clair and her parent®pportunity to talk
among themselves. Clair was happy, and it showdtkireyes and
her smile. She had noted those initial glances fien parents,
anxious glances, but not so anxious as they woaveé been had she
not told them of her decision not to return to Keithey had known
nothing of his plea, and this was as well, sinces Muncan would
have been even more anxious about her daughtehl&a lest she
make the mistake of marrying Keith, despite what&e done to her.

Ngumi was reached at last; Shane left immediatelrdd unloaded
the luggage from the boot of his car.

"Il let you have a key in the morning," he proedsMr Duncan. "I'm
afraid it's been mislaid, but my houseboy will h&wend it by now. |
shall be up when you come tonight - in fact, aarely go to-bed



before midnight | expect | shall be up most niglitewever, don't
think you have to be in any particular time. I'rttifeg you have the
key so that you'll be free to come and go as yi [Goodbye, Clair.
| shall probably see you some time tomorrow."

"What a perfectly charming young man he is!" exoed Mrs

Duncan when they were mounting the steps to thangah. "You

girls are very lucky having such an exceptionaghbour." She was
In the living-room now, and glancing around appaeely. "My, but

this is cosy! Stephen dear, how would you liketeliplace of this
kind ? You did say you'd consider a little farm cseey. Do you

suppose we could rent one like this ?"

Glances passed between Jean and Clair. Jean's wentttight. She
passed the matter by, adopting a charming manmards Clair's
parents. She had always been popular with thentreydhad given
her affection, remembering that she was an orphan.

After the couple had washed and changed tea weedsen the stoep.
Mr and Mrs Duncan were delighted at the idea ohgabutside, in
the fresh air.

"l could live here," Mr Duncan was declaring thédaing morning
at breakfast. "It's so warm and balmy, even at timse of the
morning, and in November!"

Both he and his wife had enthused over and oveinagzout the
bedroom they had been given at Watsonia Lodgevdtl@oked the
main gardens, with their fountains and statues, laggbnd, the
wooded little river valley and away past this tbe/line of rugged
kopjes.

"We might have booked in at the best hotel in Sd\itica,” was Mr
Duncan's comment. "Shane must be a very wealthy'man



At a quarter past three in the afternoon the tlguest arrived.
Christal.... How well her name suited her, thouGHdir. She fairly

scintillated, with her shining hair of palest gah&r lovely colouring

and perfection of features. Her brows were darkamded, her eyes
a vivid blue framed by long curling lashes. Theewdouth was rosy,
the chin pointed, the neck long and arched.

"Crikey!" whispered Sharon when Jean had takens@dirinto her
own bedroom for a wash and change. "She's like $ongeout of a
film!"

"Flawless," returned Clair. But now she was notirgeehe girl
reclining gracefully in one of Shane's chairs. S¥a&s seeing her
looking rather uncomfortable, because Shane woolde showing
any interest in her. But Clair was in for a shdgkane appeared to be
more than a little attracted to the girl and whanhthe barbecue
arranged by a young couple who farmed close toaBidl Sandy, he
deserted Clair for Christal, Clair's whole evenwas spoiled. Jean,
noticing what was happening, seemed to be seaajlyying some
kind of satisfaction.

"Are you all right, dear?" Mrs Duncan was a littlsappointed that
Shane was not taking much notice of her daughtex.ifad watched
him with Clair on several occasions and had seéit&unt to invest

her with an optimism that Clair might just win tgedlike creature
for a husband. But what chance had Clair agairadtitdvely girl he

was with at the moment? "You seem to be a litdaed?"

"I'm not sad, darling!" It was an effort to appéaight and gay, but
Clair was determined not to give her mother anynrdor anxiety.
She had suffered more than enough of that a fewthmaamgo. "I'm
thoroughly enjoying myself!"

Sandy came up and was introduced.



"Have you seen Jean?" he wanted to know. "I'veckedreverywhere
for her."

"She was over by that fire - where they're cookimg pancakes, or
flapjacks or whatever you call them." Mr Duncanmted and Sandy
went off. Clair saw him again, with Jean, and tiveye strolling hand
in hand!

Christal was with Shane, but when he went off sohere she came
over to Clair and her parents.

"Isn't this cute? Eating out and meeting so many people." Her
voice was silky; it seemed an ahen part of sucliepgon. "Of
course, I've been to barbecues before, but in Bdglavariably you
all have to rush into the house at some hour oétleming, escaping
from the rain."

"We've had barbecues and it hasn't rained,” pMirsnDuncan. "It all
depends on how lucky you are."

"It's precarious, though. Here, one can be sutbeoiveather.”

"We have the most violent thunderstorms," Claioinfed her. "If
one came now you'd be soaked before you even reattte
homestead."

"Homestead. Isn't that an attractive word? Shaheimestead's
absolutely lovely - but | suppose, Clair, that yawseen it many times
?Il

"Only from the outside."

"Is that all? Oh, well, | must ask Shane to have yofor a drink one
evening."



"Shemust ask him!" spluttered Mrs Duncan when the lgad gone,
hurrying away to Shane as soon as he reappeardtb ddes she
think she is!"

"Shane's guest, Mother, just as you are."

"I'd never take it upon myself to say he must mabmeone in for
drinks!"

Altogether the barbecue was not a success as f@taasand her
parents were concerned. Try as she would to detesve, Clair had
obviously not succeeded, because she overhearddiker say,

"Our little girl's unhappy, but I don't know whynot yet. Do you
think she's fallen in love with Shane?"

"No, | shouldn't go worrying yourself about anyttilike that, love.
Clair's only just getting over that other affaio, iss highly unlikely
she's in love again."”

"F* thought at first that Shane liked our girl emmusly. But since
this Christal came he's only had eyes for her."

