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When Selina went out to the tiny South Americanntguwhere her father
lives she soon got into the bad books of her fatlieend, Alastair Grainger.
Alastair thought her a silly, frivolous playgirl whwould be better advised
to leave as soon as possible and get back tothestjériends. In fact, Selina
was forced to leave the country almost immediatetyen she unwittingly
got herself into a difficult and dangerous situatids it was Alastair who
had save her from it, perhaps it was inevitablat;$hhe should have fallen in
love with him. But he was not for her, he told fiemly; apart from his
ingrained disapproval of her there was too grdstraer between them. She
must go away and forget him. Was it going to beassy as that, though?



CHAPTER ONE

THE man looked at the girl and the girl dropped he&segnd turned her head
away, unable to meet that lascivious stare. Heanl@g man and bulky, and
looked enormously strong. The low forehead disclosben he swept off
his sombrero in mock salutation was covered wittiydolack hair like the
head of a bull; bovine too were the round browrseyeder shaggy brows,
but the teeth disclosed by the parting of the rfed lips in a wolfish smile
were white and pointed, more like those of a beagrey. He had a black
moustache and long sideburns; his skin was buronethé colour of
mahogany.

By contrast, the girl was slight and fine-boned, lnar a gleam of pale gold
under her hat. Her features were delicate, her, @gdsd at that moment by
her long lashes, a candid grey. She wore jodhpuogsaashirt, her head
covered like the man's by a Spanish hat, a proteagainst the South
American sun. Her horse, like herself, was all mléaes, fire and spirit,

whereas the man's mount was a bay stallion, a weabsiast capable of
carrying his master's great bulk and with the stanido endure exposure in
the mountain fastnesses.

The girl glanced uneasily behind her, but the gredm should have been at
hand to protect her had stayed at a discreet distaway from the couple
who had burst out of the surrounding forest torogpt his mistress; for
there were two mounted men in the road in fronhef, and if the first
looked like a bull, the second resembled a weaséh his narrow face,
close-set small black eyes and tufts of reddishdraichin and cheeks.

Selina Stevens had ridden further than she haddet® for it was a glorious
day and her horse was fresh and eager to gallapsadi dirt road presented
no hazard to its hooves, so she had let it havlatsl, despite warning
shouts from her groom, who had received strictuts$ions not to allow her
to stray too far from the town of Paracos wherewshs staying. Now she
became painfully aware of the thick jungle lininther side of the narrow
road and the presence of these two men, who maghdrid probably were,
desperadoes of evil intent.



The bull continued to stare at her, his bold ey=essing every point, the
fine-boned wrists and small gloved hands graspieg rkins, the slight
curves of breast and hip, the white column of hevdt, as yet untinted by
the sun. Such delicacy and daintiness did not afteme his way, and all his
brutish instincts rose in a wave of desire, to pessto shatter and defile. He
made some comment to his weasel-faced companioichvdaused that
individual to snigger. Then he addressed the girlheavily accented
English:

'Senorita, por favortak' off ze 'at.’

As if mesmerized by a snake, Selina obeyed. Thebsah down upon her
uncovered head, turning her hair to pale fire. iffa® drew a sharp breath.

'Hermosa! he muttered, and continued in his own tonguenaiden too, |
will be sworn, a flower to be picked, and a flowleat | shall be the first to
gather.’

The other man seemed to be expostulating and thHe l@ughed,
deep-throated.

'Ingles?It is no matter. Who would dare to keep her from me?'

Selina recovered from the mesmeric spell the nsmgen appearance had
momentarily cast upon her. She jammed on her la#iheged up her reins

and wheeled her horse about. But she had hesitatetbng. Before she

could escape the bandit, if that were what he Wwad,pushed his horse in
front of hers, and his hand was on her bridle rdis.great bulk seemed to
tower over her.

"You must not run away, my pretty one. First youstnppay me a ransom,
eh?

Though his patois was difficult to follow, she knewough Spanish to get
the gist of it, besides which his action was obsiddis proximity made her
flesh crawl with repulsion. Summoning all her caeashe bade him let her
pass, and raising her riding crop, she strucksabhitish face. She missed it,
merely hitting his shoulder, and her action seeto@inuse him immensely.



'A wildcat to tame!' he exclaimed exultantly. 'Buften | have finished with
you, chica,you will lick my boots.'

He urged his beast forward, and encircling her \witharm, sought to lift
her off her horse on to his own.

‘Juan!" Selina cried to the groom, but he made owerto come to her
assistance, rather he drew farther away.

What would have happened next Selina shuddereohtemplate when she
reviewed the incident in retrospect, but at thatmant the sound of a motor
horn, loud and insistent, caused the bandit todds hold and back into the
undergrowth with the quick reflex of a man who tweith danger, and his
hand sought the revolver in his holster.

A battered landrover had come to a halt withinva yards of them and its
driver held a rifle at the ready.

There was a second's tense pause and then the taged and laughed
again.

'‘Por dios,it is the mad explore$aludo, senoiHaveyou yet found your lost
Inca gold? When you have, we will do a deal, bdubt you will be more
fortunate than your many forerunners.’

The newcomer made some response in Spanish thad 8el not catch. He
climbed out of his vehicle, still keeping his gunthe crook of his arm. He
too was a big man, but unmistakably British. He hddan, leathery look,
proclaiming that he was a man who was used to hgrdsd exposure. His
features were craggy, his blue eyes keen and d&k#bbugh clean-shaven,
he had a day's growth of beard, which made him apgkenost as great a
ruffian as the two South Americans.

Ignoring them, he deliberately walked up to Selina.

'You'd better be on your way, you little fool,’ teéd her curtly in her own
tongue. 'And don't stray so far from the town again



He gave her horse a slap on its quarters. Theegpioeast sprang forward,
nearly unseating its rider, and broke into a gal®ipe had flushed angrily at
the stranger's tone, wanting to make excuses]ltbite that she was not a
fool, that her horse had got out of control, and Blad not expected to
encounter bandits so near the capital city of &mba, but having escaped
there was no sense in lingering. Juan fell in ekiek and the two horses
galloped side by side until the houses of Paraaasednto view. Drawing
rein, they continued at a more sober pace, whilm&sought to compose
herself. Her father, she knew, was already woraedut unrest in the
country, and she did not want to have to confess$ tier own lack of
forethought had nearly led to tragedy. Glancingkbalong the winding
road, she saw a trail of dust which, indicated ttreg landrover was
following them. As she recalled her rescuer's aopteous blue eyes, his
assessment of 'little fool', Selina's grey eyesképd.

'‘Almost | could wish the bandit had shot him,' slmermured.

Which was ungrateful, but the arrogant way in whehhad dismissed her
was rankling, for Selina was used to deference fnoem, and particularly
her own countrymen.

There was a dance that night at the Presidenci@acdcos, though the
President himself was not there. He was supposédtk tmdisposed, but
those in the know whispered that he had fled thenty.

The beautiful marble hall with its pillars and giticarving was decorated
with flowers and potted plants, their heavy scenldidg to the
oppressiveness of the atmosphere, which had aléttseness that precedes
a thunderstorm, only this was a storm of human ngakihe handsome
Latin girls and their sinuous escorts danced welbtic gaiety, for none
knew what the morrow would bring forth. Their ungaxpectancy was
similar to that which must have overhung the Dusloés®kichmond's ball on
the eve of Waterloo.

Paracos was the principal city in Titicamba, a $re@te that was tucked
away in an Andean valley east of Peru and Boliltichad managed to



preserve its independence because of its inacdégsibn the eastern side,
impenetrable forest covered the hills between it #re Amazonia, to the
north and west the mountain slopes towered abo@nily to the south did
any road lead out of it.

Of late its mineral potentialities had brought woreigners from many
European countries, among them Thomas StevensaSdiather. A mining
engineer representing a large British concern, b@mpany had
accommodated him in a commodious bungalow on tkekots of the town
of Paracos. The concessions he had been grantedexpected to bring
profit to the mutual advantage of his company ahd Titicambian
government.

That country like so many of its neighbours hadticmral political troubles.
Its presidents came and went. Now it was threatéryed take-over by a
powerful band of malcontents, who had gatheretiéersurrounding forests,
and having no army to speak of, there was littkgddhat their leader would
succeed in ousting the present regime.

Selina was dancing with a young American, Bob Howesl she remarked
upon the absence of the Titicambian officials, wkoally loudly advertised
their presence.

'Making their getaway while the going's good,"' Bolal her lightly. 'This
ball is cover for their desertion. Everyone is saggal to believe they're still
here.'

A little anxiously she asked: 'Will there be figig?'

'‘Nothing to speak of, a few shots fired mostly e tair. The peons are
indifferent, a change of dictatorship won't affgatir poverty, poor brutes.’

He went on to reassure her, as her father haddglg@ne, that the foreign
business men and their property had nothing to @aly an utter fool killed
the goose which laid the golden eggs, and Titicachsperately needed
foreign capital and foreign expertise to develgpé@sources. Nevertheless,
his blond, boyish face had a worried look as hamgd the fragile fairness



of the girl in his arms. She stood out among theiodark, exotic types of
womanhood like a lily in a field of oriental poppie

'l can't figure why your pop brought you out hehe'said. 'It's a primitive
sort of place for dames.’

Selina blushed faintly. She had not been broughtbyuher father nor
anyone else, but she could not confide her own lesskess to a
comparative stranger. She explained lightly:

‘It was an opportunity to see a new country, andn live without luxury.
Actually I've nothing to complain about - our bulgya is charming and
everybody has been so friendly.'

The young man continued to frown. She had an inmoo@atouched air, and
he could not tell her how her Nordic colouring a@butflame the amorous
Latins surrounding her, and one man in particuidug, when he brought off
his coup, would be all-powerful, a man, moreovdrpwad a bad reputation
where women were concerned.

You'd better keep away from here when the newsgagtalled,’ he warned
her. 'That is if he entertains at all. I'm toldsh&'bit uncouth.'

Selina looked round the beautiful room, with itftyovaulted ceiling, the
slender marble pillars and wide windows openindooa terrace.

‘That's a pity," she observed gravely. 'This rooas wWesigned for stately
functions. | imagine the Presidencia was builthey $paniards.’

'Yes, though Pizarro, who conquered the Incas,alsgsuncouth, a soldier
of fortune who could neither read nor write propeBut those who came
after him had more culture. It's a shame to thih&llothe beautiful objects
those firstconquistadoresnelted down. They couldn't appreciate the Inca
art, all they wanted was the gold.’

‘There isn't any left for your new dictator to mdtwn," she remarked
lightly.



‘No, though there are always rumours of lost tremsn the forests and
possible goldmines, and a propos of that, do yeutsa guy talking to your

pop ?'

He swung her round so that she could look at Tho8tagsens and his
companion. She recognized the big man at oncegthbe was now closely
shaven, and his thatch of reddish brown hair un@mevhich was greying
at the temples. His evening clothes were old-fasdoand she suspected
rarely worn, but he carried himself with an aidadtinction. For all that, he
looked completely out of his element in a ballrodfie was essentially a
man of the wide open spaces, the type which inotdedays made good
pioneers. The penetrating blue eyes were fixed upmself, but not with
admiration. Rather he seemed to be assessing ddmaimg her wanting.
Her father was talking to him eagerly, almost akafwere pleading with
him, though Selina could not imagine what possielguest he could be
making to him. She remembered with a quick throbao§er how the
stranger had called her a fool and dispatched ftaraaxslap on her horse's
rump.

'Who is he?' she asked.

‘Alastair Grainger, archaeologist combined withuéss, a little prospecting
and treasure-hunting on the Q.T. Still, to give they his due, he has
discovered some notable Inca ruins, though nothatgen gold. Haven't
you met him? | thought he was a buddy of your pop's

'He hasn't been to Paracos since I've been hieegplsl him, disconcerted to
discover that this man who she was determineddikdiwas the Alastair
about whom her father had often spoken to her.idrefies he was a fine
man, and they had shared more than one adventye¢her, while their

friendship was of long standing.

With heightened colour, she remarked drily:

‘Actually I have met him, without knowing who hesyand his manners left
much to be desired.’



Bob laughed. 'He's no lady's man. I've a hunchdspides your charming
sex, though gossip says ..." He broke off, realigiat what rumour said was
hardly fit for a young girl's ears.

'Says what?'
'Oh, nothing.’

'‘Come on, Bob, you know there's something. It'shiad of you to stop, just
when your revelations were going to be interesting.

'Well, I guess it is only gossip, but out here nden't live like monks - it's
something to do with the climate. It's probablyyogbssip, and anyway he's
a good guy to be with in an emergency.’

'l daresay,' she said indifferently, and startethtio of something else. She
had given her father a very brief account of hereature with the bandit
that morning, making light of it, for she did noamt her liberty to be
curtailed, but it was more than probable that AdeisGrainger would
enlarge upon it. That would account for the wordigak upon her father's
face, the same look that she had seen upon Bob's.

The dance came to an end and Bob led her up to dh&tevens. He said
almost roughly:

'Isn't it possible to get Selina out of Paracosof®ethe new regime takes
over?'

'Oh, rubbish," Selina interposed quickly. 'l cotideave Daddy, and you
said no one would interfere with us.’

She looked uncertainly from one to the other ofttiiee men. They were all
regarding her sombrely, as she stood between thetainty wisp of a girl,
her creamy shoulders rising out of the folds ofwhkite dress, which clung
to the long lines of her graceful figure. The sntahd with its pale gold
crown was lifted proudly, her wide grey eyes waeady and unafraid.



'I'm not a Victorian miss,' she went on. 'Everhigre is any... shooting... |
shan't scream or faint." She glanced round thedoei. 'None of the other
women seem to be leaving.'

None of them look like you do, was the unspoken roemt of the trio as
they glanced meaningly at each other. Then Alastad solemnly:

'Will you give me the next dance, Miss Stevens?nghmuch of a dancer,
I'm afraid, but | would esteem it a privilege.'

His wording was a little stilted and old-fashioreetl she wondered vaguely
why he made his request.

'I'm sorry, but I'm engaged for it," she said Btjfand looked round for the
young Brazilian who should be coming to claim Har{ he was late, and
Alastair said firmly:

'Since your partner is so tardy, | insist," andadher into his arms.

"You are a little high-handed, sir,’ she told hioolty, as he swept her round
the room, 'and I'm surprised you're so anxiousattcd with a little fool.

He smiled faintly, the sun wrinkled round his egeskling attractively.

'Does that still rankle?' he inquired. '"You werelish, you know, to wander
so far in this unsettled country. If | hadn't coateng...’

He did not finish his sentence and her colour redele a little skiver ran
down her spine.

'l must thank you fothat timely rescue,’ she said, but there was nontbar
in her in her tone.

'I'm afraid | only did half the job. | should hasteven you straight out of the
country Now I'm afraid it's too late, the frontier will lgpiarded by Pablo
Rodriguez's men.'

'Must | repeat that I' don't want to leave, anddume I'm in no danger.'



Though he had said he was not much of a danceakédight on his feet and
moved in time to the music, but now he drew hertlodf floor into a small
alcove screened by potted palms.

'Let's sit down for a moment," he suggested, iriigahe double seat set
there intended for couples desiring privacy.

Surprised, Selina glanced at him uncertainly.
'I'd prefer to continue dancing.’

'This isn't the time for dancing. Sit down.' Hisx¢dowas peremptory. 'I've
something to say to you.'

'If | must.' She seated herself demurely. '‘Butpdagou won't keep me long,
I've other partners waiting for me."’

As well to let him know that other men found hédraxtive, if he did not. He
sat down beside her, saying:

'‘Believe me, I've no wish to force my company upon.' His tone was
quietly savage. 'Cajoling young women isn't my fawe occupation.
Nevertheless, your fathé my oldest and greatest friend and he saved my
life once, so he has a claim upon me. I'll say imgtlabout the idiocy of
bringing a girl like you to Titicambo ...’

'Please,’ she interrupted, flushing with anger,stoe was again reminded
that it was not her father's doing that she wasethé don't see that my
presence here is any concern of yours, and thokigbw you and my father

think the world of each other, we've only just meatd | don't think your

good opinion extends to his daughter.’

She expected he would apologize. Though not vaenvebuld have been
stupid not to realize the effect she had upon mbshe men she met. In
Paracos, the unattached and some of the attacHed were at her feet, but
with the one beside her she was having no succeatever; the blue eyes
remained cold and critical and he did not softervnrds.



‘That is neither here nor there,' he returnedofi'tdwant to frighten you,
Miss Stevens, but you're in some danger if you rerneare.’

Selina paled, but her eyes remained steady assbéd him over the edge of
the little fan which she was carrying attached lybaon to her wrist, an
appendage which she knew was both provocative laurthg.

‘Then do you expect me to run away and leave Daudlye middle of a
revolution?' she asked reproachfully.

‘Tom's in no danger,’ Alastair asserted. "WhoewlesrTiticamba expects to
benefit from his company's activities, that issond as you're not here. But
when women and the passions they arouse becomel myxevith politics
then there's the devil to pay.'

He fell silent gazing unseeingly out of the gaumgered window to their
right, so covered to keep out the insects. A langéh, attracted by the light,
was trying to find a way in and seek certain deston. Perhaps to him the
creature's desire for suicide was symbolic.

Selina glanced at him a little nervously. His broace looked carved from
teak wood, the thin mouth set in an uncompromisimgy Bob had said he
had no use for women and he looked as though hedenming them up in
heaps and the complications they caused.

'l gather you don't like my sex, she observed pratively, touching her
lower lip with her fan. 'Poor us, we can't helprigeivomen.'

He smiled a little wryly. 'Of course you can't, babst of my life has been
spent in the wilderness, so you must forgive mayfapproach is a little
unpolished. Unfortunately it seems fate has throwe together. I've
promised your father to get you out of the country.

'He asked you to do that?"

'As a very special favour.'

'‘But why you?"'



'‘Because I'm the only person who can do it atl#tesstage.’

She was not surprised at her father's confidendenm Alastair Grainger
was a man who would accomplish any task he setdnsl to do, but she
resented being despatched like a parcel of unwayteds.

‘That's ridiculous!" she exclaimed. 'Everyone hesnbtelling me there's no
danger. I wouldn't have believed Daddy could bésurcold woman. | won't

go!'
He turned to face her then, and his eyes werestikel, cold and accusing.

'If you had kept at home you could have stayeasg bs you had the sense
to remain within doors, but no, you had to go fi@m yourself around the
countryside although you knew it was disturbedt Were only yourself to
be considered, you could reap the harvest of yalyrfor all | care, but your
father would feel bound to try to protect you andttmight cost him his life.
You will have to go, and I'm the only person wha laahope of getting you
out.'

Selina laughed a little shakily. He must have eragigd that incident in
retailing it to her father, as she had feared hghini

'Oh, it's my adventure with the bandit that hasstipgm,’ she declared, ‘and
| suppose you made the worst of it. He was ratheilainous-looking
person, but surely the new dictator will be abledatrol his supporters?
Haven't they any discipline?’

The blue eyes watching her suddenly blazed.

'‘Are you really so dim?' he demanded increduloughdn't you know ...
didn't you realize that the man who accosted yos ®ablo Rodriguez

himself?"

'Oh, no!" She shrank back in her seat, recallingp \Worror that bull-like
man, his evil eyes and his threat to make herHiskoots.



Alastair went on remorselessly:

You lit a flame in him, my lass, and you may beesie won't rest until he
has found you again. He wouldn't have let you getyawithout fighting for

you if he hadn't been confident he could pick ypwihenever he wanted to.
If I had had to shoot him in your defence, | wohlave had his gang of
cut-throats howling for my blood, and getting ibtdAs it was, we parted
amicably, he merely remarking that his possessigoo would be all the

sweeter for being delayed and you hadn't a hopeanen of escaping him.’

Selina moistened her dry lips. In spite of the lefahe room she felt cold
from head to foot. Not naturally nervous, she haslved the coming
revolution equably, confident that she could fang amergency calmly,
and everyone had been sure the take-over wouldffeeted without
bloodshed. But this hideous personal threat wasetting that she had
never envisaged, and with the recollection of that-like man still vivid
before her mental vision, she was certain Alastas not exaggerating.

'‘But... but how can we cross the frontier ?' stkedgremulously. 'It'll be in
his hands by now. Do | disguise myself... or what?'

‘That would be useless. We can't go out by anyhef iormal routes.
Anticipating such a move you can be sure Rodridwez posted scouts on
road and rail. There's only way we can go, ovemtioentains.’

Selina looked towards the window, where she kneactlsts of the Andes
towered over the countryside. Actually she could s@e them for the
densely wooded foothills rising below them. She badn told they were
impassable, and she said so falteringly.

"Not quite." Her companion smiled, and she notided smile was
unexpectedly attractive. 'I've traversed them enlémdrover. There's a pass
up to the Altiplano. Once we reach that you'll bées

He became silent. There were miles of steep amy stad and thin rarefied
air which she would have to endure, and Selina ddoincapable of
suffering any hardship. Her elegant appearancdegien every detail,
suggested that she was a little sybarite, cherjgtetipered even. Alastair



had told her father frankly that he did not thihle $1ad the physique for such
an ordeal, but Thomas Stevens, desperately anxiogst her out of the

country had insisted that she was tougher thanappeared. Tough was
singularly inappropriate as applied to his daughtéith her slender limbs

and porcelain prettiness, she did not look asife¢hwere a tough fibre in her
whole body. Aware that Alastair was disapprovinghef, Selina returned

his critical gaze steadfastly. There was fear hgkin her grey eyes, but it
was not fear of the mountains. Her face was quiétcamposed with no hint
of panic. Though she did not know what she wasdbasked to face, she
had plenty of spirit, and she was determined tavstings critical person that

she could meet any contingency.

Alastair said roughly, to disguise his disquietvdn't pretend it won't be an
arduous expedition and you'll have to do your shahere'll be no one to
wait upon you, and I've no use for tears and vapgsr

She flushed, a delicate rose staining her facdewghie played with her fan.
Looking at him challengingly, she said: 'I'm notey to tears or vapourings,
whatever you mean by that. | would endeavour tbmpylweight.’

He said more kindly: 'Such a slight weight.’

'I'm not entirely soft,’ she informed him. 'I'm astomed to long hours in the
saddle. | can see you're very reluctant to takesmsuppose we call it off?'

To shock her into the realization of her despeséteation, he said bluntly:
"You would prefer Rodriguez's bed?'

The fan snapped between her fingers and she wentwhete.
'l would sooner perish on the Cordillera than thsdte told him quietly.
That she would perish was only too possible.

‘But if | run away,’ she went on in the same qtoek, 'what about Daddy?
Will this man avenge himself for my escape upontim



Alastair shook his head. "There would be no pairgntagonizing a friendly
nation by doing that, since he would have nothingdin. He'll take it that
you got away with the last batch of refugees, asgay are hiding in the
locality. That won't prevent him from scouring tb@untry round to try to
recover you before you reach safety, but first he to consolidate his
position here, and by then | trust we will be beytins reach.’

'l see.' She laid the broken fan down on the sesidb her. With her eyes
downcast, she asked, 'So for an unpredictable ghefiime you and | will
be alone together?'

'I'm afraid so." Sensing her misgiving, he smiladgically. 'But you'll have
only the elements to fear, Miss Stevens. | shgtre you as a sacred trust.’

A statement meant to reassure her, but perverbelfedt it was a challenge
to her femininity. She was unused to men showiddference towards her.

You haven't got a wife or a fiancee?' she askedqmatively.

‘That's beside the point,' he evaded her, andeshembered what Bob had
said. He went on to say: 'On this trip | standanyfour father.'

'Oh, can't he come too?' she cried impulsively.

'I'm afraid not. He can't leave his business hétell have to get his
concessions ratified by the new government.’

'Yes, of course.' She had spoken without thinking.

You can trust me," Alastair said more gently tharhad yet spoken.

'I'm sure | can.' But he would be a hard taskmastethis journey into the
blue, making no allowances for her feminine weakassHe had already
expressed doubt about her stamina, and she woutdthastrain herself to
the utmost to prove that she was not the fragiedir that he believed her to
be.

Alastair looked at his watch.



'Might | suggest that you go home and pack? Thaeaowe're off the better.
Please bring with you only the bare necessitied,aacanvas bag would be
better than a suitcase. Include something warmi feill be cold when we
reach the higher altitudes, but we must traveltligh

She gave him a tremulous smile. 'Are you afraidoMerload you with
cosmetics and fripperies?'

'Most of the women I've met never travel withoyteek of unessentials,’ he
retorted. 'You won't need cosmetics on the Altiplaout bring some cold

cream and dark glasses, for we may meet snowe railoff a list of what he

considered important.

Thomas Stevens came across to join them.

You've told her?' he asked. 'She'll go with you?'

Sensing his intense anxiety, Selina managed atlsighe, while Alastair
told him glumly that she had accepted his plan.

‘Then the sooner you're off the better," Tom satll e/sigh of relief. 'I'll run
you back to the bungalow, darling, and Alastair pek you up there.'

'It would be better if you brought her outside ttnvn," Alastair suggested. 'l
don't want to be seen in the vicinity of your buloga'

'Cloak and dagger stuff?' Selina asked, assumiigiptness she did not feel
with an effort for her father's sake.

'Definitely," Alastair returned, 'or more correcitythis country, poncho and
machete.’

They made their final arrangements and parted tihgjo several ways. As
he put her into his car, Tom said:

You couldn't be in better hands, my darling. Alasta completely
trustworthy in every way. You need have no fears.’



Selina smiled wryly at the enfolding darkness &y thlided away from the
bright lights of the Presidencia. Alastair Graingemas completely
trustworthy because he would never see her asti@ctate girl, only as a
troublesome burden he had assumed for her fagads



CHAPTER TWO

THE landrover came to a halt after what had seem&elioa to be hours of
bumping and jolting along the rutted sandy roace jdurney had not been
easier for her because she had had to sit onabeifi the rear of the vehicle
along with their baggage, various tins and plastictainers, and the tools
Alastair used for his excavations. Every time th&chine jolted, she had
been flung against some undefinable article, aedtly in which she was
wrapped, with injunctions to pull it over her haathey met anyone, was
hot and scratchy.

But the discomfort was a small thing compared witd desolation and
apprehension in her heart. She did not know whensuld see her father
again, and in spite of all the assurances thahadebeen given, she feared
he might be in some danger, added to which sh&acasl with a gruelling
journey in the company of a man she disliked. Qhe/ horror of the fate
that awaited her if she had stayed had made heeabto embark upon it,
and that, she kept wondering, might have been exaggd. Surely a man
engaged upon taking over a country, however insagmt would have too
much else to think about than a girl whom he hatiforea few moments out
riding? But recalling his brutish face and the laokis eyes, it was a risk
she would not care to take.

At long last the landrover jolted to a stop, andJkir said:
"You can come out and breathe now.’

Thankfully she scrambled out of the back of theislehand looked about
her, to discover there was nothing to see excepstrThey grew on either
side of the winding track and in places overhundite ground beneath
them was dense with impenetrable undergrowth; bglarduous use of a
machete could a man hack an entry through it.

Alastair too had descended from his seat; she gthathim slyly, and saw
he was taking stock of her. Both presented a geceatrast to their
appearances in the ballroom. He wore a khaki shtit a coloured scarf
about his neck, breeches and high boots. His sleesme rolled up to
display his brown, muscular arms. The garb suitedrhuch better than the



evening clothes of the night before. In the Praside he was upon alien
ground, but here he was in his right environmeeling had dressed herself
in a shirt, denim trousers and short boots, in Wiimstume she looked more
like a boy than a girl. Her hair she had ruthlessiiyto a level with her chin.
She knew she would have no opportunity to caretfon this trek, so the
shorter it was, the better, but the ends curleti@mtingly about her face and
neck, under the felt hat she was wearing.

'Well, you look workmanlike," Alastair admitted gigingly. Since they had
left in the dark, neither had had a chance to agbesother.

'I'm glad my get-up meets with your approval,’ sael demurely.
'It'll do for now,' he told her. 'Higher up youieed a sweater or a poncho.'
'I've got both with me, but at the moment I'm mtm hot.'

She made a movement to roll up her sleeves, bigrbstalled her, laying a
firm hand on her arm.

'For heaven's sake don't expose more of yoursatfybu must. The insects
will make a meal of you.'

'‘But you're bare-armed.’

He laughed. 'I'm too tough and leathery to afftseht much enjoyment, but
that white skin of yours would be caviare to them.'

His eyes were on her throat, the only part of hat tvas exposed to view,
with a sort of reluctant admiration, and it occdrte Selina that he was after
all human and possibly susceptible. It might be singuto try to bring him
to her feet, but it was hardly worth the effortiat semi-tropical heat.

"And talking of meals,' he went on, 'l expect yoauld do with some
breakfast, though I'm afraid it won't be cavianet tirst you would like to
wash and ... er ... etcetera. Wait a minute.’



He searched among the articles in the back ofath@-Irover, and threw her
a towel and a piece of soap. Then, taking a machetehacked at the
enclosing undergrowth. Evidently he knew the splobugh to Selina's
untrained eye, it looked exactly the same as albther jungle, but here the
growth of fern and creeper was more recent, anceticgts disclosed a
thread of a path into the forest. A little way ajahwas a pile of boulders
marking the position of a fresh spring. Alastairrasked away the
encroaching undergrowth, examined ground and tfeesany sign of
livestock, then beckoned to her to join him.

'‘Don't be too long," he warned her, 'and don't,tesdrex you do, drink that
water, also keep in sight. The jungle can be agelans as Rodriguez,’

He went back to the road, but she could glimpsebneead shoulders,
carefully turned away from her while she perfornfeat ablutions. The
water bubbling up from some subterranean sourcdaidg clear and cool.
It flowed away into the forest to join some rivEnclosed by the thick roof
of foliage this little oasis was absolutely stilhdasilent, a green light
filtering through the leaves. Selina washed hulyiefbr despite Alastair's
precautions, the place was teeming with insectraptle life, though she
saw nothing more fearsome than a lizard. She amitldesist turning up her
sleeves and laving her arms in the spring wateastair's near presence
through the veil of undergrowth was reassuring, iastinctively she knew
he would not intrude upon her unless she calledirto With a little cold
trickle down her spine, she saw the sunlight giimthe barrel of the gun he
was holding. He was taking no risk of surprise bgnnor beast. A parrot
flew across above her head, uttering a raucousamash of blue and
yellow. It was the only invader of her privacy egtthe ants and gnats. Her
rude toilet completed, she brushed them from hathek, pulled down her
sleeves and glanced curiously at the pile of stoBemeone must have put
them there to mark the spot.

When she rejoined Alastair she asked about themhanild her he had
done so.

'l camped there one night, and it's a good thinghtowv where to find water
that isn't stagnant. Further in there's a derblidtding under the creepers.'



‘The remains of some fabulous city?' she askedlpiatkingly.
‘Too little left to identify it, but anything coulle hidden in these forests.'

Although their departure had been so hurried, Alastad packed a very
comprehensive collection of necessities, as Seliag to discover in the
days to come. For the moment the container of foatithe thermos of hot
coffee was the most interesting. They sat on thet fseat of. the landrover,
while he unpacked it, and when he handed her aenwke and a leg of
chicken, she found to her surprise that she wagryun

Reverting to the stones, she remarked that shealidnow that there were
any Inca ruins so far south and asked what he bad lvoking for.

'On this occasion nothing in particular. | was opway to Paracos,' he told
her. 'It's true the Inca kingdom did not extenddrel/the mountains and
most of the ruins are north of Cuzco, but Mancw ohthe last rulers, fled
down to the Amazon basin, hoping to found a newgdtam away from the
Spaniards, and his followers were scattered hedetlaare. Somewhere in
these jungles, but probably further north, theythaicity, but it has never
been discovered.'

'Is that the mythical Eldorado?'

'Might be. There are still regions round here whitdven't yet been
explored, also Inca treasure that has never besmfo

He told her then the story of the Inca Emperor Atdpa who was taken
prisoner by Pizarro. To save his life he offeredlit@ room with gold to the

height of his upstretched hand, and his subjects walered to collect this
enormous ransom. But before they delivered anyt gneantity, Atahualpa

was treacherously done to death. As the news sgineaagh the empire, the
captains of the llama trains still on the way hi treasure they were
carrying and none of it has ever been recovered.

'Is that what you're looking for?' she asked.



'Only incidentally, gold has no gre'at lure for meget a kick out of
surveying these still partly unknown regions, atild the Indians.’

Selina tried to recall if her father had ever meméid a wife or a fiancee in
connection with him, but could not do so. She botrsher musings with the
reflection that Alastair's love life was nothing ¢ with her. He had
undertaken to escort her to La Paz and her sexmabe her an irksome
burden to him.

She repacked what was left of the food and theyimoed their journey
along the track, but now she sat beside him. Thasestill nothing visible
except forest, the trees behind them cutting off\asta as they did on either
side and ahead. Alastair drove in silence, andssinged his nerves were
stretched to detect any alien movement among swemoundings and his
eyes went frequently to the driving mirror, as & feared pursuit. He kept
his gun beside him within reach of his hand.

At length she ventured to address him: 'Where a&r@ow?"'
'In unnamed country,' he returned briefly.:
‘Are we far from the frontier?'

"There's no actual line of demarcation betweercditiba and Bolivia, and
it's impossible to police this area.’

She accepted the implication. If Rodriguez's mdlovieed her thus far there
was no one to intervene and protect her from tHéra.enclosing forest with
its mysterious rustlings was slightly sinister,jags were to be found there,
and they seemed to have been travelling for aetorgy ahe tunnel of
twisting track.

'When will we come to the mountains?' she askedrdon Paracos they had
looked quite near.

He explained: 'I'm having to pursue a diagonal seufhe Andes where
they come closest to Titicamba are unscaleabler gitecipice. I'm making



for the pass | know further along and I'm very mixciping we need not
essay it.'

'Why? What else can we do?"

'I've friends called Miraflores who own astanciaand they live not far
from the foot of the pass. I've remembered thatafr sometimes call there,
and it occurs to me that we can get a lift outytou.’

'Oh!" Having keyed herself up to face this advemtwuch a tame ending
seemed a little flat. "You want to get rid of meRe inquired, with a
provocative sideways glance. Naturally he did,dhé wanted to make him
deny it.

'My only concern is what's best for you," he retargshortly.

Disappointed, she said meekly: 'When will we getéf?’

‘Tomorrow night, | hope.'

‘Tomorrow?' she echoed in dismay.

'We'll be spending tonight at a native village veéhdr have another
trustworthy friend. | left a cache of petrol witimhin case of emergencies
and we'll need to fill up with all we can carry.isn't much farther, and |
think you've had enough for one day.’

'I'm not tired," she lied, 'and shouldn't we pusf'o

'We can afford a rest. We've a long start on arsgide pursuit. There's no
need to overtax your strength, though I'm afrdiddé a rough lodging for
you.'

''ve camped out before today and I'm not exhaugétd she said a little
tartly, resenting his insistence upon her fragilByne gave a sharp sigh. 'If

only | hadn't been so foolish as to ride so fartgrely morning, this
wouldn't have been necessary.'



To her surprise, instead of endorsing her follyslaes expected, he told her:

'It was as well your departure was precipitatedicdimba is no place for
you. Apart from amorous upstarts, it's very unhmgaib the wet season.’

She knew he was again wondering why Thomas Stevahdet her come
out there, but it was none of his business howcsinee to be there, so she
offered no explanation.

They travelled on, the landrover making slow pregren the bad road.
They stopped again to eat and it occurred to SéhabAlastair must be in
need of rest. He had been driving steadily evaresihey had left Paracos in
the small hours and although he looked as if heweade of iron, he could
not go on for ever. She said timidly:

'You must be ever so weary. Couldn't you sleegila?il. .. I'm sure | could
keep watch.’

'‘Could you now?' For the first time his glance Wwamlly. "Wouldn't you be
scared to death?'

'l... No, of course | wouldn't be."

‘Thank you,' he said softly. 'l think that offeotoa deal of courage, but |
won't take you up on it.' He looked upwards to wehitre blue sky above
them was turning grey. 'l think we're going to havaorm and then this trail
will become a watercourse. If we push on we'll pisbut make the village
before it starts and the rain will obliterate owarcks.'

'‘But surely no one will follow us this far?' shé&kad anxiously.

'Rodriguez has Indian partisans,’ he said terseig,no doubt he's offering a
big reward to recover you.'

Information that frightened her. From then onwastle watched the forest
apprehensively, imagining she saw brown bodieskisign through the

undergrowth. She had left her sophisticated idéeifi search of something
more satisfying, but her present situation was rene altogether. Selina



Stevens, the exquisite, the fastidious, was beingdd through a jungle,
threatened by a storm, escorted by a grim unimmessle man who
appeared to be nearly as primitive as her surrogsdi Suddenly she
laughed.

'What's so funny?' he inquired, while he tried tgeuhis machine to greater
speed.

'‘Me and you ... we're an incongruous pair. | waskihg of myself, past and
present.’

'‘Oddly enough, so was I.'
'‘But you don't know anything about my past.'

'l saw you at the dance," he reminded her, 'bdfbesl to make my unkind
proposition. Cinderella after the godmother hadtgotvork upon her, an
entrancing vision.'

Selena experienced a little thrill of exultatiortlds compliment. So he had
not been wholly disapproving!

'‘But midnight struck,' she said almost gaily, '&idderella was left - well,
not in rags, but in pants and shirt." She glanddum coyly. 'Would you
consider yourself Prince Charming?'

The landrover lurched and he swore, as she wag #gainst him.

'Would you?' he asked, as he righted it. 'l fanloglbng to another fairy tale,
The Babes in the Wood. | look more like one of theked uncle's

henchmen, but don't be nervous, | won't murderifybaan help it, though

this road is doing its best to do so.’

'I'm sure you won't,’ she said dully, her animatsoiosiding as weariness
submerged her.

The sky grew darker and a few drops began toTakn suddenly the trees
parted and they emerged into a wide cleared spaiteddwith adobe huts,



thatched- roofed, linked together by a rudimentaltgge street which led
up to a slightly larger building with a rude camianevidently a church.
Beside it was a slightly larger hut surrounded lImamboo verandah, before
which some scraggy fowls were scratching in thd.ddsw the mountains
were visible, steep slopes ascending into the clombich veiled their
peaks, above heavily forested foothills.

Alastair drove down towards the larger habitatitthre poultry scattering
with loud protests, but before they reached ityr#ie came down in earnest,
obliterating mountain and forest in a solid downpou

As he pulled up in front of the verandah, the dobthe house opened to
frame the figure of an aged priest in a rusty celssat sight of Alastair, his
seamed brown face broke into a charming smile.

'Senor Grainger!" he exclaimed in Spanish. 'Welgotmece welcome to
San Carlos, my son. It is long since you haveedksiy mission. But come
in, come in - my house, such as it is, is yours.'

Alastair jumped out of the landrover and gave hkischto help Selina down.
'Run,’ he bade her, 'into the house before yoaakesd. I'll bring your bag.’
She obeyed, stumbling up the verandah steps; b ptood aside to let her
enter, while his keen dark eyes went from her tofbkowing escort and
back again with frank curiosity.

‘Uil muchacha?' he queried doubtfully.

'‘No, I'm a girl and Alastair's..." Selina stoppendering how to describe
herself and how far the old man could be trusted.

"Your pardongsenorita,| am doubly honoured,' he said courteously, and as
Alastair followed her in, he added: 'Is it that yoave taken a wifesenor?’

Selina felt the hot colour rise in her face and glasl that the interior of the
room was too dark to show her embarrassment. Alasbég frame seemed
to fill the small space, with its mud walls, earnthidoor and minimum of



crude furniture. She became very much aware ofrfasculinity, and the

priest's misapprehension roused speculations abeubutcome of their

relationship. Since they would have to spend sévdegs in close

companionship, they were bound to become more aténand she had not
yet met the man who could remain indifferent to. her

Alastair answered the priest's question with whhaé ghought was
unnecessary brusqueness.

'I'm not such a fool. Wives are a complication in sort of life." He went on
to explain how he came to be escorting Selinaaanagention of Rodriguez,
the priest nodded.

'l knew he was up to something. He had a hideoat here.' Information

which caused Selina to dart a frightened glancgladtair, who remained

unperturbed. 'So he has taken over Titicamba? pestisd that was his
intention. You were wise to remove tbenorita' He peered at the girl, who
removed her hat. 'He would find such fairness istdde, though | fear she
is hardly fitted for such rough travelling.'

'Yes, well," Alastair's tone was short. 'l hopegach Santa Loreta tomorrow
and then the worst will be over. | think we cardftnansport from there.'

'‘And I'm quite tough really," Selina supplementetitte stiffly. 'l shan't
collapse by the roadside.' She spoke bravely, thatihat moment she was
nearly dropping with weariness.

"You have spiritsenoritg’ the old man said gravely, ‘and that will caropy
through. But sit down,' he placed a chair for teamnd after you have eaten
you must sleep.’

Selina flopped down on the hard chair thinking edfgily of the
comfortable seating at the bungalow she had Iéi¢. Fadre's furniture was
strictly functional.

She looked dubiously round the room, wondering elstre was to sleep.
There was a second door opposite to the entry whight lead to another
room, but was that all the accommodation that wadable?



Alastair said he must go and fill up the landrowepreparation for an early
start.

"You stay here with Father Xavier,' he bade heemgtorily.- '"And do what
he tells you.'

'Oh, really?' A spark of resentment stirred undarfatigue. He had no right
to speak to her as though she were a tiresomé child

'Yes, really," and he went out.