Clair drifted away, desiring to be alone. Shedeltinhappy she could
have wept. If only Christal had not come. . . .

"But Shane has asked me to marry him, so he must loze with

me—" Clair was no longer convinced, and the moeedskelt on the
whole situation the more a certain picture emergie picture of a
broken engagement. Yes, had she said yes to Shaee fivst he
proposed, she would now have been engaged to him.

"And when Christal arrived he would have transfeiines affections,
and | would have been jilted - not at the altas,true, but jilted."



She set her teeth together, in order to stop tdhaittering, for she was
very cold, cold in every limb and muscle. Even heart was cold.

But she had had a narrow escape; always she nmstreer that and
be thankful. It was a miracle that she had held agginst his

persuasions. He himself must be thanking her foisneg him.

He came to her at last, smiling urbanely and askwth a sort of
cool politeness, if she were enjoying herself.

"Of course! It's marvellous!"

He looked at her keenly, with his dark grey eyeberé was a
strangeness about him, as if he were making a tréous effort to
remain where he was. Did he want to kiss her A'€laeart thudded
with expectation. All was dark in that little shhdyy over there. ... If
he did want to kiss her—

"Shane darling! There you are! | wondered whered/disappeared
to! I'm awfully tired. Please take me home." Clalisticked an arm in
his and he turned to look down into her lovely faEesmileappeared
on his and he nodded his head accommodatingly.

"I'll take you home," he said, and with an abruptlination of his
head for Clair, he walked away, his companionitrgtto keep pace
with him.

"Take me home," whispered Clair, the burning temthering at the
backs of her eyeSHome."

Already the girl was calling Watsonia Lodge "homAlteady she
and Shane were intimate enough for her to call deming, and to
tuck her hand possessively into his. It would retdng befordheir

engagement was announced ... perhaps it wouldthe party which
Shane was giving, in three weeks' time.



Wandering further away from everyone, Clair at lgave way to
tears, weeping as if her heart would break. It sgemmpossible that
she had suffered like this twice. This was likeghtmare from which
she must awake. Shahadbeen sincere— Yes, but that was befor
he had met Christal. Had he not implied that tlaengirous girl would
be his choice, as it had been with his father? Stdirivas lovely as
well as glamorous. Her figure was perfect. Yesyth®uld get
together permanently; Clair was fully convincedtof

And they would in all probability announce theigagement in the
near future.



CHAPTER NINE

THE Club dance was the next function after the bareeand Clair
was intending to wear a lovely white dress thathether had bought
for her and brought out, along with several oth@sspnts. It was of
thick satin-like material, high at the throat andmed from there
downwards rather in the style of the classical rab@&ncient Greece.

"You look adorable in it!" exclaimed her motheralsmiled, but
she was recalling that once Shane had used the"adodable” when
flattering her smile.

There was no doubt about Clair's looking lovelthia gown. It would
be the most outstanding one at the dance, Shaabarelé, and even
Jean remarked upon it. Jean and Clair were dtitlecool with one
another. On Clair's part it was retaliation becalessn was often not
nice to her at all. But ever since that eveningmsige had seen Jear
hand in hand with Sandy there had been a sligh¢siofy of Jean's
attitude towards Clair. Clair could not say whettines was due to the
fact of Shane's having shifted his attention toistal, or whether it
was because of some understanding which had gr@noetween
Jean and Sandy. It certainly seemed significarit3aady had been
looking for her, and that, later, he and Jean feahIstrolling hand in
hand.

But Jean had remained uncommunicative and Shardrdéeided
that there was nothing of any importance betweenwio.

"Bill would have mentioned it if there had beemésaid.
"Perhaps Bill doesn't know."
"Could be, I suppose."

"It would be rather nice if Jean found a husband."



Sharon had looked hard at her.

"You've been glad for me, love, and now you're ngjtio be glad for
Jean - in spite of the way she's been treating Wwhat about
yourself, Clair ?"

Clair had reddened, and looked down at her hands.
"There isn't anybody for me here, Sharon."

"Shane ... | could have sworn, once, that he céwed/ou. Jean
thought so as well—" Suddenly Sharon had broken afSlow

whistle cutting into her words. "So that's why gissted on Christal
going to Shane's house to sleep! Jean was jealdisame’s interest
in you!"

Because she could not be deceitful about this,r Gladded in
agreement and said,

"Didn't you guess, Sharon?"

"No, | didn't - although | now see that | should/@aone so. But how
dastardly! How unutterably mean!"

Clair passed her tongue over her dry lips.

"Shane and Christal would have got together in cese. They're
alike - what | mean is, they've both got poise,iltgbThey're both
perfect physically.

It was inevitable that they'd get together."

"I wish she hadn't come here!"



"You'd have liked Shane and me to - to . . . ?'IrCtleoke down then,
and the next moment she was weeping in her cousinmiss.
Soothingly Sharon murmured,

"Don't, love. You wrench my heart when you cry ltkat. You did it
after Keith, and | went home and cried myself; &swagony."

“I'm sorry." Accepting the handkerchief being offérto her, Clair
dried her eyes, and her cheeks, then dabbed fbthef her cousin's
blouse. "I'm ah right now, Sharon. Thank you foauireg with me."

The Club grounds were bright with lights, and aliveh people
coming, parking their cars, then moving towardsdioéhouse itself.
AH the ladies were in evening dress, the men ime&linackets.
Waiters in white coats conducted the guests to thbles.

"I wonder if we shall sit with Shane ?" Mrs Duncesmshed for

nothing more than that her daughter, attired irt thaely dress,
should sit where Shane could see her - ah the Ameshe was not to
be disappointed. All her satisfaction shone onHwnely features
when she found herself being conducted to a rddrge table at
which were already seated five people - James dsié Eowler,

Shane and Christal, and a young man whom Clairnheidseveral
times at the functions she had attended. His namgs Martin

Brookes and he rose, as did Shane and James,iearClaer parents
came up to the table.