Selina addressed her host. 'l hope we're not imgagion your hospitality,
Padre," she said in Spanish. 'We have broughtwnrfood.'

He chuckled. 'That is as wedlenorita.Though you are welcome to all that |
have it is but frugal fare." He turned to the corges which Alastair had
dumped by the door. 'Is this it? What can | prepargou?'

'It's | who should be doing the preparing,’ shd saluctantly, and struggled
to her feet.

'‘No, you are my guesthica' he told her kindly. 'Seat yourself again. We
will not wait for Senor Grainger, for you need yoast.'

She could not have agreed more, but all she wastalsivallow was a little
broth, and that was not from their stores, butiiggpot which hung over the
primitive fireplace.

'‘Come,’ the padre bade her, when she had finiglmeticonducted her into
the inner room carrying her canvas bag. There widd water in an
earthenware jar, a tin basin on a crude washimgistaith a bucket beneath
it, a narrow bed covered by an Indian blanket t thach she noticed, as the
priest said:

'l think you will find here all the necessitiesptigh not luxuriesBuenas
noches.’



He closed the door carefully behind him, and adtesketchy toilet, Selina
took off her outer garments and lay down upon teé. ishe was almost
instantly asleep.

She awoke to find a shaft of sunlight coming thitodige small unglazed
window, covered by gauze to exclude insects. ltdetoss the foot of her
bed and for a while she lay still recalling whehe svas and what had
happened. She was certainly experiencing life enrdw, and surprisingly
the knowledge exhilarated her. The little room was more than a
whitewashed cell, containing beside the bed andipvie toilet apparatus a
prie-Dieu set in front of a crucifix hanging updmetwall. It must be the
padre's bedroom, and she was overwhelmed withittontas she realized
that she had turned him out of his bed. She spuangnd hastily dressed,
repacking her bag, and tidying the room. Timidlg sipened the door into
the living room, to find it deserted. An iron kettivas steaming on the
fireplace, but of the two men there was no sign.

She went outside and found the clouds of yestdradeolled away and the
distant peaks of the Andes were clear and shaapingpup into the blue sky,
their snowclad summits touched to rose by the chyise newly risen sun.

Tempted by the beauty of the early morning, Seleat outside, without
her hat. The sunlight turned her short curls t@le gold halo. There were
Indians working on the patches of cultivation, el she passed they
stopped to stare, leaning upon their hoes, murrgurmntelligible words,
one of which sounded likeiraco- cha'.

She approached the building with the campanileclvishe had noticed
upon her arrival and which was, as she had surmikecthurch. Reaching
it, she pushed aside the leather curtain covehaglborway. Inside it was
dark and musty, filled with the scent of stale imne® There were candles
upon the stone altar, and Father Xavier, in wostments, was performing
his morning office. Several Indian women were kimggdevoutly before

him. Selina slipped inside and dropped to her kmgea floor which she

noticed with surprise was paved, instead of eartBbe gave thanks for her
successful escape and prayed for further proteqti@yed too for her father
who had been left behind. The exercise soothedcamdorted her, and she
rose to her feet feeling refreshed spiritually @l as physically. The Indian



women filed out, casting half scared, half aweadhgés in her direction, and
then Father Xavier, his vestements carefully foldedy, came to join her.

'l am glad to see you here,’ he observed. 'So roailye modern young
people are completely irreligious.’

'What do you know of modern youth, buried in thimgle?' She asked,
smiling, as they passed through the curtain*

'l come out of my seclusion from time to time,'ihiormed her. 'l have not
infrequently been to Paracos, and we have touestx) here, to hunt and
shoot.’

They were standing outside the church, and he bpkeudly back at the
squat building.

'What do you think of my church? It was built by threthren of a former
Franciscan community, who dragged stones many nalesake the paving
and the altar. Once this was a flourishing settl@mieut most of the flock
have dispersed now. | myself have been offeredraatein Bolivia, but |
prefer to remain here among the remnants of thplpeaAfter all, | am only
a relic myself." 'l wouldn't call you that,” Selidessclaimed. 'But how do you
live?'

'My wants are small and my parishioners will notnte starve, and | have a
small pension.’

They started to walk back towards his house andaWwehe was frowning at
her uncovered head,

'l should have put on my hat before | went intoryclwirch,’ she apologized.

"You should," he agreed, and his eyes strayecktetithstaring peons, 'They
have never seen a blonde woman, and your hakasalnimbus.'

‘They called me&virachocha what does that mean?’



'Oh dear!" He looked rueful. 'l am afraid their Shanity does not go very
deep. That is the name of one of their old godgige one with yellow hair.’

'l certainly should have worn my hat,” Selina exukd, thinking this
expedition was becoming more and more bizarre. 8hd never
contemplated being taken for a goddess,

'‘Never mindmi hija," the old man said kindly. "You could not be expddo
know that.'

They entered the house, and he produced with & sntiih of instant coffee.

‘A present from younovio, senoritaYou will have somesi? You would
prefer it to the local brew?'

‘The senoris not mynovio,' Selina said with heightened colour.

‘Then why does he take so much trouble and riskyéar?' the old man
asked. 'l was sure that since you are not wednyast be betrothed.’

‘There is no romance between us,' Selina told . 'He's an old friend
of my father's.’

The priest proceeded to fill the coffee mugs. Timakes it all the more
suitable," he said, nodding his head sagely, ‘Nt was in your father's
mind when he entrusted you to him. The Senor Gesingeds a wife, for he
is a very lonely man.’

‘Then he will need an Amazon if she's expectedottrgpesing round this
country looking for ruins," Selina said tartly, wtaring if it were possible
her father had considered such an alliance.

'‘But you told us you were tough,' Father Xavier ireted her slyly. 'As for
all this wandering, that is but a palliative to heavound. He never speaks
of it, but I believe there was a woman for whomhlaé great affection, but
she let him down.’

"You mean she jilted him?' Selina asked with irdere



‘Senoritg | do not know the facts, | only see the wound.'
'So that's why he despises women," Salina murnthcedyhtfully.

'He does not despise them. Men cannot despise dtfeers who give them
life, but the heart once hurt builds a carapaceiradatself. Perhaps you
could break through itni hija?'

'‘Not me, he thinks I'm a pretty useless specinsée,'said a little bitterly. ‘A
modern playgirl. Once I'm deposited in La Paz] be'lthankful to be rid of
me.'

Father Xavier gave her a shrewd glance, but saichae. He continued
with the breakfast preparations, with which sheeawdured to help him,
boiling the eggs which he had collected from hial{g.

Alastair came striding in as they completed theskt looking considerably
perturbed.

'Selina, you little fool," he burst out angrily. &% you crazy to go outside?
The whole settlement is talking about you!

'‘Gently, my son,' the padre reproved him. "Téenorita sought the
consolation of my church and to pray for a safeney.’

'l didn't know you were so pious, Selina." Alassawrath was unappeased.
He spoke to her in English, of which the priestiswledge was scant, and
his mouth curved in a slight sneer. 'But your pigtgy cost you dear.
Nobody saw you arrive in the rain, and | hoped ¢b avay without your
presence being noted.’

Father Xavier handed him a mug of coffee, whilardelilted. She seemed
fated to appear irresponsible in Alastair's eyes.

'Drink your coffee,’ the padre said placatingly.séems my so Christian
flock," he smiled wryly, ‘'regard tteenoritaas a white goddess. As such they
will not speak of her to strangers.’



Alastair groaned. 'She couldn't have made hersafentonspicuous.
They've already learned by Indian grapevine thatrigaez is in command
at Paracos. There was no real opposition. Sincebyaur servants, Selina,
told him you didn't get away before the frontiersvedéosed, he has scouts out
scouring the countryside.'

‘Titicamba has no jurisdiction over my settlemethig' padre said proudly,
‘and my people will not betray yosenor.'

'I'm not so sure about that. Rodriguez may be offea hefty reward for
Selina's capture. The sooner you can persuade tiemvirachochahad
flown back to heaven, the better I'll be pleased.’

He helped himself to a hunk of bread and two of pladre's eggs, but
Selina’s appetite had fled.

'Do not fear, my son, the blessed Virgin will piitgou,’ Father Xavier said
uncertainly, and Selina sensed hewas not as confide he sought to
appear. The fear of the bull man descended upomvitierincreased force
and she shivered in the humid heat.

'Hadn't we better be on our way?' she faltered.

'When you've eaten something,' Alastair told heowding at her. 'l don't
want you fainting on me, I've enough to contendhwiitthout that.'

His cool contemptuous tone roused an anger ina¢mtas greater than her
fear. He was utterly hateful! Bravely she strugdgiedwallow some of her

egg.
Father Xavier was looking thoughtful.

‘There is one way you could give tpequenitaadequate protection,’ he
announced. 'Even Pablo Rodriguez would hesitat@ke your wife.'

Alastair stared at him. 'A drastic remedy,' he obs# 'And who would
marry us? You?'



'Why not? You have a church and a priest at youwvis®' the padre

reminded him earnestly. 'True, the ceremony woakeho be ratified by a
civil contract, but Pablo, for all his sins, resiseihe church. It would be that
sacrament that he would consider binding.’

"You surprise me," Alastair sounded sarcastic, evlBiklina regarded the
priest with amazement. Marry Alastair? The idea pr@posterous!

Father Xavier went on imperturbably: 'l understahdt your precipitate
flight was necessitated by dangerous circumstaridegertheless you and
she are in an ambiguous situation, one that | am thesenoritas father
will expect you to rectify. A girl of Spain wouldind her prospects
irreparably damaged by it. Have you considered tloeing lady's
reputation?'

Alastair began to laugh wholeheartedly.

'Do you want me to make an honest woman of you&ddked Selina in
English.

'Oh, fudge,” she exclaimed, though her face flaniétde padre has
old-fashioned notions.’

Not understanding what they were saying, the old foeked from one to
the other eagerly.

‘Senor,you could not have a more charming wife,' he gagdatiatingly.
Alastair stopped laughing and his face darkened.

'‘Charm is not an essential ingredient to a sucakssdrriage,’ he snapped.
An inward, brooding look came into his eyes, dsefwere recalling some
unhappy experience. The girl who had deserted delina suspected,;

perhaps she had charm but not fidelity.

'l would be honoured to sanctify your union,' tiegt added gently.



"It really is not necessary,' Alastair told himnaing at the word union. 'l am
the last person Selina's father would consider itatda partner for his
daughter. He knows | regard her as a little gml &ave accepted her as a
sacred trust.’

A remark that caused Selina to seethe. Littleigitéed! She was not a child.

'All the same, she is a woman and yeanor,are a man," Father Xavier
insisted. 'At least your position would be sanetifl

Selina thought it was time to intervene; no dotlet priest meant well, but
she was finding his implications acutely embarragsi'm English, Padre,’
she said gently, 'and we British these days datftdy about compromising
situations." She laughed a little forcedly. 'Intfacdon't think you can
compromise the modern British girl. Senor Grairigenerely escorting me
to a safe locality, as he said,’ she threw hinoagrative glance. 'He regards
me as a child, and I'm sure I'm the last persondéd think of marrying, or
... or ..." She stopped trying to find the righdgrds to indicate that it would
never occur to Alastair to make love to her.

She saw with some discomposure that his eyes heldcking glint; she

knew he was confident that she would reject thegtid proposition, so that
for a moment she thought of agreeing, simply teafhisert him, but that
would lead to too many complications.

'l know we decided I'm no Prince Charming,' he ol relapsing into
English. 'But if it would make you more comfortafiBelina, to comply with
the padre's wishes ...

She cut in quickly: 'On the contrary, it would makee feel most
uncomfortable to know | was tied to you, even thHouigwasn't strictly
legal.’

The blue eyes gleamed wickedly, as he remarked:

‘A pity. It might enhance my standing with the Mioges if | could present
you to them as the Senora Grainger.'



. 'l really don't think that's a good enough reafwrtaking such a drastic
step,’ she retorted, thinking she had underestarate. He was as quick at
amorous repartee as any of her former slick adsjikert this was hardly the
right time and place for such frivolities. Evidgnkie was beginning to think
So too, for he turned to their host, the mischaehiig from his face, which
became stern.

'l am sorry, Padre, but | am afraid the idea dagsappeal to the lady, even
as a protection against the bad bandit, in faahty she considers I'm only
one degree preferable to Rodriguez, but it's tireewere on our way.

Believe me, no one will think the worse of her osbe is safe in La Paz. |
have the reputation for being a misogynist.’

The old man looked wistful. 'l am sorry, my soneS¥ould civilize you.'

'‘Ah, but I've no wish to be civilized, and my fexjs towards her are entirely
paternal.'

A remark which perversely annoyed Selina.

‘They may be," she said coolly, 'but you don't egpthem in a very fatherly
manner.’

That brought her father to mind, his gentlenesscamdideration, and tears
rose in her eyes. She sought to blink them awayAlastair noticed them,
he saw everything.

'For God's sake don't weep about it,' he exclaimmgzhtiently. 'Come on,
pack up. We must be off.’

She obeyed, collecting what was left of their psaMis, and stowing them
in the containers while Father Xavier watched loengassionately.

'He does not mean to be unkind,’ he murmured tpwiaite Alastair was
carrying the packages out to the landrover. 'Henvisat do you say, the
diamond that is rough. Perhaps you are used to puhighed stones?'



'l am,' she told him, with a wan smile, though slas nearly as annoyed by
his blundering as she was by Alas- tair's curt camas. Why on earth did
he have to suggest an impromptu marriage, emphgsan aspect of this
trek which was much better ignored? Luckily Alastid not seem to find
her attractive, while she positively disliked hiar,so she sought to assure
herself.

The padre blessed them as they said good-bye harsbfiened towards him
as she thanked him prettily for everything - wett quite everything.

Then the landrover trundled away into the treeshennext stage of their
journey.



CHAPTER THREE

THE track had been climbing steadily for some milas ue terrain began to
change. The forest thinned out and the rank vagatalisappeared until
finally the trees were replaced by bushes anddhd approached a grassy
hill up which it curved in zig-zags. The air becachearer and cooler and the
ramparts of the mountains looked less perpendicataif there might be a
way through them, as Selina had been told there was

The change in the atmosphere which was due to ithaieasing altitude
revived her spirits and she looked eagerly abouabehe view expanded.

Alastair too seemed to be refreshed. He had shaffdtle previous day's
stubble during their stay at San Carlos, the liokefatigue had vanished,
and'his face looked smooth and brown, his eyeshbleg; From time to time
Selina threw speculative glances at his profile, slraight nose and firm
mouth and chin. She was wondering about the womduisi past, who had
according to Father Xavier turned him into a misogly

Breaking a long silence, he said at length: 'l hppe weren't offended by
the padre's naive suggestion. I'm afraid the poan mas had so much
experience of irregular unions that he wanted tkensaure any indiscretions
we might commit would have the blessing of his churHe threw her a
mischievous glance.

'It was rather a reflection upon our morals to iyrtplat we could be tempted
to commit indiscretions,’ she returned drily. 'Babugh he may know you,
he doesn't know me at all.’

Her returning glance was arch. She suspected lisiai to indiscretions
was an attempt to draw her, and her response wssbbo not what he
expected. He was, after all, a personable man lamdvanted to shake him
out of the paternal role he had assumed, whichneasompliment to her
femininity.

'Meaning you think he doesn't trust me?"

'Meaning that he knows you're a man."



'l don't know what you're trying to suggest by tl@aft course I'm a man, but
one who's far too hard-bitten to be carried awathleyproximity of a young
woman, even one as charming as yourself.'

'So you consider | have charm?' she asked demupddased by the
compliment. "You're coming on.’'

"You know you have, but don't try to flirt with mgoung woman, you'd be
wasting your time.'

In spite of this rebuke, warning, or whatever watkemnded, Selina was
unabashed. He was, she thought, more susceptanehthwished to admit.
She was conscious of elation, a feeling of welhgeiof escape, not only
from the threat of Rodriguez, but from the tramnwdlger old life, and no

snub from Alastair could quench it. In the cleaoagler air, the depression
she had felt upon the previous day had completedperated.

‘This is wonderful," she enthused. 'l feel libedatéou know, I've always
been swaddled in luxury until | seemed to be wrdppecotton wool. The
primitiveness of San Carlos, and now this .. .'\sheed an arm to the stretch
of country around them, 'is all so new and excitng real. I'm so sick of
artificiality!"

He glanced in wonderment at her eager face. Thpamapered young
socialite could find San Carlos' lack of amenitiesciting was an
unexpected point of view.

'l suppose it makes a change," he said prosaically.

'It's much more than that. I'm like a bird that$ gut of its cage.' She looked
at the jagged range of mountains in the distahtest we stay with your
friends? Can't we climb the pass? I'd like to,dume it would be a wonderful
experience, and much more thrilling than goingriraaroplane.’

He was sorry to have to damp her enthusiasm, bdbbbted that she had
the stamina for such an expedition.



'We'll have to stop at thestanciato refuel anyway,' he told her, ‘and I'm
afraid the journey up to the Altiplano might beitbo much for you.'

'Oh, no," she insisted. 'Once and for all, I'mané&eble tenderfoot.'

‘It would be very cold,’ he informed her, 'and the is very thin." He
hesitated. 'Perhaps after a few days at Santad,ambich stands quite high,
you might become sufficiently acclimatized. If fomy reason the air service
isn't operating, we might try it.’

‘Then | hope it isn't!

Presently she asked:

'Do you know all this country?’

‘Not all of it, by any means; it's vast, but I"'eamed over it for a good many
years now.'

'Does it content you, Mr. Grainger?' she asked isipely. 'I| mean, all this
wandering about, don't you ever feel you want adf@m

A peculiarly bleak expression crossed his face.

'What's a home without a family, and I've neithigh kor kin." He paused,
then added more lightly: 'Please don't be so faridg name is Alastair,
which my intimates shorten to Alec.’

'‘Am | promoted to being an intimate?' she inqupealvocatively.

Alastair grinned.

'‘As Father Xavier pointed out, our circumstances ssmewhat so," he
observed drily.

Recalling the padre's remedy for that, Selina aa@ddaintly.

'Well, yes, | suppose they are. Are you Scottish?'



'Partly, my mother was English. She's dead nowsah flatly.
Sensing a tragedy, she murmured: 'I'm sorry.'
'Peritonitis," he told her bitterly. 'They didnfierate in time.'

So he had loved his mother, perhaps the only woheahad loved, and
obviously the subject was a painful one. She wdadse liked to have
elicited some information about the girl who hadildisioned him, but
knew it would be impertinence to probe further. dteve for a while in
silence. They had reached the hill top and wereetsang undulating
country sparsely vegetated and strewn with bouldsosne of which
impinged upon the track, forcing them to make aulet

‘Tell me," he asked suddenly, ‘what made you cami@itamba? Surely it's
a bit off the map for a girl like you.'

'l wanted to be with Daddy,' she explained. Shédtesl, then went on with

a burst of candour: 'l don't know if Daddy evedtgbu, but he and Mummy
are separated. They weren't compatible." Was ityfahut had his body

stiffened and the set of his mouth become stermRaPe he was puritan
enough not to approve of separations? Having beghudecided she had
better go on and try to make him understand. 'Munmsngn actress and
rather a frivolous sort of person, and she loathesort of places where his
work takes him.'

Alastair laughed. 'Like South America? She's netdhly one. Few wives
can stomach such exile.'

'Exactly.” She was relieved. 'Well, | was left withummy. At first she
enjoyed dressing me up, and showing me off to hends as if | were a
pretty doll. | even appeared in a film with hertmow I'm grown up,’
Selina's eyes grew sad, 'she's resenting me. | hekieel old.’

'Poor kid," Alastair said so softly that she womrdeif she had heard him
aright. She flashed him a grateful look, sensingt the appreciated the
predicament that she had been in.



'l thought that if | came out to join Daddy, | sthdmeet a different sort of
crowd,’ she went on. 'And he's doing a worthwhié, jbut it's been
disappointing. He doesn't expect me to take amasten what he's doing,
and the people he introduced me to were as su@idE Mummy's set.’

‘All the same, | wonder he let you come, knowing tbountry was
disturbed.’

'I'm afraid | didn't consult him. | just came, meanto give him a surprise.’

Alastair chortled, 'l bet you did that, but wergyou a bit rash? He might
have ... er... formed another attachment.’

Men separated from their wives in foreign countriesually found
consolation.

'l wouldn't have minded if he had. I'm very broadnded.’

'‘No, but he might." He smiled ironically and Selimaped he did not think
she meant that she was permissive.

'What will you do when you get to La Paz?' he inegi

'‘Go back to Mummy, | suppose.' She sighed. 'Skaill | told you so. |
suppose | can't return to Titicamba?'

'‘Not while Rodriguez is in the saddle, but he'lblpably get bumped off
sooner or later,' he told her grimly.

'‘Ugh! Well, | wanted to experience real life, buditin't expect to stumble
into a melodrama.’