Had Shane arranged this? wondered Clair. If so, ivasit of

politeness to her parents... or was it the desitave Clair herself at
his table? Whatever the reason, the arrangememieskeot to please
the glittering girl already sitting there. She sedy smiled at the
newcomers; when her eyes met Clair's she staredaantly at her,



stared coldly and as if at a total stranger. G&iruncomfortable, but
she had her parents with her and she felt safevana.

Shane was looking at her dress, as he had look@&dwdten she
entered. She did not know it, but his eyes haddiglon her figure
long before she reached the table. He had alloviiéteaexclamation
to escape him, an exclamation which Christal haddyeand her eyes
had followed the direction of his. Her mouth haghtened, but when
Shane remarked,

"What a delightful dress!" she had produced the tndesastating
smile and replied,

"Indeed it is! It stands out among the rest."

But when she saw how this pleased the man sitppgsite to her she
lowered her eyes, for there was a distinctly ugditfin them.

Between courses the guests danced. Shane choseup gith Clair
first, a circumstance that delighted her motherdsatght a scowl to
the face of Christal. Martin invited her to dancel ahe accepted, but
all the. while her eyes followed the figures of iC&nd her partner.

"Where did you buy this dress ?" Shane, holdingrClase, allowed
a little space to come between them, so that hiel t@ok down at the
dress.

"It's a present from my parents. Mother chosehe'Squite good at
choosing clothes for me, which is unusual, becavmmen want to
choose for themselves." She was rambling on, sagmyghing that
came into her head. Shane smiled faintly and said,

"Would you mind very much if | flattered you ?"

"l don't understand you," she quivered. "How camrid if you flatter
me ?"



"You're so quick to adopt the defensive."
"l promise | won't."

"Then let me say, Clair, that I've never seen angtljuite so lovely
as the vision of a girl in white, entering the e@stint and walking,
with the grace of a princess, towards the tabler&vhwvas sitting."

"Oh...." She looked up at him, her lovely mouth mgvtremulously.
Shane caught his breath, and he also caught hénfgossessively.
"That was the nicest thing I've ever had said to $tane."

"Did it make you happy, child?" He seemed concersid thought,
and wondered why.

"Very happy." And that was the truth. Everythingsvadl right. Shane
still loved her - he must love her to say a thikg that. "I must thank
my mother again for choosing this dress for me."

"You must wear it at my party."
"If you want me to, | will."

"I do want you to." Imperious the tone all at onC#ir thrilled to the
mastery contained within it. "If you should comeamy other | should
iImmediately take you back to Ngumi, take off theen§ive garment,
and replace it with this."

Clair laughed shakily.

"l believe you would, too!" Her heart was singirkgor it was plain
that he wanted her to wear this dress for one reasly: so that she
would look her very best when their engagement ammsounced.
Yes, he meant to have an engagement, even thougadhkingly
agreed to a hurried marriage. But as he had daédenhgagement



would not be a long one. Clair did not care iagted only a week! To
be with Shane, to he in his arms and sleep....

"You're quite right, my little one," Shane was s@yin that same
masterful way, "I would!"

"l shan't give you that trouble. | promise."

"Trouble?" His brows lifted and amusement lit hye® "It would be
a pleasure, my love! | can assure you of that."

Her cheeks coloured. Shane touched her chin angesisted.
"You're blushing."
"l might be."

"Let me look!" Her face was forced up, but it wast Shane's eyes
into which she looked. It was Christal's .. . aneytwere dark with
venom. Clair shuddered and looked away. Shane, aneawof those
vicious eyes to one side of him, did no more thiahis partner's face
up again. "Yes, you are blushing - and not forfitst time tonight."
He bent his head and lightly brushed her lips Wigh Clair trembled
as he drew away, and her lips trembled too. Shedtto smile up at
him, caught those eyes again, eyes full of haaed,she shivered so
violently that Shane drew her close to his headt asked in tender
accents if she were cold.

"No, I'm not."
"You shivered."
"I don't know what it was," she lied.

"Let's go back to the table and eat."



The next time he danced it was with Elsie Fowlerd ghen with
Clair's mother, who protested that she could natddut was taken
on the floor anyway. Christal was the last to betéd to dance and
she rose with a faintly haughty sweep, taking upness in one hand
and gliding from her place at the table, her daré glinting eyes
seeking Clair's face as she did so.

But on her return she was smiling, and so was Sl@ae glanced at
him; he caught her eyes and held them for a bri@hent before
transferring his attention to James Fowler, who taksng about the
yacht race to his wife and Martin.

After dinner there was dancing proper, in the maatiroom, and
again it was Clair whom Shane chose to dance wih f

"Are your parents enjoying their stay?" he beganveosationally
when Clair remained silent, just following his stepnd content to be
In his arms.

"Enormously. They're bemoaning the fact that theirday is more
than half over already."

"Time passes quickly," he mused. "Are you takingnthto Pretoria
?"She shook her head.

"Mother's content to stay around here. | thinkdlhke to live here if
Father could get a little farm. He's always warded, but whether
he'd give up his work or not T couldn't say. Hétertalked of doing
so, but you know how it is - security's the mospamant thing."

"It is, indeed."
"Perhaps, when he's retired, he might considerm.fa

Shane merely nodded his head and for the next fewtes they
danced in silence, Clair feeling as if she weradneg on air and



wondering how she could be so foolish as to havaght that Shane
could so easily transfer his affections from onétgianother.