'‘Beautiful blondes are apt to create drama out,Hegenformed her, and she
had an intuition that it was not herself he wasmafig to. 'Didn't you know
that South Americans are Latins and inflammable?'

'So it seems,’ she acquiesced. 'Do you think itldvbe an advantage if |
stained my face and dyed my hair?’



'Don't suggest such sacrilege!' he exclaimed demnily that she jumped.

'l would do that and more if | could convince ydat I'm not just a blonde
dolly bird," she assured him earnestly. Exactly whg said that, she did not
know. Alastair Grainger was a nomad, whom she wéikely to meet again
once he had delivered her into safety. His opimibher, if he had one, was
unimportant, but she had an inexplicable desirgitohis approbation.

'My dear little girl," he said gently, ‘why try tmnvince me of anything? You
and | are the proverbial ships that pass in thetragd I'm a bit of a battered
freighter at that. But you're up against sternitiealnow, and if you go on as
you've started, and come through this adventuteonttwhining, | certainly
won't consider you a dolly bird.’

'Oh, I shan't whine," she declared, ‘whatever hagpe

He gave her a long, considering look.

'l don't believe you will," he conceded.

They reached the top of another rise and found $kémas in an area of
broken country composed of stony ridges and cogirass, and here they
stopped for a meal.

Alastair had with him a picnic stove and a canuef for it, on which he was
able to heat coffee. Below them, Selina could beemay they had come, a
wavy ocean of green trees that reached to the Ambasin, and most of it
was virgin jungle. She turned about to look towatgsmountains.

'‘Can you see the Estancia Santa Loreta from h&lnedsked.

'‘No, because it's at the bottom of a sort of carlyon

'‘And is this the only road to it?"

‘This and a rough track to join the one that goes ¢he pass. But they
depend upon aircraft for most of their communiaatio Don Diego



Miraflores is a Bolivian of Spanish extraction, Ihig wife has more than a
dash of Indian blood. It's mixed well in the daweghShe's a beauty.’

Information which Selina found depressing. She Aaadoment of absurd

regret for not having accepted Father Xavier's estjgn. As Alastair's

supposed wife she would have been able to holdoher against this

wilderness lovely. But why should she want to hodadl own? Alastair was

nothing to her, and there might have been all theagrassment of a double
room, though perhaps he would have enjoyed thahaderather a sardonic
sort of humour.

A brilliant blue butterfly settled on a plant alitle distance from them, an
escapee from the warmer regions below them. Sélarahoughts diverted
from Alastair and his reactions to an improbableiagion, watched it
entranced. Then a black shadow swooped down aqutwhere and all that
was left of the lovely creature was two broken wging

'Oh, how dreadful!” She was strongly affected by thinor tragedy.

‘The fate of so many lovely things,' Alastair s&ét@dder for the appetite of a
predator.’

He lit his pipe while Selina continued to starenlddg at the spot where the
pretty fragile thing had rested. It seemed too Icthat it should be so
ruthlessly destroyed.

She was unaware that Alastair was studying hespitie of her casual garb,
her long limbs and fineness of bone enabled hprdserve a suggestion of
grace and elegance. She had taken off her hat embead was outlined
against the distant blue background, with the deljjcof a cameo, the sun
gilding her hair. Her narrow hands clutched hertdnem to her small breasts,
her soft lips were parted and her grey eyes limpil distress. She had the
exquisite quality of a piece of porcelain.

As his pipe began to draw, Alastair observed: @tlies are fragile
creatures, and can be maimed by a clumsy touch.'



Selina shivered. Was he drawing an allegory betwieeimsect, herself and
Rodriguez? But she had been saved from that rigf@ntches and she was
safe with Alastair; he would not permit anyone taimmor mar her. She gave
him a sweet, shy smile as she voiced her thoughial

'I'm safe with you.'

A magnetic current passed between them as greynegeblue, and Selina
felt a warm glow run through her body, but an alhsasage glint came into
Alastair's eyes.

'Don't be too sure of that," he said harshly.

Startled, she stared at him blankly, and with amigtomovement he gained
his feet.

‘Time to go,' he announced, and began to pack eip picnic things. In
silence she assisted him, wondering what had cameltom, but when she
was ready to enter the landrover, he lifted hetodmer seat, saying:

'Disregard that last remark of mine. Of course gusafe with me. | was
only teasing.’

He went round to the other side of the vehicleatethis place at the wheel
while Selina sat demurely waiting for him. She heen surprised by the
remark which she had been bidden to ignore, budgheot think he had
been teasing; it signified that Alastair had beanaf moment off his guard
and had seen her as a woman, and she was immegnagfied. So he was
not entirely the block of granite he tried to app&he glanced at him from
under her lashes as he started the machine, buprbfde was turned
towards her, sternly aloof.

'Do you often visit these Miraflores with the befutdaughter?' she
inquired.

'‘Now and again,’" he said absently, ignoring therszfce to the daughter.
‘The further side of thestanciacomes up against the mountain wall and
there are mineral deposits there which interestthmege might even be a



lode of gold, but whether it's worth mining | contidsay.' He glanced at her
uneasily. '‘Better put your hat on. We don't want mnore of thatviracocha
nonsense.’'

She obeyed with a little mischievous smile, guessirat he wanted her to
be eclipsed. It was not only the Indians who rehtbeher uncovered head.

But soon all conjectures about their destinatiotastair's reactions or
anything else were swamped in waves of fatigue. [@hdrover jolted,
bumped and ran over ruts and through potholesn&elas thrown from
side to side, Alastair being much heavier was n@asily displaced, but he
did not appreciate being used as a cushion andckeibning her about the
gears. Occasionally they passed Indians leadingg pades or driving
primitive carts, who regarded the travellers witHifferent apathy, Selina's
bright hair being covered by her hat. Selina waddner die than complain,
but she wondered desperately when Alastair wagggoircall another halt,
feeling she could not endure much more.

As if he sensed her thought, he said:

You'll be getting exhausted, but we must pressooreach theestancia
before dark. This country isn't too healthy aftightfall.'

She did not ask him to elucidate, but her livelyagimation envisioned
bandits, predatory animals, or even Rodriguez's, metill she became so
weary that she would not have cared if a jaguardmgeared in their path.

At long last, the landrover topped a ridge overiagka valley, and Santa
Loreta lay below them. It was a gash in the hi#swlade aeons ago in some
cosmic upheaval of prehistoric times. Shelteredhgymountain walls on
one side and the gentler slopes on the other gtatang narrow level space
with a river running through it, filled with cultations, maize and fruit trees,
and corrals containing horses, cattle and evenwalliamas. From the
vantage point of the travellers, it looked like auth American Eden,
glowing in the last rays of the sun.

Alastair drove slowly down a zigzag path with hairpends. Selina noticed
among the native huts, a fairly large-sized hobeédt on a slight eminence



in the middle of the valley. It had a tiled roofdawas surrounded by a
verandah. Behind it was stabling and work shed®ons working in the
fields noticed their approach, and one of themtoanform his master. The
landrover negotiated the last bend, and came arpeved road leading up
to the house. As Alastair stopped in front of igrCDiego Miraflores came
out to welcome them. He wasof middle height, withlack imperial and
fine dark eyes. As Alastair jumped out of the lavdr, he reached up and
kissed him on both cheeks in the continental manner

'‘Bienvenida, amigo rniolRe exclaimed. 'To see you delights mine eyes.' He
glanced towards Selina drooping on the front sewt the dark eyes
narrowed.Una mujeR' he asked doubtfully.

Near exhaustion as she was, it did register withn&ehat neither of
Alastair's friends seemed very enthusiastic abeuappearance. She hoped
this one was not going to jump to any embarrassomglusions like the
priest had done.

Alastair was explaining their need of a restingpld_a Senorita Stevens, he
said, was upon a journey and he was acting theofateurier and guide.

‘A safari?' the Don suggested.
"You might call it that.'

The Bolivian laughed. "You choose rough countryt &me in, come irfla
pobrecitais overcome by fatigue.'

Alastair lifted Selina out of the vehicle, and $fa&l been sitting so long that
her legs crumpled under her as she reached thadyrble picked her up and
glanced at the Don.

"This way,' that individual said, and led them itite house. After that her
impressions became blurred. Don Diego's wife, adlbandsome woman,
came to greet them, her slanted Indian eyes loodliguely at the girl in
Alastair's arms. She took them into a room witlarge window on to the
verandah, the house was one-storeyed, and AldaigiSelina on the bed.
The Senora said she would send a maid to attehnelrto



'l think she should go, straight to bed,' she satggk 'Maria will undress her
and bring her some food.’

As Alastair left the room, Selina heard someonegman, give a joyful cry.
'‘Amigo! Querido!'and his reply:

'‘Buenas dias, Lola, como es?'
Lola?. The beautiful daughter of the house.

A native girl, the one the Senora had called Mdr&ped Selina to undress
and put on the pyjamas which she had stuffed ietoblag. Though they
were made of silk, they were thick and unrevealthg, least flimsy of the
nightwear she possessed, and that was why shesleatiesi them. Legs and
tunic were adorned with butterfly motifs, which sem to amuse her
attendant, and which, Selina reflected wryly, Adastwould deem
appropriate. Maria spoke a patois which was urligtele to her, and
combed out the tangles in her bright hair almogemently. Indicating that
she did not want any food, she collapsed on tedifigbed, so very different
from the hard one in the priest's house, and imatelyi sank into oblivion.

Selina slept until late the next morning. She awwaladering sleepily
where she had got to now, staring round the unfamiom a little blankly.
The furniture for the most part was of bamboo,ftber covered by Indian
mats. There was a handsome Spanish chest in onerard her bedstead
too was of wood. The sun was shining outside, died a dismayed glance
at her watch, she pushed aside the mosquito netiimgunding her bed, and
scrambled out of it. She still felt stiff and dlbétsore from the jolting of the
landrover on the previous day, but she had recdverest of her energy.
Going to the window, she stared at the magnifigéaw across the valley to
the mountains opposite to her. They were bare aeeless, reaching
halfway up to the zenith, their slopes steep amtipitous, the grey shale
mingling with yellow ochre rocks and the green opper. They looked
impregnable, so that it was difficult to imagineeth was a way through
them.

Although Selina had made no noise, Maria must teen on 'the alert for
her awakening. Now she appeared with a tray on twkvas a pot of



steaming coffee, a boiled egg and some crisp 8hs.carried it across to a
table set before the window. Selina smiled at tiemking her in Spanish
which Maria appeared to understand, though shenadlicspeak it, and sat
down to her meal.

She had finished it and was wondering where and tioevwashed, when
her hostess knocked on the door and came in. $agad how Selina had
slept somewhat perfunctorily and her manner was, émm which it would
seem that for some reason Senora Miraflores reddrege presence. She
indicated that there was a bathroom, whence S#&it@aved her, thankful
that her pyjamas were unrevealing since she hadrap. The room was
fitted with a shower and the water was hot. Amanedithd such amenities in
such an out-of-the-way spot, Selina revelled in &llutions. Upon her
return to her room, she found her trousers had beeshed and sponged
while she slept and a pair of rope-soled sanddig;wwere quite a good fit,
had been substituted for her boots. Putting orancthirt - she had packed
several - she brushed her short hair until it sremmfeeling refreshed and
cleansed, went out in search of Alastair.

She found him seated on the verandah outside thenee door, and he too
looked clean and spruce. He was lounging in a laskev chair and for the
first time since they had left Paracos, his rifl@swot beside him.

Selina’s heart gave a queer little lurch at thktsafihim, followed by a rush
of gladness. He was the one familiar object amidlightly hostile
environment, for she sensed that the Miraflores maidbeen pleased to
receive her.

'‘Good morning,' he bade her as she tentatively damards him, his blue
eyes scrutinizing her carefully. 'Excellent, yoersenone the worse for your
journeyings.'

'Oh, I'm fine.' She sat down at a little distanmomf him and smiled. 'You see
I'm not so soft after all.'

"You've done very well, and now the worst partiserd He took out his pipe.
'Did you have a shower?'



'Rather. It was lovely. How do they manage it?'

‘There's plenty of water in the river and Don Diegas able to get hold of a
good plumber.’

Recalling the Senora's manner earlier that morrajna said: 'I'm afraid
they regard me as an imposition.'

'‘Nonsense, you're being fanciful. They're the nmasipitable people in the
world.'

But later a reason for their coolness suggestetf.it& girl came along the
verandah towards them carrying a tray of drinks gladses, which she set
down on the table beside Alastair. As she saw &dilar face sharpened to
dislike as she threw her a careless good morniagwhen she looked at
Alastair her expression changed to melting softn8ks was a very pretty
girl with a golden skin and dense black hair. Hestlous dark eyes were
slightly tilted at the corners, and that, with Isgruous body, was derived
from other than Spanish blood. She wore a full lstakirt and a white
blouse, a red rose tucked coquettishly behind aneshe poured out a drink
for Alastair, her low voice as she questioned aguirements sounding like
a caress.He, however, seemed quite impervioussaubtle wooing.

'Would you like something?' he asked Selina.
She declined, saying she had just breakfasted.

'l don't think you've met Lola,' he went on. 'Dore@o's daughter. Lola, this
is Selina Stevens.'

So this was the girl he had described as a beantiySelina had to admit he
was right, though there was something about Lédas which repelled her,
a slyness in the dark eyes and a discontented dociye full crimson lips.

She held out a flaccid hand to Selina, murmuri@gme sta?'

Selina touched the brown, supple fingers. It wasgiats what was the
matter with Senorita Miraflores - she was jealoisxious to dispel any



misapprehensions, Selina hastened to explain thatcbnnection with
Alastair was merely temporary and related the anstances that had led up
to her flight.

During her recital, Alastair looked a little grirand when she had finished
her story he remarked repressively:

‘A very comprehensive account of the situationg' iaflashed into her mind
that he had not told their hosts the whole det&lse looked uncertainly
from him to Lola, who smiled not very pleasantly.

'It seems to me that it would not be too hard a fatbe mistress of the
Presidencia at Titicamba,' she remarked pensiedyn thinking that you
flew in the face of providencegnorita.Since you are a British lady of some
consequence, | am sure that Pablo Rodriguez waid hgreed to marry
you.'

'Oh, no!" Selina exclaimed, horrified at such agasgion.
'‘And that,’ the girl went on, 'would have furtheseair father's interests and
saved yourself a tedious journey. Or did you hopdight to increase his

passion for you? | suppose it is not too late torreto him.’

She continued to smile insolently, and Selina lookelplessly at Alastair,
but he said nothing, smoking contentedly with aroaindifference.

'l would die sooner than go back!" she said vehéiméwhat you suggest is
quite impossible.’

Alastair's eyes flickered over both girls with ardgmic gleam of
amusement.

"You are self-willedsenorita?'Lola inquired. 'Here many girls are expected
to accept the husbands their families choose fmth

Alastair chuckled. 'Not nowadays," he pointed @nd you, Lola, I'm quite
sure will insist that you choose your own mate.’



'Only with my papa's approval,’ Lola returned, ggvinim a languishing
glance.

Selina reflected that if her choice was Alastaie sbviously had that, and
the coolness of her mother's manner was explaBieel feared Selina might
prove to be a rival for his favours. She searchledtair's impassive face for
a hint of his feelings, but it remained expressassl

'My father would never even suggest that | maraedan | loathed," Selina
told them with a bright spot of colour on eitheeek. 'And Senor Grainger
was insistent that | leave.' Lola's eyes narrowde.has been ... very kind.'
Alastair smiled ironically. 'But once I'm on a péato Europe we're unlikely
ever to meet again.'

She hoped this assertion would satisfy the Boligahand wondered why
the prospect of never seeing Alastair again haddemigg become so
depressing.

She watched him a little wistfully as he puffedh& pipe and sipped the
drink Lola had poured for him. The creeper climbmwer the verandah
shaded his face, making it look more youthful, ahdugh he reclined
relaxed in his low chair, his body suggested unblednvigour and hard
muscles. There was not an inch of superfluous flggin his person. Could
the luscious Lola pierce the carapace Father Xdae€rdeclared enclosed
his heart? He did not seem to be much impressetieby but it was
impossible to gauge what went on behind the browasknof his face.

At her assertion that they were unlikely to enceumtach other again, he
laughed merrily.

'She's dying to get away from me, Lola. Like yolfrsehe resents
discipline.'

"You mean she had to do what you say?' Lola opkaedyes very wide.

'Definitely." His challenging glance met SelindRor her own good," he
added.



Lola gave Selina a look of dislike.
'It is ungracious to oppose you when you do so nfiocher,’ she observed.

'‘But | don't," Selina returned, her eyes glintingchievously at Alastair. 'l
wouldn't dare.’

'l would always be subservient,’ Lola murmured, danwg her quite
magnificent dark lashes.

'l take both your remarks with a pinch of salt,agthir told them. "You'd
only be subservient, Lola, when you thought' yaghething to gain by it,
and Selina I'm sure is used to having her own @& only goes my way
because it's fallen to my lot to lead her out otrap. Under other
circumstances,' his eyes gleamed, 'l shouldn'tierdso compliant.'

'Possibly not," Selina agreed, 'but I'm very ludky have had such a
competent protector.'

"You were,' Lola cried fervently. ‘Alonso is a miara million, so brave, so
clever.'

'‘Spare my blushes,' Alastair murmured, regardisgakimirer quizzically,
while Selina queried:

'Alonso?"

Alastair laughed again. 'My Scottish name is tdfiatilt for her Spanish
tongue. A little more sodajuer- idita,' he held out his glass. 'I'm always
telling her," he said to Selina, 'she glorifies Ineeause she has met so few
men. I'm not in the least heroic.’

'l am content to have met only you,' Lola murmured.
'‘Nonsense," Alastair told her a little sharplyn'lbld enough to be your

father. You wait until youpadretakes you to Lima or La Paz. The young
men will come to you like bees to honey.'



Lola pouted. 'l do not like the young men,' shelated. 'l will always love
my Alonso best.'

'Well, that's very sweet of you,' Alastair spolghtly, but he threw a slightly
embarrassed glance at Selina. 'Perhaps you withurome by making me
godfather to your firstborn.’'

Lola gave him the look of a wounded doe.

'l would rather you were the father.'

Then her mother called to her and she reluctarattythb leave them.
Alastair wiped his face with his handkerchief.

'She doesn't suffer from maidenly shyness," he waytly. 'Of course it's
only a schoolgirl's crush.'

But Selina, recalling that Latin women and certaindian women matured
early, thought he was being optimistic. Moreovieese daughters of the sun
could be vengeful if they were scorned. That iseifwere really indifferent
to the girl's obvious adoration. She looked at Bpeculatively.'Is she the
only child?'

"Yes, Santa Loreta will be hers some day.’
'A pleasant place for a retirement,’ she suggested.

Alastair gave her a penetrating glance. 'So yduh@dng matchmaker? But
she's too young - besides ..." He did not finishdantence, and a shadow
crossed his face.

'‘Otherwise you might be tempted?' Selina persistad.thought of a union
between these two was unwelcome to her, and petyeske continued to
probe, as one probes an aching tooth, to deriverbichsatisfaction from
the dart of pain.



"Drop it, Selina," he said gruffly." You women newan bear to see a man
without a noose round his neck.’

'Is that how you regard marriage?' she asked arthlgoose round your
neck?'

Yes,' his tone was repressive. 'And nooses, my gah be damned
uncomfortable.’

'How do you know if you haven't tried?'

He gave her a bleak stare, which made her feelvsisebeing impertinent.
She had no right to be inquisitive about Alastdoige life. Possibly some
mistress awaited his return from his frequent ek, a woman who had
not managed to put a noose about his neck, buhwae the less necessary
to him. She had boasted to him of her broad-mindsslnbut she found she
did not like that idea at all.

He broke into her thoughts, saying:

'It was rather a pity you were quite so frank witbla. | had told the
Miraflores | was taking you away because the cquntrs disturbed. | didn't
mention friend Pablo.".

"You don't trust them?' she asked anxiously.

'I'd trust Don Diego with my life, and what's mangportant, yours too, but
women ... tattle.'

‘Then aren't we safe here?"

'Oh, absolutely," he said emphatically, a little touch so.

Selina’'s speculations about him vanished with tleéurn of her
apprehensions. She did not feel comfortable inatmosphere at Santa

Loreta, she knew she was unwelcome, and now iteg@&might hold some
menace for her.



'‘Alec, let's go on,' she said impulsively. 'l .ddn't want to wait for this
plane. We could start at once, couldn't we?"

He shook his head. There were faint smudges underefles which
emphasized her fragility. She had had as muchesahld take.

'You aren't sufficiently rested, my dear," he sgedtly. 'And the plane will
come soon. I've checked with Senor Miraflores.dtie any day now.'

News which aroused no enthusiasm whatever. Sheeddhat parting with
Alastair was going to be something of a wrench, ameturn to her mother
was not an inspiring prospect. Nor was she constlduk leaving him in
Santa Loreta, with the beguiling Lola, who wasmt@on capturing him if
she could. During their short acquaintanceshipheitecome to appreciate
Alastair Grainger's good character; his reliabjlitis occasional gentleness,
even his sardonic humour attracted her. Dimly slcegnized that here was
a completely genuine personality, without the msifand pretence that
marked her mother's associates. He was the soraofthat she could have
learned to love, given time, but there was no time day or two, perhaps
only a few hours, they would part never to meetraga



CHAPTER FOUR

THE Miraflores adhered to the Spanish custom of middagh, siesta and
dinner late in the evening. Although thstanciastood much higher than
Titicamba, it was so sheltered by the high wallkiti§ surrounding it that it
was hot during the hours of sunshine; at nightaihevould turn chill.

When they were all assembled for thealazion,Don Diego renewed his
offers of hospitality. The aircraft was sure to @soon; meanwhile they
must regard his house as theirs, relax and enjemgklves. There were
horses they could ride if they so wished, but thag better not go too far
into the jungle; some of the Indian tribes wereliired to be hostile to
strangers, and of course the Senorita Stevensmousenture forth alone.

'Oh, | won't,” Selina promised earnestly, with lweecollections of her
unfortunate meeting with Rodriguez. With that innohi she asked
anxiously: 'This is Bolivia, isn't it?"

Miraflores shrugged his shoulders. "It is no mé&nisl,' he told her. 'Though
officially we come into the Beni Province.'

As she knew nothing of Bolivian provinces, this dat convey anything to
Selina.

Having listened to these offers a little sourly/d_observed acidly:

'‘Nevertheless, Papa, you do not wish to get onwleng side of the
President of Titicamba. If anything goes wrong with air service, it is our
most accessible outlet, and | enjoy my visits tcaPas.’

'‘Bastal’ her father roared, 'do you put such frivolitiesdoe the comfort of
our guests? Are you implying some renegade in Barsigall dictate whom
| entertain?’

'‘But you say the aircraft will come soon,' Alastaitervened placatingly,
'then we need put you to no further inconvenience.'



'Inconvenience!' their host snorted. ‘It gives meag pleasure to have you
here, Alonso.'

But not me, Selina thought aware of the inimicangles of his wife and
daughter towards her.

To change to a more congenial subject, Alastairarsdne inquiry about
the mineral deposits which he believed existetiénsiope of the mountains
incorporated in thestancia,and they discussed whether they were worth
developing.

You should consult Selina's father about that,5#sa told the Don. 'He's an
expert, I'm only an amateur.’

'‘Por dios,but | am stupid!" Miaflores exclaimed. 'Of coutdeave heard of
Thomas Stevens, and he is the man | need.' He loeain8elina. 'l did not
realize he was your fathesenorita.'

Selina looked at him eagerly. 'Could Daddy come®er

'Oh yes. Pedro Montes, he is the pilot of the freiglane that serves us,
often flies on to Paracos when he has been hereotdd bring him out on
his return journey if Senor Stevens can get leave.’

This information cheered Selina considerably. Sidendt feel so cut off
among strangers. If this Montes person could fiyfagher out from Paracos
before she left, she might be able to see him bejomg on to La Paz, but
when she voiced her thoughts, Alastair shook heslhe

"You must be gone before he comes, Selina. If Rada gets wind of your
presence here, we'll have him arriving insteadoairyather.'

A remark which caused Lola to look thoughtful, vehelina shivered. So
long as she was on this side of the mountainsywsioéd be unable to escape
from the shadow of the bull man.

After the meal, Senora Miraflores insisted thatir8emust rest, since she
was sure she had not yet recovered from the rigofungr journey. Selina



acquiesced, not because she needed a siestaastdiAlvas going with his
host to inspect the runway, and she had no wisle teft alone with the two
women.

Senora Miraflores came with her to her room, osbéynso make sure that
she had all she needed, but in reality to questesn

Once inside, she asked: 'Alonso is not yoovio, Senorita Stevens?’

Again Selina had to correct this mistake, and stk s with a faint
reluctance. Almost she wished that she had accdgtter Xavier's offer
and allowed him to forge a bond between her andtaia That would have
given her a definite standing among these Mirafipreho, she suspected,
were eyeing her relationship with Alastair suspisiy. But though Alastair
had jokingly said he was willing, he had only dewneecause he was certain
that she would refuse. She hastened to emphaszeidndship with her
father.

The Bolivian woman looked relieved.
'So you will not be in touch with him, after youMeareturned to Europe?’

Restraining an impulse to ask what it was to db wér, Sflina replied in the
negative.

It is Lola,” the Senora explained. 'We wish tocplaher in the care of
someone trustworthy. She will be a rich woman oag dnd could be the
prey of fortune- hunters. We have always hopedAl@tso will marry her
eventually, he would be for her most suitable.’

'Isn't he rather old for her?' Selina blurted dungling herself reluctant to
accept her companion's plans for Alastair's future.

‘Not at all. Lola needs a man of years to guide @rdrol her,' the Senora
declared. 'lt is the duty of good parents to sdleetright sort of man to curb
a girl's youthful follies."



Selina thought this was a painfully old-fashionaewpoint. She herself
would not appreciate a husband that had been ctioseer to keep her in
order, and nobody had ever controlled her. Herefatrad always been
remote and her mother had never taken much notiberan the holidays
from her expensive boarding schools. Crystal Stevxaa been on the stage
prior to her marriage, and had returned to it whlea separated from Tom.
When Selina had been a pretty child, she had nhare ance been used for
juvenile parts, but she had no real talent andriwdvished to follow her
mother's profession a decision that Crystal hadaapled, fearing that she
might if she persisted become a rival. In fact wittea girl grew up, she
found her something of an embarrassment. Not beiagh of a success,
Crystal spent her time between her infrequent emigagts relaxing at
Riviera resorts. She told her daughter she coulasdshe pleased, so long as
she did not try to annex any of her men friendsctviSelina certainly felt
no inclination to do since she did not care for thigolo type, but
unfortunately they sometimes preferred her, whechtd humiliating scenes
with her mother.

Thomas paid them both substantial allowances ®mgn of means; it was
not necessity that had brought him to Titicambac§&ithe failure of his
marriage, he had been able to indulge his likingolat-of-the-way places,
but he had stipulated that Selina should stay gthmother in the mistaken
idea that they were necessary to each other.

After leaving school, Selina had at first enjoyled glamour and amusement
provided by her mother's coterie, but as time vignit palled. She formed
no lasting friendships, she rarely spent enougle imone place to do so,
and when she had impulsively decided to join hiérefig she had grown very
tired of the trivial, egotistical types surroundimgr and their aimless pursuit
of pleasure. She would have liked to take up sammeo$ work, but she had
not been trained for anything, though she did naahkalf-hearted attempt to
learn to type. She had meant to consult her fatbeut that, but he had
pooh-poohed the idea; she was so pretty she wadsunarry.

Eventually, she hoped, she would, for she wantédreim, but the kind of
man she would choose was still nebulous in her n$otheone who would
be a comrade as well as a lover and definitelytyrainnical. Lola, being a
Latin, probably would expect to be a doormat. Shd told Alastair she



would be subservient to him, but that was not &&indea of marriage,
neither did she want to be handed over to a méweioparents' selection.

But would Alastair be too overbearing? Idly shedretp speculate about his
age, between thirty and forty, she supposed, aatknéo the latter figure,
actually in the prime of life. Naturally he woulcpect obedience from a
young wife, but he would not be a despot. Undouipted would be a very
suitable husband for Lola Miraflores, in spite bétgap in years, for the
estancianeeded a mature man to run it when the Don wdstasl he was
very interested in its potentialities. She coulgrapiate the Senora's point
of view, and doubtless Alastair would come round ta time. She sighed
as her hostess took her leave, wondering why tlespect was so
unwelcome to her.

' mustn't be a dog in the manger,’ she told hefiselly. 'l don't want him,
so why should | mind if she gets him?'

But she did mind, and she was not being quite homesn she disavowed
her own interest in him, but since she hadestanciabehind her, and he
regarded her as a playgirl, she was not in theingnn

Having brought only necessities as she had bedruatsd, Selina had

nothing to wear for dinner, for which she surmited hosts would change.
She had one decorative garment with her, a handgmneho, so she
improvised a costume using her pyjama top which dtautt sleeves, with

the poncho hanging in folds from her shoulders. IBbked ruefully at her

feet in the inelegant sandals, and the legs ofrbasers, recalling her array
of fancy shoes left behind in Paracos. But theyewanr the other side of
miles of jungle track, so it was no use regrettimgm.

As she had expected, the Miraflores had dresseavitip,Lola appearing
like something out of '‘Carmen’ in red frills and&Spanish shawl, all dark
glamour, contrasting with the English girl's fragfhirness, but not wholly
to her disadvantage, for the delicacy of Selingédlres made the other girl
look a little coarse.

'‘Am | not beautiful?' Lola asked, pirouetting ioffit of Alastair.



He looked dour. 'lt's a relief to see a woman gkiat.'

A tactless remark, Selina thought, seeing thahsll@o option, but once her
offending legs were under the table, she decidetl she could not be
looking unattractive, for his eyes more often sduger face than Lola's,
much to that lady's annoyance, though, as he questiher about her
fatigue, it might merely be that he was anxiousualher fithess to continue
travelling.

Don Diego remarked that as the weather was so tfieepilot would most
likely arrive on the morrow.

'Doesn't he work to a schedule?' Alastair asked.

The other man laughed. This is Boliviamigo, all schedules are
approximate.'

'Is he an admirer of yours?' he inquired of Lolad ashe pouted
provocatively.

'Of course, but he would like to be much more.'

Senora Miraflores said hastily: 'Lola has too msehse to encourage Pedro
Montes. He is a wild one and too fond of women.'

Selina felt a stab of dismay. This was the man tmw she was to be
entrusted! She looked at Alastair and saw that & fwowning, but he said
nothing. Possibly he thought that if Montes wadaaresd by Lola, she would
be in no danger from unwelcome attentions, and aftethe journey would
be short.

As foretold, the plane came next day. Alastair twedtwo girls had gone for

a ride. Lola rode superbly, but Selina was no revidey cantered round
the confines of thestanciawhich extended for a considerable length along
the side of the mountains, divided from them byrikier, which Lola told
them sometimes flooded many acres during the reg@agon. The runway
was down the centre of the valley, and the airaedpped like a hawk out
of the cloudless blue sky shortly after they hagsdpproaching engines.



Several of the peons went to receive it as itegtdh the runway. The three
riders continued their progress towards the howkéde Selina's heart sank
lower and lower as she realized that the inevitphl¢ing with Alastair was
only hours away.

An Indian boy came running to take their horsepePwas devoted to
Alastair, who occupied a position in his hieraraigxt to his god, and
whenever he visited Santa Loreta, he followed liken this shadow.

As Selina dismounted, she said despondently:
'l suppose I'd better go and pack.'
Pepe had been taught some English by his patroheatald her:

'‘No mees, Senor Montes, he stay, one, two daydirdemachine 'as ze
broken bones.'

Selina had forgotten he could understand her arslanitle taken aback
that a servant should know so much about her agraagts, but the Indians
knew everything. Pepe must have been among thetreeecommittee
when the aircraft arrived, and somehow he had ézhiimat she was to return
with it.

Alastair said to Lola with a quizzical smile:

'Montes intends to make the most of his opportesiti

'Did not you hear the boy? His craft needs repstie' returned coolly.
Though the pilot was staying in the house, Seliandt meet him until
dinner time. She heard a good deal of gigglinghenverandah during the
afternoon and surmised that in spite of her expestisdain, Lola was
enjoying his company. Alastair had gone out withndiego to look at

some stock.

Senora Miraflores belatedly awoke to the fact ®alina's wardrobe was of
necessity depleted. She arrived in her room witteas which she offered to



lend her.'It is one Lola had before she grow sg¢ big told her, displaying a
green linen dress. Lola was taller and broader telma. 'l know you
cannot have brought much with you, and if it is $oeall, you can let it out
and perhaps Maria will sew it for you.'

It was not too small; it fitted close to her slendaist and fell in graceful

folds to below her knees. Selina was thankful tadbef her trousers, which
Maria promptly confiscated to wash and press. Shaeped her hands
delightedly as she surveyed the transformed Seliveny shook her head
over the canvas shoes. Laying a finger to her $ibs,glided away, to return
shortly with a pair of green kid slippers. From wehe had purloined them
Selina did not ask; she was only too pleased tmlothem.

When she appeared in the dining-room, she wagintex to Pedro Montes
and her heart sank again. He was a dapper litttevaith a narrow olive face
and black hair, and an unmistakably roving eye.at#® looked a little
shifty. He bowed from his waist as his appraisitange swept over her.

'Senorita,| salute you, and | understand | am to have thtpof taking
you back with me to La Paz. Ah, that will be a joey most memorable.’

She did not like the way he said that; he seemdaktonplying a double
meaning. Catching Lola's glance, as she stood watthem, she noticed a
gleam of triumph in the black eyes. Naturally thaidan girl would be
pleased to be rid of a suspected rival, but sheesean undercurrent of
understanding between her and the pilot.

She murmured that she was glad he could accommbdatand took her
seat with an increasing uneasiness.

'When do we start?' she asked a little anxiously.
‘The morning after the next day. Tomorrow we havintish unloading and
to make a slight repair. Oh, do not feagnorita, my machine will be

perfectly okay when we are ready to leave.’

So Pepe's information was correct, and she hachanaiay's respite to
spend in this Andean Eden where Alastair playeidifferent Adam to her



Eve. He was sitting opposite to her across thesfataxt to Lola, while she
had Pedro beside her. He was smiling indulgentlyhat Bolivian girl's
sallies and Selina recollected that he had madeerdion of his own plans.
Apparently he intended to make an indefinite stéi Wis friends, after she
had been packed off to La Paz. He seemed to tajtead interest in the
estanciadiscussing with Don Diego ways and means of dewetpit. Did
he regard it with the eyes of a potential owner8uh he had indicated that
he was not impressed by Lola's schoolgirl crushs e proof against the
temptation of acquiring all that went with her & made her his wife?

Pedro began to pay her fulsome compliments, whedaime more so as the
wine circulated. Her dislike of him increased. Thlaé was destined to take
a journey with him alone became a more and moreirthisig prospect.
True, he would be fully occupied in flying the aaft, but were there not
such things as automatic pilots which could takerpand at the airport,
which was a long way out of the town, she woulddependent upon his
guidance when they landed, having no friend or atgance there to whom
she could turn for aid. Her experience with Rodemythad shaken her
confidence in her ability to handle anything maihe had sent many
amorous playboys about their business, but theyblead predictable, and
she had always been careful never to allow thentaie® her at a
disadvantage. But here she was in totally aliemosmdings, in a more
primitive society. She glanced despairingly at #dasand saw he was
watching her with a disapproving air, as if he thloushe was welcoming
the pilot's attentions and was censuring her canduxt surely he could not
believe that she had any use for that slimy indizi@

Pedro touched her bare arm, seemingly by accidadtAlastair's blue eyes
glittered menacingly. Relief flooded through hére $iad been wrong, it was
Pedro who was causing him to frown. Though Alastaiuld be thankful to
see the last of his charge, she was sure that bh&wever let her down.
Somehow she must contrive to be alone with himfidenn him her doubts
and fears respecting this flight and ask if he dawdt devise another means
of conveying her to La Paz.

She had thought that it might be difficult to détdem from Lola, but it
proved unexpectedly easy. As if fearing that shltedxaosed her admirer to
another influence too long, Lola disappeared wedrB after dinner to look



over some new records which he had brought fordter,announced airily.
Senor and Senorita Miraflores went into a huddler@ome domestic crisis
and Selina was free to steal away and search fstair.

She found him in a dark comer of the verandah, @/fiezflies sparkled in
the creepers, and a few brilliant stars were \ésibfough the gaps in them.
He was only a dim shape, blazoned by the scapetftthe cigar he was
smoking, one of Don Diego's - to keep off the masg) he excused
himself. Selina stood before him like a little grglyost, all colour drained
from her by the absence of light She was glad hidcoot see her face, it
would make what she had come to ask easier to say.

Dismissing his apology, saying she liked the sa#rd cigar, she began
hesitantly:

'‘Alec, I'm not happy about going on a flight withg ... this strange man. |
don't know him at all, and | don't think he's twgtthy.'

'‘Nothing could happen on a short flight, little griee said in the indulgent
tone he might have used for a nervous child.

'l ... 1 don't know about that. Something couldvwgmng. He might have to
make a forced landing, I'm told crossing the Andas be tricky. Alec,
couldn't you come with me?"

She sensed rather than saw his start of surprise.

'Haven't you had enough of me?"

'Of course not. Don't be absurd. You've been wduober

'Don't, you sound like Lola.'

'l didn't mean to be fulsome, but you've been sustandby, Alec, | always
feel perfectly safe with you.’

He laughed sardonically. 'I'm not sure that's ehtia compliment.’



'It ought to be. It means | trust you, and youwéa South American.’
'Poor little one, you haven't been given much camisely upon the natives.'
She advanced to the side of his chair, and saixirogia:

'Since I've been defrauded of my trip over the plssnk the least you can
do is to accompany me. Didn't you promise Daddetome safe to La Paz?'

He reached for her hand, and felt the slim fingemble in his clasp.

'It's true, | did," he admitted, 'and quite franKim not impressed by Senor
Montes.'

‘There'd be room for you, wouldn't there?"

T expect so.'

He was silent, considering, absently stroking handh The action was
caressing, and hope rode high in her, surmisingdidd not desert her. It
did not occur to her that it would be very inconesn for him to fly to La
Paz. He would have to return to Santa Loreta tiecoihe landrover and he
might have to wait some time for transport thither.

Selina sat down on the arm of his chair.

'Please!" she coaxed.

'‘Now, now, don't start practising your siren's witg1 me, I'm impervious to
feminine charms.' But his tone was very kind, amdes her perch on the
flimsy arm of the bamboo chair was precarious, llpped his arm around
her to anchor her there. It was hard, musculairimdtely comforting. She
said with a catch in her voice:

'I'm not trying to wheedle you, Alec, buaimfrightened of this flight.'

His arm tightened a little. 'Surely you're usedymg?'



'Yes, in proper planes, but this machine doesaths® be awfully reliable.’
But it was not the aircraft she was scared about.

'l guess it's only out of action when it suits Seontes’ plans,’ he mused.
'Wasn't it damaged?’

'Only a loose strut, but he wanted an excuse tsseeething of Lola. I'm
surprised at this sudden attack of nerves, Sejmalye been very brave up
to now, and it would be a lot worse if you'd haatoss the mountains in the
landrover.’

'‘But | wanted to do that, and I'd have been with.yo

‘You've a great, though possibly misplaced conftéan me," he remarked a
little drily, but he did not withdraw his arm.

'l don't think so." She leaned nearer to him, unsilhead was level with her
chest. Lowering her face, her chin brushed his. Adough it looked so
thick and stubborn it was soft and silky to touBthease say you'll come,’ she
murmured.

He said in an amused tone: You seem to have chamggdpinion of me.
You thought | was a bit of an ogre when | made glance with me in the
ballroom at Paracos.'

She recalled her original antipathy towards hinhwisense of wonderment.
She had been annoyed by his brusque manner, hisusbgontempt, his
insistence that he was only helping her for hdrdes sake. Up to then men
had esteemed it a privilege to serve the lovelyn&ebtevens, hoping to
ingratiate themselves into her favour. Alastair hatiwanted anything from
her and had regarded her as a nuisance. She hagioeed because she
had been unable to make any impression upon hitih tlhue very fact of her
failure had drawn her towards him. Instinctively #mew that he was not a
man who would indulge in light amours, and he wosddrn to use their
association as an opportunity to flirt with her. &dhhe loved, it would be
deep and true, and he had loved, so much so théfehhad been blighted.
What a fool that woman, whoever she was, had ledgnaw him away, and



how much Selina would like to be in a position ttng him healing and
solace.

In a sudden flash of illumination, she became awdréne truth of her
sentiments towards him. She had never been so leampgo secure in the
company of any man before, except her father, beitveanted much more
from him than paternal solicitude. She desired ipassely to re-awaken
love within him, to wipe out the bitter past, anthwesponse to the kindred
emotion which had come to birth in her own beingaffwas why she had
felt so resentful of Lola's claims upon him, bug $iad little hope of winning
his regard, for with the humility that true loveebds, she saw herself as he
must see her, a vain, frivolous little creature whad never done a
worthwhile thing in her life.

'l didn't know you, when you talked to me that njgéhe pointed out. 'And
you didn't try to project a very attractive imadeyourself.’

' didn't fancy my task,' he returned. 'l had tottr persuade the belle of the
ball to venture into the wilds with someone sheutitd only one degree
better than Rodriguez, but | gather | improve upoguaintance?'