Before the evening was over they took a strolhm grounds; Shane
steered her towards a little shrubbery and sheremsded of the
night when he had kissed her so passionately, usinghis own
words - a callous method of finding out whethenat she loved him.
This time his kisses were gentle, but still passien his body
demanding, but in a tender, intimate way. Clairlechat him in the
moonlight, her lips parted, inviting even yet aravtkiss.

"You're so lovely, Clair. | shall never tire of tag my fill of your
sweetness." His tender caress on her cheeks s#istright through
her body, his Lips on hers were ecstasy. This was, lin all its
tenderness and desire, its demand and its fulfilmen

She thought: I've never loved before. What was eetwKeith and
me was a shadow, insubstantial thing which woulctlthed quickly,
leaving nothing, not even a memory.

The night was warm and balmy, the African sky clead velvety
dark; the stars too were clear, diamonds and maaenahds
stretching down to the very horizon itself. She aeked on this
startling clarity, expressing astonishment at émgth of her vision.

"Sometimes it is like this," he told her, his cheéekching hers. "So
clear that you feel you could pick out every singlar." His head
turned; his Lips found hers in a long and tendss.kiYou haven't
said you'll marry me, little one, but | take it thaur surrender is
complete ?"

She hesitated; she knew not why, since all sheeglatd do was
please him. Yet before her vision rose the piatfit@am with Christal
- especially the picture of them together when Isaé called him
darling and requested that she be taken "home".



As yet Shane had offered no explanation for te¢ Ecene which, to
Clair's way of thinking, should never have takescplbetween a man
and a girl other than the one to whom he had sentBcmade a
proposal of marriage. She was guarded, but noteoyotvn desire.
Warnings sounded in her brain, but she would ratio¢have heard
them. They told her of the possibility which wasl giresent - the
possibility of Shane's being so attracted to thengirous Christal that
his emotions would carry him - as they had caredh - to a point
where he could not help himself.

And if this should happen then he would naturalyéd to follow
where his heart and his desire led him ... tow@iusstal.

If only she weren't staying at his home. The vapught of the girl's
being taken home by Shane in his car - as formestaonight when
the dance was over - was like a weapon pressiodiatir's heart and
mind. The darkness of the bushveld through whiely thad to drive,

the moon and the stars above, the sweetly-perfloreseize drifting

into the car through a half-open window ... allsecombined to
create a most romantic atmosphere, and who coaildédEhane if he
stopped the car along the lonely road, stoppeds® tke beautiful

creature at his side.

Shane was speaking now, murmuring to her, askingchsay she
would marry him. Something snapped within her ahd swvisted
away.

"l can't give you my answer tonight!" she cried.al\a little while."
Astounded, he made no move to take her in his agam; he merely
stood towering above her trembling figure, his rhaaiddenly tight,
his eyes hard as steel.

"l believed," he said icily at last, "that we hadall settled. It would
appear that I've been taking too much for granted."



She thought of her decision to let him announce gregagement at
the dance he was giving; she felt sure she woudg kethat decision.
Yet she could not tell him so, not just now. Impigty she looked up
at him, into a face remote and cold as a statue.

"Please try to understand, Shane—"
"Do you understand yourself?" he broke in harshly.

She shook her head despairingly. Only a momenshgdad been in
heaven; now she was in the very depths of miseng. iRwas all her
own fault.

"No, Shane," she whispered, "I don't understandethys

"Isn't it time you made some sort of effort in thlatection? How do
you expect me to understand you if you don't uridacsyourself?"

"It's the past experience...." She had not measayahat; it was out
before she knew it. Shane drew an angry breatliceredmoment she
thought he would shake her. But his hands dropgahdo his sides
and he made to walk away.

"If you continue to class me with that cad, theiedl we have no
more to say to one another."

"Shane - oh, no, I—"

"Let me take you back to the ballroom," he cuthrs, voice like a
whiplash. "I have no intention of indulging in pitééss arguments."

"Shane, please listen! | didn't mean—"

"Give me your hand! It's rough underfoot."



She obeyed, scarcely able to stem the tears thrattwéng to force
their way through from the backs of her eyes. Wasthe end ? If so,
she alone had brought it on."If you would listerétie began
desperately. "I might be able to explain."

No response; Shane was taking strides twice thgtHeof hers and
she began to skip in order to keep up with him.yftbek little time to
reach the clubhouse where, with a stiff little béw,said good night,
and left her.

Jean at least was satisfied by the news that @lag definitely
intending to go home to England.

"I had a feeling you and Shane might get togetlsaid Jean, and her
voice was more amicable than it had been for tis¢ \waek or so. "l
know you were intending to return to England wituy parents, but
later | felt sure you would change your mind." $hesed, examining
Clair's pale face. "Whatever it was has fallen tigin apparently ?"

"Yes, it has."

"He asked you to marry him - you said so."

"l also said I'd refused.”

"Since then? Have you not had a change of mind?"

"l did, yes, Jean," answered Clair wearily. Her dntald her to say
something cutting to Jean, to tell her to mind &xn business and
cut out this questioning. But she was too unhappy, steeped in
sheer misery to have any wish for trouble with ¢ who, until
recently, had been such a dear and true friencetoJealousy had
caused all this, had destroyed the friendship,itawds jealousy that
had put Clair where she was now, since it was kar jgalousy of
Christal that had taken Shane from her.



"But you've had another change of mind, more rég@ht
Clair stirred restlessly.