'Very much so, but we're wandering from the poihdw it seemed
desperately important to her to keep him with fiemiy for another day.
Throwing all the seduction she knew how into thedyoof her voice, she
went on: 'You won't desert me now, Alec? | ... édgou. You told Father
Xavier | was a sacred trust.’

'‘And so you are.' He gave a sharp sigh. 'And yomkthwon't be fulfilling it,
if | don't come with you?'

Misinterpreting the reason for his sigh, she tteavithdraw herself, while
she told him haughtily:

'If I'm such an imposition, I'll not ask you agaimaresay I'll be all right.’

'You misunderstand me. | don't regard you as anosgitipn, but as
something quite different.' His arm pressed hestvai



'Such as?' she breathed.

'‘Never you mind, but you're right. | mustn't letuygo alone with Montes.
Anything might happen on the mountains.’

‘Thank you, Alec.’

He lifted his head as if he wanted to see her faod, before she could
withdraw her own, their cheeks touched. A littlaltlman up her spine at the
contact with lean, leathery skin.

'Oh!" She gave a little gasp as she drew back.

'What is it, little one?'

'l ... I thought you despised me as a useless playgu do like me a little?"
'Silly child." He turned his head and kissed herggy gentle kiss as if she
were indeed a child, and she found it completebatisfying. Then abruptly
he withdrew his arm so that she had to clutch Harback to avoid falling.
'Perhaps the padre had a point after all," hegaiffly. "You'd better go to
bed before you make a complete fool of me. Dontryy&elina, I'll see you
through to the end."

‘Thank you.' She was chilled by the rebuff in hswreged tone, and stood
hesitating, reluctant to leave him. The firefli@ntnued their interminable
dance among the leaves, and from inside the hbgssttains of a modern
popular song reached them from Lola's radiogram.

Alastair stood up. ‘Good night, little one," he &dwdr with finality.

'‘Good night, Grandpa,' she said pertly.

He took a step towards her.

'‘Now that was uncalled for," he told her sterrlgn hot Methuselah, Selina,
and if you wish to continue under my protectionyduld be as well if you



remembered it. As Father Xavier said, we're a nrah awoman, and |
should hate any harm to come to you through me."

She had to restrain an impulse to tell him thatthlg harm he could do her
was to desert her, that she was hungry for his acehand she did not care
for the consequences. But that would be madnessigrhshe had come to
recognize the possibility that she had fallen welavith him, there was no
future for her with him, for if he married anyorteniould be Lola, to gain
Santa Loreta. Because he had softened towardertight, promising to see
her through, and hinting that he did not find hedesirable, it was no use
building an airy castle in the air without foundeti She had gained a
reprieve, but the final parting must inevitably emvhen he had installed
her in the Bolivian capital.

‘Thanks for the warning," she said with assumedlessness. 'lt's nice to
know, though, that you're human.’

'What did you think | was?' he asked almost vidienf lump of granite?'
'‘Sometimes you seem like it, but granite is duraBleod night, Alec.’

As she came in from the verandah on her way todwm, she encountered
Lola standing just inside the doorway. The girlgaer a malevolent look as
Selina bade héBuenas nochedt flashed into her mind that Lola had been
eavesdropping, but luckily she had not been meatipthough she probably
would not like the idea of Alastair accompanying teeLa Paz.

But he'll be coming back to her, she thought, whengone on to Europe,
and no doubt she'll get him in the end.

A reflection that she found anything but comforting
Alastair did not disclose his intention of accomyag Selina to the
Miraflores next day, and she more than half suggebe was keeping the

information until the last moment to avoid any esis from the family.

Not that they had any reason to object. It wasmhthat Alastair should
wish to see her safely on her way to Europe, and, Ishe was fairly certain



already knew of his intentions. She meant to tetfl that, but there was no
sign of him when, after eating the breakfast thas wlways brought to her
room, she went out on to the verandah in seartinof

It was a beautiful day, this her last at Santa tagrevith a cool breeze
blowing down from the mountains dispelling the wahumidity that
sometimes was oppressive. She was disappointedddérself alone, for
she had hoped they would be going for another &de sat down in the
chair Alastair had occupied on the previous eveaing) vaguely wondered
what she would do when she arrived back in Englbied.mother could be
located through her bank, but she was reluctargjtn her, well knowing
she would not be welcomed. She could alternatiysiyto find a job, in
which endeavour her knowledge of Spanish might help As Alastair had
suggested, she had been a butterfly creature, wtittepth or purpose, but
she was resolved to change all that. She wouldepthat she could if
necessary earn her own living and make herselbwfesuse in the world.
Thus far had he influenced her life, and it wasdésire to show him that she
could be someone worth while which was secretlyivatihg her. Not that
he would ever learn of her metamorphosis, unless$atieer informed him.
That thought cheered her. As long as both men meiflee same continent,
they could meet, probably would, since they wehsald friends, and thus
she could still preserve a tenuous link with Alastar her father might pass
on the information that she gave him in her lettdrsut her proceedings.

At lunch time, Alastair came in with Don Diego, buade no reference to
their departure on the morrow, both being deep idisgussion of the
possibility of mining the cliff.

‘The track up to the road going over the pass cdédengineered to
accommodate trucks for the necessary transpodstail suggested.

Miraflores shook his head. 'l will leave such deypshents to my heirs. | am
content with what | have. You can do what you lith it when it is yours,
Alonso.’

At these words, Alastair started and looked faistiybarrassed.



'l don't want riches either,’ he stated. 'lt's otllg search for them that's
exciting. As for owning this place, I'm not contdatpg buying it,amigo."”

Lola said: 'No need to buy, it could easily be ywouranother way.'

Her dark eyes glowed as she searched his impafssige Pedro had been
delayed and in his absence, Alastair was receiviadull treatment.

He stared at his plate. Tm a wanderer," he annouricgon't think | could
settle in one place."

'‘But the time must come when you will feel the neéd home and family,’
Lola persisted. 'A man cannot roam for ever.’

The bleak look with which Selina was familiar camé his face as it
always did when home and family were mentioned.

‘There are still many places | wish to see," hernetd harshly. 'l fancy Il
meet my end on the trail,' and he abruptly chartgedubject.

Selina, watching, saw the Bolivian girl's face darkat what had been a
definite rebuff.

'l will not be passed over,' she muttered, andat8elina a baleful glance. It
occurred to Selina that Alastair had agreed to mpemy her to gain a
respite from Lola's advances. She would have betaripleased to think he
was doing it for her sake, but since he had contgattta Loreta to find a
refuge for her, she should not complain. Any otiman would leap at an
opportunity to acquire an estate full of rich pat@ncombined with a'
beautiful and loving wife, but it seemed to haveattoaction for him. Selina
looked at him wistfully across the table where Aean his hostess's right
hand. The padre had said he had been let dowwoyrean. Had the wound
gone so deep he would never trust his future tohend

Pedro came in full of apologies for being late;hiael not noticed the time.
After he had been served, he turned to Selina skeldeher about her travel
documents. Had she been granted an exit visa fitoamba?



'‘No, but does it matter?' she asked, hoping he r@dbeen told the
circumstances leading to her departure. 'I'm invgohlready.'

Pedro smiled wryly. "You came, in through the bdokr, so to speak, there
are no frontier guards in the jungle. But we dwaht you to be arrested as a

spy.'

'‘Nonsense," Alastair was brusque. '‘Does she |&ekMiata Hari? It will be
all right.'

Now surely was the time to mention that he wouldjbeg with her, but he
said no more, though she looked at him appealirgigce on a former
occasion he had rebuked her for disclosing too mskk did not like to
remind him in front of all the family. There wasnsething in Pedro's
manner which she could not interpret; he seemdsktsubduing an inner
jubilation and his eyes, when he looked at her,&adnnning leer.

As soon as the meal was over, she tried to interédgstair, seeking
reassurance, but he eluded her. As the afternooa aveay, her uneasiness
increased. Had he changed his mind about acconmgahgr and that was
why he was avoiding her? She looked apprehensteelgrds the runway,
where the aircraft squatted like a fantastic bart] wished heartily it would
disappear without her.

Selina wore her green borrowed dress again foredjrat which everyone
was present, but Alastair seemed withdrawn. Lolath wrue Latin
femininity, flirted outrageously with Pedro, seefito make her laggard
suitor jealous, and the glances he threw in thiegcton were so inimical
that Selina decided she was succeeding. Her sganitis to zero. Say what he
would, Alastair did not intend to let Lola and testanciaslip through his
fingers. This sojourn at Santa Loreta had shown &imaw their value.
Perhaps his Scottish blood made him canny, andidhenat wish to be
hustled into an engagement until he was certaint Whavould gain by it,
hence his keen interest in the place's mineralymtsd When he came back
to claim his landrover he would clinch the bargdimat is if he really meant
to take her to La Paz. Almost she wished he hadgdth his mind, for
continued association with him could only bring parn, until she caught
Pedro's sly glance and was sure she would negatdtisction.:



After dinner, he again avoided speaking to her a@loBaying he had
something he must do outside, he bade her a cad gight, and told her to
go to bed as she would have a trying day to facenemrmorrow. Yet as he
reached the door, he turned to give her a longyneatiical look and she
gained the impression that he wanted to tell hemetbing, but could not
speak out with all the others present.

Lola's eyes had a triumphant glitter as Selina ga@t night, and she went
to her room feeling certain that the Miraflores| died prevailed upon
Alastair to let her go on to La Paz alone.



CHAPTER FIVE

SELINA had gone to her room, but sleep was far fromhnaughts, she was
much too uneasy. She checked her money and paferiather had said he
would arrange for her to draw funds from a bankariPaz for her fare home.
She took off Lola's dress and folded it carefuiggdy for Maria to wash and
press it before returning it to its owner.: Shekeacher bag, all but her
pyjamas, but instead of putting them on she dre$gkyl in her shirt,
trousers and boots. When the house was quiet, shatrno find Alastair,
whose room was next to hers. She had not heardréiumn, and she
intended to waylay him when he did. Listening inieto the noises of the
night, she fancied that she heard the landrovetirgjaup and the terrifying
thought occurred to her that he had gone, leavergd deal with Montes
alone, but she could not credit that he would dgtlang so mean.
Nevertheless his evasiveness all day worried héy tvad he not said
straight out at dinner that he was going with et @ould see her through
the immigration control at La Paz? Did he fear ffermd Lola? But Lola
would have to know eventually, and she did notkhastair was easily
intimidated by a woman's tantrums. She could rne¢sluntil she had his
reassurance that he did not mean to desert her.:

She stood by the window watching the lights goiotiie peons' huts. It was
not a French one, but the sill was low and shedceakily climb over it
without disturbing the rest of the house. Faint night illuminated tire
valley, silvering the distant peaks. She heardsteps and laughter from the
verandah, but not Alastair's deep voice. So hestth®ut. At long last, the
hacienda sank into sleep, and Selina cautiously opened wiadow.
Climbing over the sill, she moved to Alastair's domv and stood listening
for a sign of occupation. There was no light on; saund or movement
from within. Then, starting violently, she wheelaldout, as a dark figure
loomed up silently behind her.

'‘Alec!" she gasped, recognizing him with relief.
'Hush,"' He laid a finger to her lips. 'What are gming here?'

His voice was a toneless whisper,



'‘Looking for you," she whispered back.

'‘Can't do without me, eh?' She heard the satigiiedin his voice; Alastair
was not without human vanity. 'Is your bag packédf?afraid we must
leave at once.'

So it was not her imagination that had been frigintg her, there was
something wrong, but her faith in Alastair was imp| as long as he was
there she could come to no harm.

Tl get it," she murmured.

He helped her back over the sill. She thrust h@rpgs into the top of the
canvas bag, drew the string tight, and handedtitambim. Noiselessly she
rejoined him, feeling absurdly like a schoolgirinbeipon some nocturnal
prank. He pushed the window to, but could not fagtérom the outside.
Then taking her bag upon his arm, and her handsirhk guided her along
the verandah, down the steps and into the night.

'‘Are we going over the pass?' she asked eagerlye @asrned towards the
river.

'Yes.' He walked so fast that she had to run tp kgewith his long strides,
but when they had passed out of sight oftheienda he slackened his pace
and told her:

‘That little bitch Lola has played a nasty trickonpus. She's arranged with
Montes to fly you to Paracos.’

'Oh, no!" A cold trickle ran down her spine, and held upon his hand
tightened. 'But ... but weren't you coming too?"

‘They didn't know that, and | purposely didn't tekm unless they thought
up something else, but | couldn't have risked atfwgth Montes in mid-air
when | found he was going in the wrong direction.’

'‘But Lola did know. She was listening that nightenH asked you to come.'



Alastair whistled softly. 'l wonder how they planhé dispose of me.
Poppyseed in my morning coffee, perhaps, to makeogtieve | was drunk
and incapable. Montes was tempted by the huge saonidqriez is offering
for your capture. You're a valuable commodity, mest.’

She thrilled to hear him call her that, and he ha®, by her side, ready to
continue her journey with her. Her spirits soar&iinost she could have
blessed Lola and Pedro for necessitating theintflig

'‘But how did you find out?' she asked.
‘Thanks to Pepe. He heard them manufacturing ¢harmming scheme while
he was servicing the aircraft — they didn't notibe was there.
Unfortunately | can't fly a plane or I'd be temptedcommandeer Montes'
machine. It'll have to be the landrover.’

'I much prefer the landrover,’ she declared en#istisally. ‘But where is it?'

'‘Across the river, that's the way we have to ggePand | got it over after
dinner, luckily without mishap. The ferry is a piimitive.'

So that was what he had gone to do, when he hadh®adjo to bed, and she
had been thinking he intended to desert her. Sdesban the ferry, a flat
wooden platform between ropes strung from banlatdkbwhich could only
operate when the river was low: during the rairgeitame a raging torrent.
'l wonder how you managed it.'

'Well, it was a bit tricky, but the contraption Wilear more weight than
you'd believe possible. Now it's our turn to sample

They had reached the river bank and a dark shapgech from the
shadows which was Pepe.

'Senor?'

'Si, Pepey la senoritd Alastair dropped Selina's bag in the middlehsf t
platform and took her arm. 'Don't be alarmed ¥abbles.'



'l won't. I'm enjoying this." She was thankful te eaving Santa Loreta
where the atmosphere had oppressed her, for shalwags aware of her
hosts' silent animosity.

Pepe joined them on the raft-like structure, priopglthem across with a
long pole. On the further bank Selina saw the laweir, and her spirits rose
still higher. She had wanted to cross the mountaitts Alastair and now
she was about to do so. As the ferry touched thmgie bank, she ran
lightly ashore, while Alastair paused to say sonmgthto Pepe. Some
exchange passed between them, and then the bogdhafhon his return
journey. The house on its slight knoll showed neagt of light. Their
departure had been unobserved.

'‘Good-bye, Santa Loreta,” Selina cried gaily asswlia started up the
landrover's engine. 'Am | glad to be leaving itheh thinking that perhaps
her words were a little ungracious, she added: simy, | know they're
friends of yours, but they didn't like me.’

You're jumping to conclusions, but I'm afraid theyere under a
misapprehension regarding you as Father Xavier' wdastair remarked
drily.

'‘But | told them there was nothing between us.’

'Possibly they didn't believe you.'

Because her relief was so great and the silveryniigid had gone a little to
her head, she returned provocatively:

‘Then they must think you're a cold fish, for yaititude throughout was
particularly unloverlike.'

'Wasn't that the way you wanted it? Since you dediFather Xavier's
offer, | decided I'd better keep my distance.’

'‘But you wouldn't really have wanted to pass measffour wife?'

'Such a situation might have had its rewarding nmdme



He shot her a quick glance out of blue eyes thdtehaicked glint in them,

and Selina blushed. Lola, she thought, would hawbably tried to stick a

knife into her. Immediately Alastair's attentionsmaaimed by the road.
This was a zigzag stony track up an almost vertcakn slope, and the
landrover was crawling up it grunting and groaning.

'Will she make it?' Selina asked anxiously.

'Oh, yes, she's a grand old bus, though | wislmdd time to give her an
overhaul before taking this trip, but as you kndwljdn't foresee it. The
going will be easier once we've topped this littielehill.'

His spirits too seemed to have lightened, bothifelt holiday mood. The
moon had sunk behind the ranges, but behind themn das flushing the
east. They reached the top of the 'molehill,’” amel track continued a
meandering course through bush and scrub.

'We'll strike the road going over the Andes shgrihastair told her, 'and
that'll be a little smoother. This is what you ntighll the back door out of
Santa Loreta and it isn't often used.’

The sun came up, for dawn was brief in that lagtuslt the air was fresh
and cool, much more so than in the valley, whic kank out of sight.
Ahead the mountains were stark and formidableritimn of the route they
were to take winding into their heart. The bushessed, to be replaced by
grey scrub, which in turn gave place to bare slajmsided of vegetation.
By the time they joined the road coming up fromBe&i province, they had
entered a lunar landscape.

Alastair halted under an overhang of rock.

'l expect you could do with some breakfast. | filie thermos with coffee.
No, stay in the landrover," as Selina made to get'd/e'll eat it here.’

He unpacked the familiar container and she wastdb@ay that she wanted
to stretch her legs, when the reason for his caltgzcame apparent A plane
zoomed up from the valley, climbing rapidly, andgged overhead.



‘There goes Montes," said Alastair,
'Do you think he saw us?'

'No." He pointed to the rock above their headst tNat he could do anything
if he did, but | prefer not to advertise our whéreats.'

'‘But wouldn't Don Diego have thwarted him if yotodd him?'

'Of course, but he's been good to us. | would toelb@ve to tell him of Lola's
treachery. Also, short of lynching him, | couldstbp Montes flying to
Titicamba and telling Rodriguez where you were. tTingght have made
trouble for Diego. Evidently, now we've gone, Manteas given up and
flown back.' He nodded to where the plane had gisaged into the dark
blue sky.

‘This is becoming more melodramatic every momeBglina said
cheerfully, 'but now the baddie has been circuneatiaind all's set for our
triumphant entry into La Paz.'

But Alastair did not respond to her bright mood] &éme gaiety died out of
her face, as she recalled that there was no clwdribe conventional happy
ending to their story.

Frowning, Alastair remarked:

'What gets me is how a nice girl like Lola couldsiaeh a beastly thing.'
'Well, she's Latin and a bit primitive in her outky' Selina excused her, 'and
she was jealous because you were coming with nieaidf staying with
her. But she would never have made me believe poldde drunk and

incapable.’

'l have been drunk upon occasion to find oblivibe,'told her harshly, the
bleak look settling on his face again.



Sensing some past tragedy, Selina longed to askhalkecaused his need to
forget, but knew he would not tell her, even if $taal the impertinence to
put her question. Instead, she said sadly:

'She had no cause to be jealous of me, | didntotcpme between you, but |
suppose she couldn't understand why you wereett....more forthcoming,’

and she stared into the green depths far below.them

He put out a hand and turned her face towards 8hm. dropped her eyes
before the questing look in his, her lashes makiatk crescents on her
porcelain cheeks.

'Please get this, Selina. There was nothing betwsgshe was a victim of
her own foolish fancies.'

'‘But don't you see, that's what made her so mad."
'It's impossible there ever should be.'

She smiled wanly. 'Why not? Wouldn't you like tothe master of Santa
Loreta?'

He dropped his hand, and his eyes blazed.

'Do you think I'd take her on to get thstanci® What do you think | am? A
fortune-hunter?'

'It's not my business,' she retorted coolly, 'Aoéslit matter what | think?'

He seemed about to make some explosive protesthieaked himself, and
now his eyes were glacial.

‘A timely remark," he observed enigmatically. 'Amalv we must be getting
on.'

The route continued to climb. On either side trenscy became starker and
more dramatic, the air thinner and clearer. Tchoeror, Selina began to feel
sick and dizzy. A hairpin bend brought the way theg come into view.



The road seemed to plunge into an ocean of dadndogest. The Indians of
the Altiplano called it the edge of the world.

Alastair drove with grim concentration, wantingctoss the mountains well
before dark. He had noticed Selina's increasintpipahd feared its cause
Sorochethe mountain sickness, could cause a total collapse

Then the engine failed. They had met nothing sayéang up or coming
down; their luck was out. Wind howled about the miain crests above
them and funnelled, down the pass, and Selinaestda shiver. Alastair
wrapped her in the blankets from the back of thedaver, gave her a tot of
spirits and cursed himself for not having procuaadoxygen cylinder. He
set about repairing his vehicle. The trouble waking very serious, but it
took time to locate, and when the machine wasderoit was growing late.
Selina refused any offer of food; she had alreaatyed with her breakfast,
to her intense embarrassment. Now she was tooofae tp care, she sat
slumped on the front seat, giddiness succeeded doyiemts of partial
blackout. Alastair pressed on. Approaching the sitiihe narrow road had
been cut across a granite cliff, on which it wae ¢imly projection; below
was a sheer drop of two thousand feet, above &cakwall that faded into
cloud. Selina took one glimpse and shut her eydbeatandrover crawled
along this corridor above infinite space. The tragecompleted, they
became enveloped in thick cloud, through whichepittip the grey crags
that formed the backbone of the continent. Therbtmet of the landrover
dropped. They were over the pass.

But there was still a steep descent to make tohréae central plain, the

Altiplano, thirteen thousand feet above sea leyl.Cuzco, the great

Andean chain splits into two parallel ranges, biatining almost due south.
They enclose a vast, high plateau, which is so tlug@eaks on either side
sink to the horizon. It is on this expanse thag¢hquarters of the population
of Bolivia live.

The clouds did not clear; they became a thick misth lay over the road
like a grey shroud, while daylight faded. Again tiedrover's engine began
to give trouble, indicating that there was furtdamage which Alastair had
not located. Finally it showed signs of peteringt @together, thus



prohibiting any hope of reaching a village befoightfall, and unless some
other vehicle came their way they would be marodoethe night.

Selina, in her semi-conscious state, was unawartheaf predicament.
When the landrover finally halted with a jerk, shé register with relief the
cessation of its jolting.

Alastair was speaking, but she did not take in viteegaid.

''ve remembered a derelict hut hereabouts that dised before. It's a
miserable refuge, but it has three thick walls tredremains of a door, and
being under a rock it will give some shelter frdme tvind. We've just made
it."

She had no knowledge of being lifted out of theltarer and carried into it.

She revived sufficiently to notice her surroundingfter Alastair had
moistened her lips with a little warm water mixethaspirits. The kerosene
picnic stove gave a feeble warmth, but water wogitbecome really hot in
such high altitudes, where the boiling point was.l@lastair's torch, for
which he had prudently procured several spare fegtecut a swathe of
light through the blackness of the hut. She fouhd was lying on the
blankets and covered by all their spare clothinigstair had taken off her
boots and was rubbing her feet, examining theniréstbite. She stared at
his hunched figure kneeling beside her, and wasreaw a surge of
affection towards him, as she glimpsed his intaoef How unfailing good
and solicitous he was towards her and what a fqedrlson she had proved
to be, but she had not reckoned on the intenseatmldhesoroche Tears of
weakness rose into her eyes, but she blinked theaak; Ihe disliked tears,
and she must not let them fall. She still felt sakd darkness kept
descending before her eyes, but she was relievaal ltmger have to endure
the jolting of the landrover.

'Where are we?' she murmured faintly.
'We've crossed the top of the pass,’ Alastair twd briskly, hoping to

hearten her. 'The worst is behind us now. In thening, we're sure to find
someone who'll take us on to La Paz.'



Selina shook her head dumbly. Her weary limbs cdalte no more
travelling and an icy chill was creeping over h&lt.she wanted was to be
allowed to sink into unconsciousness from whichrsded never wake.

'I'm cold,' she whispered. She was shivering.

Alastair put her boots on again and wrapped heiiridger poncho, which he
had taken from her bag. He lay down beside heherhard, earthen floor,
wrapping one of the blankets round them both, armr@ing her with his
arms, pressed the length of his limbs againstdesking to warm her with
the heat of his body. Gradually her shivering céasel she revived a little.
Raising her head, she looked about wonderingly,

'What's happened to the landrover?’

'I'm afraid it's given up the ghost. Luckily thigthwas near.'

Her gaze wandered round the shadowed walls and banketo him. If he
had not been impeded by her weakness, she supposadectly, he would
have continued on foot. The small space of thenNadt like the inside of a

tomb - her tomb.

"You should have gone on, Alec, There's no reasoy we both should
perish.’

"Neither of us is going to perish,' he told heniiy.

'l can't go any further, Alec. This is the endloé toad for me." She smiled
wanly. 'I'm sorry | couldn't make it after all.’

'You've been heroic,' he responded swiftly. 'Evieang) men succumb to
mountain sickness.'

'‘But not you. Nothing can defeat you, can it, Alec?

'l have my limits." She felt the sudden tensenedss body, as if he were
recalling a contest he had lost.



Afraid he would withdraw, she snuggled closer to hivhispering his name.

Whatever the past had done to him, the presenheras although the future
was blank.

'Hush, little one,' he bade her tenderly. 'Don'st@ayour breath trying to
talk. Go to sleep.’

'‘But | want to talk," she told him fretfully. 'Anfll go to sleep, | shan't wake
up again.'

'Rubbish,” he declared energetically. 'We're nedénlgre; darling, you
mustn't give up at the last lap,’

Holding her close with one arm, he began to rubldaak with his other
hand. Selina sighed and closed her eyes. He hiadl ¢edr darling, so he was
not wholly indifferent, but she would not permitliebn to overcome her.
These moments in his arms were too precious todteén sleep. Though she
was still dizzy, the nausea seemed to have paSéedwas unaware of her

body, it seemed numb, but her brain was clear,siedvas convinced that
this would be the end.

'l shan't live to get to La Paz,’ she murmured,U™oow that, don't you,
Alec?’

'l know nothing of the sort," he returned vigorgusthile an icy fear gripped

him. He muttered distractedly: 'lI'd give my rightmafor a canister of
oxygen.'

Some of his vitality seemed to have seeped intpfbeishe moved in his
arms and gave a shaky laugh.

'One thing you overlooked - and | thought you wafallible!"
'l didn't think we'd have to do this, or that thed- rover would fail us.'

'It doesn't matter," she said consolingly. 'I'myeappy.'



She was; she had been granted this last unexpegtei die in his arms,
there would be no more frustrations, no more prokleno dreaded parting
with the man who held her, who had called her dgrli

She started to speak again, her voice a littlengen

'Nobody will grieve very much for me. Daddy has wark, and Mummy
her career ... and her fun. I've been such a selEson, Alec. My only
regret is that | wish I'd done more with my life.’

‘Little one, please don't talk like that.'

She smiled faintly. 'It's true, Alec. It wasn't ihinet you that | really began
to live..." Her voice died away.

He reached for the diluted spirit and held it toligs. She swallowed a little
and lay quiet against him, collecting her strenfith there was something
that she wanted to tell him before it was too late.

'Such a short life,” she resumed in a tonelessevdRBut it's been so
wonderful being with you." She laughed soundleskljad to take a bandit
to open my eyes to real things!" She looked upndryo see his face. The
light from the torch cast weird shadows on the mnd stone walls, and
touched the edges of his russet hair with brorizegught the gleam of his
eyes, but his features were obscure. 'l love yoec.A

It was out, the secret she had never meant to lkewetain this primitive
place, with no hope of survival, she could speakeut shame of what was
in her heart.

‘Little one..."' Alastair's voice broke.

She took her hand away from its nest against héstcAnd touched his
cheek. She felt moisture there and her eyes widenguarprise.

'‘Are you grieving for me, Alec? You won't grieventp you'll soon forget
me.'



'‘Never so long as | have breath.’

How often had she heard a similar declaration feamme young adorer in

the throes of sudden passion, who had forgottera vezek later when she
proved to be unavailable. The sunny, distant daysmwshe had followed

Crystal Stevens around from one exotic Mediterranessort to another

passed through her mind like the patterns of aidaseope. Blue skies,

azure seas, brash young men sun tanned by theroat® had pursued her
with their cheap amorousness. How trivial her exise had seemed, even
while she experienced it. Fun, that was the operatord among all that set.

But she had sickened of fun, reaching out for samgtmore genuine, more

satisfying. Now she had found it, among the greagsrand bitter winds of

this Andean pass, the knowledge that she couldrenuardship and was

capable of strong and lasting emotion. Though sigeno reason to suppose
that Alastair would be any more faithful to her n@gnthan those seaside
playboys had been, it was the depth of her feébngim that was important

to her.

'‘Love never meant much among the boys | used tavkrsthhe murmured,
still moving through her past. 'All they were owr fwas a moment's
gratification, but | was always sure it should meanch more than that.
Now | know it does. My love for you, Alec, is théggest thing I've ever
experienced. | want to tell you so, before 1 go.’

He gathered her closer, her soft hair againstteek.

'Darling, little one, you can't go and leave meaiiae.'

An eager light came into her shadowed eyes atripengy in his voice.
'‘Alec... do you mean.,. you care?"

'‘God help me, | do, though I've no right to say lbve you, Selina.’
'Really, Alec?' She could hardly credit what he waging. He might be
seeking to save her humiliation by telling her tet emotion was returned.

It would be like him to do that, but there was rezd, for she had felt no
shame in making her admission. In ordinary circamsgs, she would have



shrunk from self-betrayal, but here in this eetecp, perched on top of the
world, which seemed to be a halfway house betwiéeahd death, all that
mattered was the truth.

'Yes, really,’ he said earnestly. "You've crept imty heart, you little fragile
pretty thing, though | strove to bar you out.’

She gave a long, ecstatic sigh.
'I'm glad you've told me. Now everything is perfect
He shifted his hold a little, easing her head th® hollow of his shoulder.

'You've a strange idea of perfection,' he obsedvidggd 'There'll be problems
to be solved when we get out of this, but I'll gl now...'

She laid a finger on his lips.

'Don't say any more, Alec,’ she told him with aagheof mischief. 'l shan't ...
get out of this, so you needn't perjure yourself.'

'Oh, Selina," he protested. He kissed her findem trestraining a leap of
passion, bent his head to kiss her lips very ténd&ne thing you must
always believe - whatever malicious stories you megr about me, | love
you as I've loved no other woman.'

‘Thank you, darling." She would never hear thosdest, she did not care
whom he had loved, what he had been. At that momemtas all hers, and
she was content.

She lay still and quiet for so long that he anxipusached for her pulse.
Aware of his action, she raised her head and mwedaur

‘This is my happiest hour.'

There would be no more heart-searchings, no manbtdpshe had attained
her moment of fulfilment. It was, in a sense, hedding night.



‘To die upon a kiss,' she went on. 'Who said that?'

'Othello, | believe, when he'd killed his wife.' énburst of self-accusation,
he cried: 'If you die, | shall have killed you.'

It isn't your fault, Alec.’ The anguish in his geihad roused her. 'We hadn't
any choice, and | wanted so much to come this widly you. It's just bad
luck I'm such a feeble creature. You must neverengeproach yourself.'

'How can | not?"

'‘Because | say you mustn't. Alec, you do love me&nkEf it's only for
tonight?’

She wanted to hear him say it again, to keep oimgaty she could not hear
it often enough. She was filled with exultationgarn that he, who had been
so aloof, contemptuous almost of her delicacy, ddditted that he cared.

She had watched him stall Lola's advances, butdeiéved he would
succumb in the end. That morning he had told redrtttere could be nothing
between him and the heiress of Santa Loreta. Bvwem she had not been
wholly convinced. Now it seemed that she had ptestayver the Bolivian
girl and it was on her account that Alastair hgaliceated her. But she felt
only pity for her rival, and when she had passedlastair might return to
her for consolation, and find in the living love athhe had lost in the
mountains. For though he was reserved and selicgrff, he was not the
misogynist that he was reputed to be, but it h&drtahis perilous journey
and her utter collapse to make him reveal hisrigsliShe had felt moisture
upon his cheek, sure evidence that granite hahe a®rmally appeared to
be, he could and was deeply moved by emotion.

She had been eager to undertake this journey withwith no presentiment
of how it would end, but she did not regret ithad been worth all the
discomfort and sickness to find this culminatiorhis arms.

Since she believed her time was short, the dutalofi their love would
never have to stand the test of time. She had tidyone night, and its
brevity gave it added poignancy.



As she asked her question, the query countlessdosgeeking continual
reassurance, have made again and again througheuages, the light
touched her hair with glints of gold, making ofaithalo, while the waxen
pallor of her face had the purity of a marble sabnly her darkly fringed

eyes had life. She gazed at the beloved face bkeerd@inking with a sort of

quiet rapture that it would be the last thing slauld see before her sight
faded for ever.

Fervently Alastair answered her:
'For always, darling."'

Selina smiled. A safe promise, for she would ordyabfrail wraith to be
remembered at longer and longer intervals whendeefeeling sentimental.

'Hang on, little one,’ he besought her despera®iyly a few more hours,
then the sun will come up and it'll be warmer.’

'l shan't see the sun again, but you're my surc.Aiess me again.’

She was too far gone to feel any active emotiohshe found his arms and
his protestations infinitely comforting. Like add child she lay heavily
against him, and like a child, she lifted her fémehis kiss.

He touched her lips again gently, dismayed to firein so chill. His mouth
wandered over her cheeks and throat, strivingdprigssure to instil some
warmth into her cold flesh.

Actually the worst of their journey was over, bbheshad taxed her strength
to its limit during the days on the road, and th& At Santa Loreta had been
too heavily charged with conflicting emotions talig rest her. In the end
the thin air of the high altitude had overcome hdastair was blaming
himself bitterly for exposing her to it; he shoulhve found some
alternative, but she had been so game, so eagiefadventure, he had not
wanted to disappoint her.

Selina began to mutter; she was wandering and ttidesmther Xavier was
there and Lola, beautiful and seductive in herfriéid. 'Marry us quickly,’



she said to the priest, 'before she can stop Ygut.'her words were
unintelligible murmurings.

Suddenly she said quite clearly:

'It's a very steep pass, Alec dear, up to theqesipeaks, and the chasms are
very deep, but together we'll make it.'

Then a long shudder ran through her and she whs sti
‘Little one," Alastair cried in agony. 'Little one!

She made no response, her lashes closed over é®may her body was
limp in his arms. The torch dimmed and flickerededing a new battery,
and outside the wind had become stronger and wadinigp over the
mountain crests. It dispersed the last rags oétiveloping mist, disclosing
the brilliant stars. There was nothing Alastairldado. The landrover would
go no further and by dawn there would be only tidldeft that had housed
the brave spirit which had so uncomplainingly fatkd hazards he had
presented to her.

A fan of light poured in through the cracks in theoden door of the hut and
the sound of a labouring engine drowned the ndisiesowind.

A vehicle was coming up the pass.



CHAPTER SIX

LA Paz, the capital city of Bolivia, lies in a bowl ongleastern side of the
Altiplano under the triple peaks of the giant mollnani. Coming to it
from the direction of Lake Titicaca, and Peru, titg is invisible until the
last few yards. Then the road curves round theflgpcanyon and the whole
town is spread out two thousand feet below, hurgdoéthuildings, scattered
like confetti between a circle of white peaks. #shfor the most part,
avoided the development of multiple stores andtienesses and shops are
small and discreet. There are baroque mansiohststilding in the Prado
with its statue of Queen Isabella, and many anaentches with carved
facades, their interiors furnished with dim naves silver-crowned virgins,
amid the smell of stale incense and guttering ad\ large percentage of
the population are of Indian descent, but them ligrd core of persons of
European origin.

Selina sat in the garden of the hotel to whichtsde moved since spending
a few days in hospital. There were trees in the@arwhich could only be
preserved in that altitude with much care and &ttenand bright beds of
flowers. She could see the three peaks of lllin@arer the surrounding
buildings, and admired their majesty, while shegegl the bright sunshine.
She had recovered from her bout of mountain sicknBlse military truck
which had rescued them carried medical supplieduding a supply of
oxygen which had saved her life. Alastair had deesee her in hospital and
had been highly relieved to find that she was redag and would be none
the worse for her adventures. He had found hemacamlation at this hotel,
and helped to transport her hither, but they hadl t@ opportunity for
intimate conversation. He had reverted to his formeof manner and
neither referred to the night in the hut, and efttlind the latter part of the
ascent of the pass Selina's recollections were. hazy

She was haunted in dreams by the road betweenrdugpiece and the
mountain heights in all its dramatic majesty, thoag the actual time she
had been too ill to absorb more than a vague ispmeswhich had been
eradicably fixed in her subconscious. But of theugmg journey through
mist and cloud, all memory was obliterated. Sherdubllect very clearly
lying in Alastair's arms and her conviction thag stas dying. She had been
desperately anxious to persuade him that he was ay to blame for her



condition. She had always wanted to make the wgr the Andes and he
could not have foreseen that she would prove soegtible to altitude.
People varied in that respect, and it was sheetuzkdhat she had been so
affected. But she knew that she had said a grealt mlere than that.
Believing that she was not going to survive, she $laown him her heart,
and it was only on that night of supreme realitlest she had discovered
how much she loved him.

It was extraordinary that love should have beembarher after their
unpropitious beginning. At Paracos she had thospbktdisliked him, and
she had been offended by his' lack of polished manibut since then she
had learned the fundamental genuineness and ginoéhis character. Not
that these characteristics were lovable in theneselWorthiness never had
any great appeal to a woman from a sexual stantpbut Alastair
complemented herself. He possessed a rugged nmmafggtt that was an
irresistible appeal to her feminine weakness.

It would seem that unless her memory were playiagtiicks, he had told
her he reciprocated her feelings. Moreover, he hageared quite
devastated by the thought of losing her. Thoughhsttkbeen too feeble to
accomplish that climb, he thought none of the woideer for that, and after
all, she had not done so badly. She had come threexgeral days of strain
without faltering; it was only the final ordeal thzad defeated her, and she
might have managed to bear up through that, evémut the opportune
arrival of the truck, if the landrover had not beokdown.

Alastair had not been to see her since she hadibsitied in the hotel. He
had told her that he had recovered his vehicle jtands being overhauled,
but he had not spoken of his future plans. Seliaa wonfident that they
would include her. He was only waiting until sheswfally recovered to

discuss them with her. Had he not told her, antigha remembered very
clearly, that he loved her as he had never lovgd#mer woman?

She began to dream about their future. She supposesould wish to
continue to live in South America, since all hiteests were in that country.
They would have to have a home other than the ¢edy perhaps here in
La Paz. Presumably he had some sort of meanshbulid not mind how
small they were, even if she had to live in an &dobt like Father Xavier.



She had a moment's anxiety as it occurred to larAfastair might think
she would expect a luxurious way of life. She wadudde to convince him
that she was not afraid of poverty. She had hadilhaf luxury and soft
living while she had been with her mother. She sdhids she recalled
Crystal. She would not be pleased with her soram-lhe was far too
forthright to appeal to her, who liked flattery aftidtatiousness from her
men. She would consider her daughter had throwseleaway, but that
would not trouble Selina, who meant to follow heaft. Her father would
be pleased, for he thought a lot of Alastair Gramg

She had that morning found the bank where Mr. $ie¥ad an account and
drawn some money. She bought a crimplene outfinat of the shops, a
sleeveless dress and matching jacket - Alastairskad her far too long in
shabby clothes. She had had her hair shampooededntt was her first

expedition into the town, and she was feeling elitired. She had also
bought some books on Inca history and was perusimggnow. She had
become enthralled by the descriptions of theiruralt Perhaps Alastair
would take her to see the great ruins of Machu WPichPeru, that last

stronghold of imperial power, built on its perpandar hills surrounded on
three sides by the turbulent Urubamba river, thead Bingham had laid

open to the wondering eyes of the world at therbegg of the century. And

the Gateway of the Sun at Tiahuanaco, the enigaiatdendar inscriptions
of which had set a fine problem for archaeologstse the date they
disclosed seemed to relate to the pre-dawn oftyisto

So she dreamed and planned amid the flowers agsl miader the hard blue
sky, and waited for Alastair to come to her.

The afternoon advanced and he did not appear. &hdden sure that he
would come today and had dressed in her new clathesceive him. She
glanced uneasily at her watch and wondered whyeteydd. She did not
know where he was staying, and a painful thougishiéd into her mind. He
might have left. Perhaps, fearful that he had camsed himself he had
gone without seeing her and without a word. But wias sure he would
never be so cowardly. Although there was an adtfretar La Paz and she
was quite capable of booking her flight to New YorkRio, and thence to
Europe, she was confident that he would not let demwithout saying



good-bye, even if he had not meant what she hadgtiidhe did in that hut
on the Andean pass.

When at length he did come, he moved so silenttlylightly that he came

upon her unawares. Hatless she sat in the shad&ed, her hair pale gold,
shaped and curled about her head, the book opam hgroknees, and her
eyes full of dreams. Her blue dress sheathed kadst limbs, and though
by no means a couture model, Selina's natural etegalways made her
clothes look better than they were. She had baaighir of white shoes, and
her total ensemble was a complete contrast to pygeaaance during their
trek. She looked as she had done in the ballrooRagdcos, sophisticated,
perfectly groomed, a society butterfly. Unconsclgire sighed.

Selina looked up and saw him; a glad light came In@r grey eyes, while a
delicate colour suffused her face.

'‘Alec! | was beginning to think you'd deserted me.'

You know I'd never do that,’ he returned sombrelyd there was no
answering light in his face. He asked her convewtiy how she felt and
whether she was entirely recovered.

'I'm fine, and I've become acclimatized to theadithe Altiplano,’ she told
him brightly. 'But sit down, Alec, don't stand glexng over me, you make
me feel nervous.'