"Look, Jean, please don't make things worse forShane loved me
and asked me to marry him. | was afraid of beilbgdia second time.
It was foolish; as Sharon said, it was a milliorotee chance. But as
I've said, | was afraid. Shane persisted; he coalin teased me
about my refusal to marry him, but at the same tctEng as if we
wouldmarry, and quite soon. His method worked and leceound to
the point where | wanted to marry him—" She stoppadd
unconsciously put a hand to her heart. "l love hlean, and | still
want to marry him. But it was Christal who camewsstn us. Her
manner with him, the way she linked her arm int& Bihe - she called
him darling and asked him to take her home. Clair's voice trailed
away as she made pause to think. Jean, standimg With an
Impassioned expression on her face, seemed fasdibgtthe hand
which was held to Clair's left breast. "On the nighthe Club dance
we went out into the grounds, and it was then thatparting took
place. Previously | had decided to let him annowngeengagement
on the evening of the dance he's giving for my pigtre."

Again she stopped, her bright, tear-filled eyesifataken in the
spasm of pain that had twisted Jean's features v@iam had
mentioned the announcing of their engagement. stplain that Jean
would have suffered the pangs of sheer misery hadbsen there and
heard an announcement like that. Clair's heart wahto her, for
even in her own unhappiness she could find compassiher heart
for Jean. "As | was saying," she continued, becdaaa was waiting
to hear the rest, "I'd come to the point where ulMiavelcome an
engagement, but somehow | couldn't tell him seals because of my
fear that he would fall for Christal, that it wagssible for him to do
so because she was going to his home every nigtleép. On the
night of the Club dance | made the fatal mistakenehtioning that
past experience. He flared with anger—" Clair sgrieer hands and



added in a voice choked with unshed tears, "Thatthe end. Shane
saw me back to the ballroom, then left me. | hawea¥en him since."

A small silence followed.

"It's only five days since the dance. It isn't Ipggu can't be sure he
won't come round."

Clair looked at her.

"He won't come round, Jean. | know he won't."

"And so you've definitely made up your mind to gore?"
"Definitely. | couldn't stay here and see him medrio Christal."
"Married to Christal!"

"He's sure to fall for her now, isn't he?" Clairnted to add that both
she and Jean had lost Shane so perhaps Jean woaulterher friend
again, but she hesitated and the moment was lost.

"I'd sooner see him married to you than to herEinke eyes were
blazing; Clair had never seen her in such a modd. could never
marry a girl as artificial as Christal! She's ni type - how can she
be if you are ?"

Clair frowned at her, a deep puzzlement taking gesen of her.
There was something most peculiar about Jeansattbment.

"Shane once told me he liked glamorous girls. Eikdr married one,
and was in love with her all his life. That's wimaakes me believe
he'll eventually marry Christal."



"No! Oh, God—" Jean put her face in her hands, isigatker head all
the while. "I didn't mean it like that! This isnkhat | planned.
Christal! The sly and unpredictable little bitch!"

Clair, who had been standing in the middle of thenm, took a
horrified step backwards, away from Jean, and ghspe

"You asked Christal to flirt with Shane, so thatdn&ansfer his
affections from me... ?" It was Clair who was shakiher head now,
shaking it vigorously, as if she would remove sdweror from her
mind. "I knew why you'd let her stay with Shangttiiouhopedshe
would oust me in his affections, but | never bedgwou could
actually engineerit. You asked Christal to flirt with Shane," Clair
repeated, but this time it was a statement, natesttpn. "Jean, how
could you do such a thing to me ?"

"l don't know, Clair. | was crazed with jealousy!"

Dropping her hands, Jean looked at her throughedwalllifeless eyes.
"l couldn't bear to see you married to Shane v liere and see you
all the time. | imagined children, eventually comirunning over to
Ngumi, children that looked like you and Shane.irCtan you even
begin to understand the depths of my feelings ?"

Clair stood there, shaking her head. Words canheitdips but were
never spoken - angry, accusing words which wouldhave helped
at all.

"I can understand,"” she said stiffly at last. "Yeegem to have
forgotten that Keith threw me over for another.girl

"What have | done to you ?" cried Jean in anguigimd it's all
rebounded on me - or it will have done if Christarries Shane."

"Neither you nor | will be here to see them togethe



"But it wasn't what | wanted to happen! | had neadhat Shane
would be attracted to anyone as glamorous as @hridbelieved |
was safe in asking her to do her act with him.lAtitended was for
him to have a light flirtation with her—"

"Just until I'd accepted that | myself had no cleawih him ?"

"Yes, | own to it. But to think he might marry hef-3ean broke off
and Clair heard her teeth grit together. "Whayask she is! Do you
honestly believe she has a chance of becomingifesv

"I do." But Clair would say no more. "It's time wieopped all this,
Jean. What's done is done. Neither you nor | wamnibfer Shane, so
the best thing we can do is accept that and tfprget him." She
paused, looking at Jean curiously before ventutmgask about
Sandy.

"l saw you both walking hand in hand," she went'@amd | thought
there might be something in it."

Jean shook her head.

"If it was left to him there would be. As for mé shall never marry
now."

"You won't be in love with Shane all your life, dedime will dim
his memory." Clair bit her underlip so hard thablgd. Time would
never dim Shane's memory for her. She would lowefbr ever.

"l expect you're right, Clair, but for all that bd't think | shall ever
marry. Certainly | could never marry Sandy."

"He's nice. | wish you could fall in love with hitnDeep sincerity
rang in Clair's voice and Jean's face twisted.

"You could wish me happiness, after what I've dmngou ?"



"I understand your jealousy. Yes, of course | couldh you
happiness, and | do."

"Sandy knows | don't love him."
"But he loves you?"

"Yes. He suggested moving to England and buyingra there. I'd
been talking about my grandfather's farm and harneenthusiastic.
He'd like to set up on his own now that Bill's gegtmarried. Sandy
didn't propose to me, but his plans included nosuld tell."

"If he did ask you to marry him—?"
"l couldn't!"
"Later, Jean, you might come to care for him."

Jean was silent, and as Sharon came in a momennlathing more
was said.

"What a lot of work a wedding makes!" Sharon drapper parcels
on a chair and flopped down in another. "Howevei,\ee now spent
up entirely, | shan't be able to go to town agé&nd I'm relieved, |
can tell you!"

"What have you bought this time?" Clair wanted noW.

"All sorts of things! Nighties and underwear; twlodsses and...." She
stopped, looking from Clair to Jean. "What's wroi¥g® two haven't
been quarrelling, | hope?"

Both shook their heads.

"Can | ask you not to tell Sharon what | did?" Jeawice was low,
imploring.



"l shall never mention it to anyone."
Sharon said,

"I see. Something between you two only. Well, t¢ lggck to this
shopping. The only thing | didn't enjoy buying wa®room and a
parcel of dusters which BiU asked me to get for.him

"For you, you mean," said Clair, and she actuabyaged a laugh. "I
expect you'll find pleasure in using them, thouglom what I've
seen of the furniture over there it needs a goadl afepolishing."”

"It does! But what can you expect when two men together ?
Nothing gets done properly."

Clair looked affectionately at her cousin. She washappy, so in
love. For her everything had run with total smoet$s) and Clair was
glad for her. She and Sharon had always been gte@bfiends, and
they would continue to be. Sharon had asked Glaiome over for a
visit one day in the future and at that time albwaell between Clair
and Shane. But Clair had kept this to herself, ipesaying she
would most certainly visit Sharon and Bill in theome. Well, a visit
might be possible one day - but Clair felt instinely that once she
had left Africa with her parents she would neveume.



CHAPTER TEN

THE little church was packed. Clair, dressed in a lowaglieval-style

gown, looked as lovely as the bride, but the one stble the show
was Christal, her expensive suit, her hat fromdand her shoes
from Italy bringing audible gasps from all the womgresent - all

except Clair and Jean. Jean had been asked torlskeamaid but had
refused, so Sharon had only one. Sandy was best andnit was

plain that he would have liked Jean to have beemdasmaid.

For Clair the ceremony was beautiful. She had teatdirst that the
atmosphere of church and guests, of the organtenfiiowers, of the
lovely white wedding gown worn by Sharon, would nigriback
memories so distasteful that she would not be taldmjoy what was
going on. But she was plea- sandy surprised, ${edh's face never
once arose before her, nor his best man coming diogvaisle with
the note.

The reception was held at the Club, which wastless two minutes'
drive from the church.

"Didn't she look lovely?" Clair's mother made thiesmment,
watching her daughter closely as she spoke. "Yibud¢hing, love?"

Clair smiled reassuringly.

"Nothing, Mother."

"That's marvellous. It really is all over, then ?"

"It might never have happened,” Clair assured her.
"One day you'll find someone else."”

No answer from Clair. She was sitting some way f&imne, but she
glanced down the table, for he was very stronglyanthoughts just



now. Christal was opposite to him and the two apgxeso be talking

privately, as they both leant across the table. \/their wedding be

next? No use dwelling on the possibility, but thiss easier decided
than carried out. Soon, though, Clair would be gdiome, leaving

Africa behind, and Shane...

"I mustn't cry," she told herself sternly. "How awvit would be if a
tear rolled down my cheek now! Mother would sweawas for
Keith; she'd think I'd told her a he."

At last it was all over and Sharon was back at Nguwith Clair
helping her out of her wedding dress.

"How very sad that it won't ever be used againdrSh was fingering
one lovely soft fold of lace. "I think I'd like tend it out, and make
the wish that the brides who wore it felt as haapy!"

"What a beautiful idea. | hope someone will borribvirom you,
Sharon."

"You—" began Sharon. "You're not happy, Clair."
"I shall be soon, when | take up my life again baokne."

"I wish...." Sharon stopped. She was standinglamng underslip, her

eyes on Clair as she carefully laid the white deessss the bed. "I
know | oughtn't to bring this up, but, that day wh®u and Jean had
been talking and you promised not to tell anyonatuthhad all been

about, | felt that you and she had been discusSirage."

"We had." Clair turned to take the underslip whidr cousin was
discarding.

"You're both in love with him." e

"Yes."



"Jean never had a chance; she knew that."
"It doesn't make the pain any less."

"She ought not to have allowed herself to fallfon." Sharon's voice
held the merest hint of disgust.

"It isn't always as simple as that, Sharon. You'tdaglp yourself.
Perhaps you would understand a little better skieal you to imagine
that Bill hadn't returned your love."

Sharon nodded her head.

"l know what you mean. However, I'd never have bagrcatty as
Jean. She deliberately let Christal stay with Shahere was room
here, and as you said at the time, Shane was gvtihttend us a bed."

"Well, it's all in the past now, Sharon." Clairdeld the underslip and,
going over to the wardrobe, brought out a smart sudark blue
linen. "It's your wedding day, so you shouldn'tteeibling your head
about Jean and me."

"I'm so happy that | want everyone around me tbhdygpy, that's all."
Stepping into the skirt, Sharon pulled it up anstéaed the zip.

"We'll be happy one day."
"I know you will."
Clair watched as the short, perfectly-cut coat puson.

"You look very smart," she said, handing her a kanchief. "Do you
want the perfume spray ?"

"Of course. I'm of the opinion that this particuterfume did a lot for
me in the beginning.. Bill admits that it goes te head." She was



laughing with her eyes. Clair smiled, recalling hshy Bill had been
at first.

"Have a lovely time," Clair was saying a quarteanthour later when
the couple were in the car, ready to drive awag. Cans "Of every
description and size had been tied to the backetar, and across
the back window the inevitable, "Just married". dgh L-plate had
been fixed to the back bumper and all over thewas confetti,
sticking because of the oil that had been smeardteentire body.

Among those who were seeing the couple off weren&hand

Christal. The girl never left his side these daysught Clair,

recalling having seen the couple twice in town, andboth occasions
Christal had been walking as close as possibldhém&

"I'd hate a send-off like that," purred Christdlt's' vulgar, in my
opinion."

“It's a jolly good send-off," declared Sandy. "bbody troubles to
decorate your car then you're obviously not a ypegular person."

"That's one way of looking at it," someone saiBy&! Have a good
time!"

"Where are they going ?" Christal wanted to know.

Her hand was resting on the sleeve of Shane'sClzat.looked at it -
and at the same time Shane looked at her. Shedolpatvare that he
knew she had been looking at the girl's hand.

"They're touring."

"How dull' I'd have to be going somewhere excitiridke the
Bahamas or Miami."

"Bill and Sharon want quietness, and solitude."



Shane glanced at Clair again. She recalled himngathat his
ancestors had come to this eastern plateau in todard solitude
and peace.

"You'd think they'd want to go somewhere other thiag@ir own
country. Why, they can tour around here any tin@htistaPs voice
grated on Clair's ears and she moved away. Sheyesdollowed her
and she hoped he knew why she had moved. How he staund that
voice all the time was beyond Clair's comprehension

"I've told her what | think about her!" Jean spak€lair's ear as the
car moved away in a cloud of dust. "She's underillngions
regarding my opinion of her."

"How did she react?" inquired Clair interestedly.

"She laughed in my face and said it was my owrt fadlich it was."
Jean paused for a moment. "Will you ever forgive @lair?"

Clair turned and said impulsively,

"I've forgiven you already, Jean. Think no morewho | don't think
Shane was really for me anyway." This was a li¢,daud with the
best intentions. Clair considered that Jean hadersaf enough.
"We'll still be friends ?"

"If you want that," returned Jean, and for thetfirme ever Clair
detected a hint of humility in her tone. "I haversnews which |
think you'll like."

"You have?"
"Sandy's asked me to marry him. So determined, & Baying he

wouldn't take no for an answer. He knows | doneldim yet, but
he's willing to take a chance."



"You've agreed to marry him ?"
"Yes."

"Oh, but this is great news! I'm very, very happyyou, Jean. And |
liked the word 'yet' which you inserted."

"It spells hope. Yes, | believe that eventuallhdislearn to love him.
We're settling in England, so you and | shall semething of one
another."

"You're buying a farm ?"
"Yes, in the Cotswolds, we hope."
"When will you be moving to England?" asked Clair.

"Quite soon. Bill's already promised to see abaytig Sandy out.
Sandy asked him to do so a few days ago - it skemgs more sure
of my marrying him than he ought to have been,"eehdkan with a
grimace.

"Well, it all appears to be working out well." Theave voice came to
Clair after she had left Jean and was making her teavards the

back stoep. She turned, her face tight and paleatWwa you mean,
Shane ?"

"Everybody is happy. | heard about Sandy's propdsaihg
accepted.” The voice was dry now, and crisp as ice.

"News travels fast around here," commented Clair.
"Weddings are always occasions for the spreadirmggpss$ip."”

"So it would seem."



"There's been another little item going around,arg&h continued.
"Oh?"

"Another engagement to be announced shortly."

Another engagement. . .. Clair felt as if her bbdy turned to stone,
for every feehng was drained from her. Shane amt@h ... It could
be no other.

"That - that'll be nice." She could find nothingelto say and she
made to walk on.

"Don't you want to know who the happy couple are?"
She looked towards the stoep.

"I know who they are," she quivered, and left htamsling there.

Only the party now and then they would be gettewgply for the flight

to England. Well, there would be a little time Jdftt that would be

taken up in shopping aijd in a few calls. There ldae no time to

think; that was the most important fact. The pa@gir had at first

decided not to attend, but as her parents wergubsts of honour she
did not see how she could stay away. In any casepdrents would
want to know the reason for her conduct. And ssigreed, but not

intending to spend much time on her appearance, [iilaon a dark,

brushed nylon dress trimmed with grey lace. It was her mother
had passed over to her years ago, saying she begile to make a
skirt out of it. It looked drab, but what did thaatter ?

"Darling!" gasped her mother when she appearelarsitting-room.
"You're not going irthat!"

"What's wrong with it ?"



"Everything, you silly child! You can't attend Skees party looking
like a frowsy old rag-bag!" Mrs Duncan was almastaars, but there
was something more than this in her manner. Theimgeaf the dark
dress might have been a major tragedy, from the shaylooked at
her husband.

He swallowed, and looked awkward. Something straafgmit him,

too, decided Clair. She thought back, to when sttegone up to get
herself ready. There had been a sort of inner tiadiaabout her
mother then - as if she had won the pools, or lmadesother good
news delivered to her.

"No, Clair love," Mr Duncan was saying, "you cagutin that. Your
white dress—"

"That was what | expected her to wear." Mrs Dunpavduced a
handkerchief and blew her nose. "Shane liked maoh."

That, thought Clair, was the sole reason for hémearing it. Shane
had given her every indication that their engageénwould be

announced at the party, and he had told her to theawhite dress.
Now he was intending to announce his engageme@htcstal, so

Clair had no desire to wear the white dress.

“I'm all right," she said. "l want to go in this."

Her father tried once again to persuade her indmgimg, but she was
adamant. Her parents looked at one another andgduiuesignedly.

"It's going to spoil it all,” wailed Mrs Duncan.
"l agree, but if Clair won't change then she wbn't.

And so she arrived at the glittering party in tlmaldbrushed nylon
dress. Christal was brilliant, like a star thatnglsi out above all the
rest. It was as it should be, since she was tref ohe at the party - or



would be once the engagement was announced, waheStunning
second in importance. He stood on the top stepeokavely colonial
mansion, receiving his guests. Immaculate in a atipcket and
snow white shirt, he looked the acme of noble m#ida. Totally
masculine, sure of himself, smilingly urbane. Budid seem that his
savoirfairewould desert him when his eyes alighted on Claér hidd
already spoken to her parents, as she herselfagaed-'behind. He
turned to greet her with a smile, but then his $@&med to drop and
the smile was wiped from his face.

"What the devil—!" Just in time he stopped himsatid his smile
reappeared with miraculous speed as the Club Rr@sichd his wife
came up the steps.

"Elsie, James, good evening."

"Shane - a very good evening to you," returned 3amheartily.
"Looks as if this is going to be one of your vepsbparties!"

A fleeting glance towards Clair and then,
"l hope so, James. | planned that it should beeragpecial."
"Given for Mr and Mrs Duncan, | heard ?"

"And for their daughter.” But this was said througgfited teeth, and
spoken after the couple had passed into the house.

"What do you mean by wearing a thing like that 8'demanded of
Clair.

"This ?" She gripped the front of the dress. 'dtlgight.”

Suddenly he laughed. It made an incongruous sobuidno one
inside appeared to notice. Shane grabbed Clamg. ha



"Inside!" he ordered.
"What—?"

"Ladies and gentlemen," said Shane in clear angiogrtones, "I
have to apologise to you for a temporary absenoesk make. | shall
be with you all in about twenty minutes' time—" ldeked at Clair,
whose face was a mask of bewilderment. "No, givénaikan hour. |
have an idea | shall need it."

"Shane, what is this?" Mr Duncan's voice rose alibeebabble that
had followed Shane's little speech.

"Il be back," he promised, and the next momeraiiChaving been
literally dragged to a side door, was once agamgpoff her feet and
presently dumped into the back of Shane's careBothad been
ignored,; little cries of fear interrupted by sucbrds as, "Shut up!" or
"Do you want a box on the ear!"

"Where are we - we g-going?" she faltered, leafongard to touch
Shane's shoulder.

"You have a very bad memory, my little one. | theeed that if you
wore anything other than the white dress for myyp#ren I'd take
you back to Ngumi and strip you—"

"Strip?" she faltered. "Are you mad?" But her heeais bounding -
no, it was dancing, for there could be only ondaxation for all this.

"Very sane, my love. And looking forward to the gdere of
undressing you."

"No - oh, Shane, | thought it was Christal you wgetting engaged
to!"



"I can forgive you for that. In my attempts to makau jealous |

probably went too far." He was driving at speedhwio regard at all
for the ruts in the road. "But | can't forgive yfou wearing a damned
dress like this!"

"It was Mother's, and—"
"It looks as if it was your grandmother's!"

"Shane, why have you been so horrid with me latklgno wonder |
felt you'd changed your mind about wanting to marmg—" Clair

stopped, the words jerking back into her throatleswas thrown to
one side of the car. "Please be careful!"

"No time. Why was | horrid? Because, after you'd lee on to
believe you were going to give me a favourable amswyou turned
right around and told me you couldn't marry me! W devil do
you think I'm made of? | decided to finish with yonce and for all;
that's the reason | was horrid to you, as you t&8fm

"I was intending to let you announce our engageratttie party—
Oh, Shane, do take care! We'll both be killed!"

"Then why the devil didn't you tell me you were limid) to have the
engagement announced ?"

"Because of Christal. It did seem that you caredhfer, so | was
afraid that you might jilt me—"

"Rubbish! You've made doubts out of certaintiesnte told you to
think about those words. The certainty was thatvetl you - loved
you since the business of the snakebite—"

"All that time!"



"Stop interrupting - and sit back, we're comingtgreat hole in the
road. Yes, since the snakebite. The doubts weratetteby you

yourself. You couldn't see the certainties becayme were too

damned busy looking for doubts!" He paused a mojrieah went

on, "If I don't leather you in about five minutégie then my name's
not Shane Neville!"

But his threat was never carried out. Insteadpb& her in his arms
immediately they entered the sitting-room and kissker
passionately.

"l don't know which one of us was the greatest,fobk said. "I
believe | should have taken you that night, anddwelve been
married by now."She blushed adorably, and changedubject.

"Did you tell Mother and Father that you were anmong our
engagement tonight ?"

"l called late this afternoon to tell them. Thoughtvouldn't do to
spring it on them. | asked them not to mentioroiyou, though. |
wanted to spring it upon you - and you spoiledmle thing by
coming looking like a rag-bag! Little one, you'tiVe to change your
ways. When your husband gives an order it'll havieet obeyed - or
else. Off you go and change that dress."

Clair went, thankfully, for she had believed he Vdooarry out his
threat and change it for her himself. She hurmedjer to get back to
him, glad that Jean had agreed to attend the p#dyhaving at first
decided to stay away. So she and Shane had the tmtleemselves
for a few precious moments while, between kissds, ttee
misunderstandings were explained and cast awasllfome.

"You look so beautiful," he murmured, taking hi$ éiven yet again
of her white-clad figure. "My own, my lovely wife!"



He had her close to his breast and she wantedngothore. Her lips
were offered and he took them, waiting, as he daesay, for that
tremulous movement that was always so enchanting.

"l could stay here all night," she sighed. "Shdredoved, forgive me
for being so foolish."

"Forget it, my precious heart. Nothing matters ribat you're to be
mine." His tender fingers caressed her cheek,viatig the lovely
contours and ending on her mouth. "Like you, de¢atesould stay
here all night. But we have guests and we must go."

He kissed her again, took her hand in his, andthegehey walked
out to the car.