For his face was grim and unsmiling and her comitgebegan to ebb, while
uneasiness stirred in her. What had she done ¢o@dtim?

Since there was nowhere else, he sat down on #idseside her, but as far
from her as its limits allowed. He glanced at haoly which she closed and
laid between them.

'A serious tome for a convalescent. Haven't youdramigh of this country?’

'I'm just beginning to discover how interestingist and I'm not a
convalescent, I'm perfectly well.’



'In that case you're fit to fly home.'
'Home? You know | haven't got a home.'
'Well, England then, or wherever your mother is:tlhat home?"'

'l don't want to join Mummy.' She did not even knatvere she was, though
she knew she could trace her through her bank erfilm studio. She
thought distastefully of the frivolous life she hescaped with its round of
parties and empty gaieties. Only when she was lctoa set did Crystal
Stillbright, as she was known professionally, clitter amusements, and
Alastair wanted to send her back to that. She tuinéer seat to face him,

and said pleadingly:
‘Alec!
The blue eyes regarded her coldly. 'Yes, Selina?'

'Oh!" She put her hand to her cheek, feeling & ihad struck her. 'Didn't
you mean any of what you said that night, when $ wa ill?' she asked
desperately.

A spasm crossed his face. 'l think we should foaipetut that," he told her
quietly. 'We were neither of us quite our normédves.’

She lowered her hand, staring at him incredulously.

'l can't forget,’ she said in a low passionatee/diaon't want to forget. You
said you loved me and now you want to end me away.’

'Selina, no, | don't want to send you away, butauld be wisest. You can't
stay here.'

She turned her head away, the colours of the flewaam before her eyes
in a blurred rainbow.

"| see you don't want me,' she said quietly.I'made a mistake. Forget it,
Alec.'



Seeing her hurt, his face softened. 'Selina, litle,' he began gently, 'what |
said to you, when | feared the worst, was true,llsliouldn't have said it.
We were, as the padre said, a man and a woman abonmusual
circumstances.' He smiled sadly. '‘But now all teatver. You don't belong
to my world, I've nothing much to offer you, anduyxee been used to the
best of everything...'

‘'Please," she interrupted him, her eyes shinitiy rehewed hope. Youk s
you underestimate me. | can cope with hardshippawerty, | could endure
anything so long as we were together. You oncertwdyou'd neither kith
nor kin, and | could make a home for you, howewenhle, and | want you
to show me all this strange country that meansschno you and teach me
to love it too.’

"You'd come to hate it," he told her harshly. pitisnitive, even savage. Girls
like you can't stick it for long, that | know onigo well.'

In her eagerness she did not notice the signifiearidis last phrase. 'You
mustn't judge me by others,' she reproved him. &fidithink of me as a sort
of playgirl, but I'm not, and if we love each othéer anxious eyes searched
his face and saw no softening in it, 'surely weld¢onake out?' she finished
uncertainly.

'I'm too old for you, little one," he said more d¢iyn 'I'm hard bitten and
disillusioned. Because | got you out of a jam amdye shared an adventure,
you've glamorized me, but your romantic attachmeotldn't last, little
one, and I'd be a cad to take advantage of yoatuafion,’

'Infatuation?’ she took him up, her voice quiveritig that all you think it
is?'

"You haven't known me very long.'

'Is that so important? I've learned to know youywsell during the time
we've been together. Such circumstances show whahas made of ... also

awoman. Is it because | flaked out at the tofhefdass that you've got such
a poor opinion of me?"



'‘No, Selina, not that at all. You've been as galenthey come, but. «He
leaned forward and took her slight wrist betweenldan fingers. "You can't
help the way you're made. Look at that." Numbly glamced down at her
hand which looked pale and fragile in his graspatihand was not made to
cook and scour, but to wear jewels and arrangesitsw

She snatched it out of his grasp while her eye=ifivith tears.

'You're cruel, Alec, to keep harping upon my ussless, but it can be
remedied. I'm not incapable. | can learn to bpractical.' Her voice grew
eager. 'l can cook... a little already.’

His mouth twitched ironically. 'Fancy dishes, | dafoubt, but not how to
clean fish and pluck game.’

Involuntarily she flinched, and he smiled.

‘Little one, that's something I'd never expect youlo, but that's what we
live on in the wilderness, the fish and fowl weotat

'‘But is your life all spent in wild places? Do yoever live in a house?'

'Oh yes, | possess one in Lima.' He looked awaw fner over the garden,
seeming to withdraw from her. His face had the lldastile look she had
seen before, as if he were recalling some painérhory.

'‘An old Spanish house,' he went on, 'that was gmaeious, but has been
desecrated. It's like a mausoleum now. | only giklthere when I'm ready
to write another book and that keeps me too buswte ..." He broke off

abruptly and brought his gaze back to her. Seéiagurprise in her face, he
went on: 'Oh yes, | write about my adventures. Sofmay books have done
quite well.'

She was astounded by these revelations; he wasirghdwer a totally
different side of himself. She would never havermmted him with literary
effort.

'So you're an author? You're really quite civilized



She wished she had paid more attention when hieerfétad talked about
Alastair, but sensing her lack of interest in a nsae did not know, Mr.
Stevens had not said very much.

Suspecting where her thoughts were tending, Alastaved restlessly. 'Not

civilized enough for you,' he said shortly. '‘Lodirling," she quivered as he
let slip the endearment, 'mine is not a life | cobatk a woman to share and
certainly not a highly ornamental product like yself. You'd become bored

stiff, for when I'm writing I'm as grumpy as a beand other times I'm sent
off on assignments in remote places, for that'shmead and butter, and

you'd be left alone in a foreign land.'

It seemed to her that he had some precedent in, p@ntaps that first love

of his who had failed him, but she would not benalonot if they were

blessed with children, but that she could not noentnot in the face of his

obvious reluctance. All her bright dreams wererigdiHe did not want or

need her, what she had thought she had glimpsbe imountains had been
an illusion.

'l understand,’ she said quietly. 'You don't wangive up your bachelor
freedom.’

‘Little one, it's for your own sake...'
'Please don't give me that. I'd rather you wereshbh

'I'm trying to be honest. | mustn't spoil your Jifehich you've barely begun.
You deserve a young man's first love, with whom gan grow up, not the
dregs from a used wine cup. For life has used rkn& and not kindly. It
would be pure selfishness to allow you to link ybigr with mine, even if it
were possible, which it isn't.’

'Of course it's possible, and how could you spailliie when | love you?'

Desperate because she saw her happiness slippamgiawhe face of his
obstinacy, she threw maidenly reticence to the windlec, you're

everything to me, and since you're being honest,nyay as well admit that
you won't make a place for me in your life becayme don't want me.’



'Want you?' She had stung him beyond his self-cri®h, God, little one,
how | want you!'

Thrilled by this admission, she leaned towards Hier, eyes beseeching,
and unable to resist the invitation expressed gryeline of her yearning

body, he caught her to him. They were alone ingdrelen; the flowers, the
sunshine, the blueky were all theirs and theirs alone. Alec wasgesttle,

it was as if a flood long dammed by his restrasud broken loose and was
pouring over her. His kisses were hard and urghatarms encircling her
bruising in their fierce grip, but she gloried iis Istrength, giving herself
with increasing rapture as her body took fire urtusrcaresses.

The first force of his passion spent, Alastair rdd pushed her away from
him and sprang to his feet. He walked away fromainerstood with his back
towards her, his eyes fixed unseeingly upon th&aissnows of lllimani.
Selina watched him exultantly. She had won him noewould not send her
away after such a demonstration. His scruples amabtd could not
withstand the passion which burned in both of tlaewh which her pleading
had brought to violent eruption.

She waited with held breath for him to turn rounad aannounce his
capitulation. Now he had shown in no uncertain gehow much he desired
her, she expected a confirmation in words, andradbproposal.

But when at length he did return to her, it wasandent lover who stood
before her, and the questing gaze she raised fad¢es met only ice in his
blue eyes.

He dropped his gaze, as if unable or unwillingge the love shining in hers,
and said awkwardly:

'Forgive my roughness. | must apologise for bem¢amentably lacking in
self-control.'

She could not believe that he meant to withdrawsdredlaughed gaily:

'Still on the fragile flower theme? But you havewaised me, darling - at
least not much; I'm still intact.’



'It mustn't ever happen again.’

There was no mistaking that he meant what he said,a cold stricture
settled round her heart.

'‘But, darling ..."

A muscle in his cheek twitched. 'And don't call daling. God, Selina, I'm
only a man and human ...'

‘That's what | want you to be.’

‘Little one," his voice softened, 'l didn't wantiave to tell you this. | hoped
your own good sense would show you the unsuitgloiit.." he swallowed
convulsively, 'a union between us.' He slowly cle his brown fist. The
fact is, Selina, | can't ask you to marry me beedus not free.’'

‘Not free?' Stupidly she echoed the word, tryingtasp its implication. A
wandering breeze from the snowfields stirred tke tbove them, and she
shivered at its chill. 'Do you mean you're contddio Lola?' she asked.
‘Lola? Good lord, no! | have a wife.’

She saw an indescribable expression of pain ameridss cross his face,
before his turned away from her to stare agairlliatani's frozen peaks
which were no less frigid than his face.

Selina drew a quivering breath. So this was thdaggtion of Alec's past,
the woman Father Xavier had said had broken hig!hgat the padre did
not appear to have known that he had married hdrpwhere was she, what
had she done?

'‘But.,, but why is it a secret?' she asked, bewgide

His gaze still on the mountains, he said shortly:

'It's no one's business except mine.'



'Do you love her?' Involuntarily the question brdk@m her.

He shrugged his broad shoulders. 'A young maresuaftion. She was very
lovely, and very frail.'

Was, not is, and frailty could mean she was dedicat something else.
'‘Can't you tell me about it?' she pleaded.

He turned from his contemplation of the distant suts, and lines she had
never noticed before were drawn in his face.

'No, Selina, I'd rather not. Perhaps I've acteel éiknave, or only a fool, but
it's not a story | want to tell you. Anyway, I'mdad.’ He passed his hand
wearily over his face. 'When we were in that hfdrgot everything except
you. | said things | shouldn't have said. You tHdugpu were dying and |
was ready to use any means to sustain you. Budignit die, little one.’
Tenderness flashed into his face, obliteratingoitter lines. 'For that I'll be
eternally grateful to the powers above, but you tnmas become involved
any further with me. | must expiate my folly in rawn way."'

Selina felt that she was entitled to more explamaihan he seemed inclined
to give her, and asked:

"You've no family?'

He had told her that he had no kin, but now heddditted to a wife, the
homeless picture he had drawn of himself was ieobrr

'No, thank God,' he said so fervently that she stexked. She had thought
that Alastair was a man who would love childrennt@wing with her
catechism, she inquired:

"Your wife lives in your house in Lima?"

'Yes.' His tone was curt.

"Where you seldom go and you said had become aaieams.’



The implication was obvious, but although she lab&ehim questioningly,
he said nothing. Bitter words, bleak looks whenéwane and family were
mentioned in connection with himself could only Bawne interpretation.
This marriage had been a disaster, and he regaidedouse as the
graveyard of a dead love.

'‘Alec,’ she began tentatively, making patternshengrass with the point of
her shoe, while hope raised its head in her h&athere no way in which
you can gain your freedom?’

She held her breath, knowing he would understarat sle was suggesting
and she was fearful that he would take offence.

Yet when he answered his voice was gentle. 'Ndt twanour.'
'Oh, honour! Who bothers about that nowadays?lakleed.

Certainly not the frivolous crowd she was accuswne when such
scruples stood between them and their desires.

'l do," he said simply.
The quiet finality of those two short syllables gaked her. Alastair was not
like her erstwhile companions. She had known alhglhe was a man of

integrity, and she realized that she was up ageme&t

She rose to her feet, shaking out her skirts, te&ypoutfit which she had
bought to please him.

'l suppose I'd better leave for Europe,’ she sadlessly.

'It would be your wisest course.'

She looked up at him, he was so much taller thensts, and saw torment
in his eyes, though his face was quiet. Somethiogebinside her. She

threw herself into his arms, uttering incoherentdgo She loved him, she
couldn't bear to leave him, and he had said hedidnvex. His wife was in



Lima, hundreds of miles distant. Why did he wantsend her away?
Couldn't they find happiness together if it werdydor a little while?

Very gently he soothed her, one arm encirclingdiaking body, the other
stroking her head. Gradually she became calmerwamdlered if she had
been mad, it was the prospect of final separatian had moved her so.
Glancing quickly up at his still face, she knewwauld not respond to her
wild suggestion.

She -drew away from him it seemed to her the ganaerbecome very dark,
though the sun was still shining brightly.

Mechanically she smoothed her rumpled dress, dmetither hair, while he
watched her in silence.

'I'm sorry, Alec,' she said at length, and was dleat her voice sounded
steady. 'Of course | didn't mean any of that. lfraid I'm an unbalanced,
hysterical sort of creature.’

Curiously he winced. 'Not you," he said quicklysHould say you were
particularly sane.’'

'Only silly enough to fall for a married man,’

But then he had never given her any hint, not tiveate was any reason for
him to do so, except on that one night, when sliebegen too far gone to
accept such a revelation, her need being for th&ao which he had given

her.

'Do the Miraflores know?' she asked suddenly, forview of Lola's
advances that seemed unlikely.

'No, why should I discuss my domestic affairs witam?' He smiled wryly.
'Part of their attraction for me is that they ddmow about my past.’

She returned: 'But is that fair? Haven't you ardusepectations in that
guarter which you knew couldn't be fulfilled?"



'If you mean Lola, she will get over her crush. 8weneeds a younger man.
However, as | feared Don Diego was getting ideagant to avoid them for
some time, but your need came before such consimlesal prefer to keep
my private life to myself. | only told you, becausaust.'

A proud man and reticent, shrinking from possibtg pr condolences from
his friends. Was it his fault or his wife's thas Immarriage had failed? Selina
wondered. Did she resent his absences, or wasushag to conclusions
and they were both content with their semi-detagiathership?

Doubt assailed her, for after all she had not knbwmvery long, and could

not judge of his sincerity. The words he had sposerthe pass and the
tenderness he had shown could possibly have bdgrtr@nreaction of a

strong man who cherished weak and helpless thifiggse few ecstatic
moments in his arms a short while ago could haes Iblee natural upsurge
of sex too long repressed, but he jibbed at a psemtaconnection. The
unknown wife from whom he was obviously estrangedld be a very

useful weapon to counteract the embarrassing aesrtaf importunate

females. Like so many others she had known, heyedjbis bit of fun but

did not want to have to pay for it.

Selina looked wistfully at his lean, brown face &een blue eyes. She did
not wish to believe that he could be so calculating his real love was the
inaccessible regions of the earth, and women wbaldnerely incidental,
though those who termed him a misogynist were wrong

'Well, thank you for the belated information," s$&d, her tone sharp and
brittle. 'I'll give it to you that you've always é&®emost circumspect, until just
now, but | suppose | provoked you by revealing mlyo®lgirl crush,' she
laughed forcedly. 'l shall of course get over stLala will, but tell me, just
as a matter of curiosity, if | had agreed to fallwith the padre's wishes,
would you have really presented me to the MiraBiaas your wife? Would
that have fitted in with your sensitive honourwas it your idea of a joke?"

‘No, little one, certainly not a joke." He lookedlitle shamefaced. 'It
wouldn't have been legal, and it would never haentronsummated, but...'

He paused, and she suggested: 'It would have cqui@d_ola's goose?'



‘That didn't occur to me. No, the truth is it wouldve given me a
bitter-sweet satisfaction to claim you as minegnly for a few days. A

foolish fantasy and unworthy of my years.™

She turned away, biting her lips to still theimttaing,

'However, you had more sense than to agree. Yasedfto contemplate
such an equivocal situation," he went on moreliygh&nd it would have led

to complications.’

'Oh, definitely," she agreed.

He stood looking at her averted face, the pitifdagh of her head upon its
slim neck like the broken stem of a flower.

'Poor butterfly,” he said softly, 'but you'll fotge

'Oh yes, I'll get over it," she assured him, clitighat the remnants of her
pride. 'Butterflies don't have very deep feelinds they? I'll find plenty of
volunteers to console me when | get back to myligayn Europe.’

He made an inarticulate sound, whether of relielespair she did not
know, then went on to ask if he should book hghtlihome. She refused,
saying she would arrange that herself.:

"I think I'd like to stay here for a few days longshe told him.:

'‘But | shan't be here, I've been asked by the Paruovernment to survey
part of the Urubamba valley, and I'll be leavinghtwrow.'

Selina knew that was many miles away in Peru, amdhbart felt like lead.

'l can take care of myself,' she said proudly. Yewone your part in
getting me here. You've no further responsibildy iy welfare.'

'l should have preferred to see you safely onegtane.’



'It's not really necessary, Alec. I'm not quiteghess, you know, and if you
don't mind, we'll say good-bye here and now. | tcatand protracted
farewells, can you?"

A flicker of admiration showed in his eyes.
'As you wish, little one.’

The last two words nearly unnerved her, how ofted e called her that in
moments of tenderness.

'Please go,' she whispered, while every nerveiibbey was crying out to
him to stay.

The harsh sunlight of the Altiplano made a nimbtifey uncovered hair,
her pale face looked translucent, while her eya® Wweg with unshed tears.

'Viracocha,'he murmured, his eyes alight with blue flame.

'‘Ah no!" Memory smote her. The morning in the pgigebouse, Alastair's
anger, which was succeeded by that curious scepa Wwather Xavier had
wanted to bless the love that had not yet blossdmeédeen them, the love
that in the full flower of its glory must be cutféd wither and die.

Alastair gave a deep sigh.

"Don't stay here too long," he said harshly. '‘Gokhi@a your playgrounds,
and forget South America is on the map. This golr place, Selina, the
sunlight is too harsh, the winds too keen, thetlife primitive. You were
born to wear Parisian dresses, ride in sleek natdand- rovers,' he grinned
but without mirth. "Your milieu is chromium platingewels, gilded youths
and all the other things that make for graciousmgjv You'll find thedolce
vita doubly attractive since you've been deprived sbitong.' He flung the
words at her almost savagely, as if he resentad titueh, even while he
advocated her return to her old life.

'How wonderful you make it sound,’ she murmured,dhe knew it would
not be wonderful, was not what she wanted.



Alastair took two steps towards her, lifted hergitmand and pressed his lips
upon her fingers.

'‘Good-bye, my ..." He bit his lip, turned abruptfyon his heel and strode out
of the garden - out of her life.

Selina remained where he had left her, tracing hahother hand the place
where his mouth had touched her. She had beenait@lsipeak those so
final words, had let him go without an adieu. Shes\geeing again in her
mind's eye a gorgeous butterfly sunning itself amlderness plant and its
sudden swift destruction.



CHAPTER SEVEN

SELINA wandered out into the street with no definite psgpexcept that she
felt she could no longer remain in the garden wknael so impregnated with
the pain of her parting with Alastair. There wasame about, for her hotel
was in a quiet part of the town whose inhabitahisse who were not still at
work, were foregathering in the Prado for the engmromenade of girls
and youths and the pleasures of the cafes.

She was drained and empty, as if all her vitaldag lygone with Alastair. In
spite of her boast that she had become acclimat@éte altitude, the thin
air took its toll of her energies.

Among the many hurts that he had inflicted, Ala&apersistence in
regarding her as a playgirl rankled the most. Susbe had proved to him
that she was something more? A chromium-platedkgeen, she thought
bitterly, recalling the impetuosity with which shad flung herself into his
arms. That was what he secretly believed her t@liming too superficial
and comfort- loving to be able to share his lifer Fhough the convenient
wife could be evoked as a barrier when necessheywas sure the bond
between them was slack enough to be severed @ twdled. But he did not
so wish; he talked of honour, which might mean aimg. Possibly he took
his marriage vows as irrevocable; there was alswéthe puritan in him -
he might even have religiousscruples, but instinctively she knew that
neither was his real motive for clinging to his evif

Selina was a girl belonging to the modern genematiod she did not
consider that a marriage should continue when #rggs concerned were
incompatible, and Alastair had said they had nédoém. But then, she did
not know Mrs Grainger's point of view. She miglilt stre for her husband,
although she saw him so seldom. Selina began ke about her. She
could not be very young, for apparently they haenbmarried some time.
She might have grown fat and lazy, as so many wattitetowards middle
life, and Alastair no longer found her attracti®ée might even be a nagger
and unsympathetic towards his work, which would cact for his
bitterness.



Selina was tempted to write off to her father askl Aim what he knew
about Alastair's wife, for as far as she could lidean had never mentioned
her, but then she herself had not shown any irtteréke old friend whom

she had not expected to meet. Conversation ab&uabwm people could be
boring to the one who was uninitiated, and with biwn domestic

arrangements being suspect. Tom would not warg todloquacious about
his friend's marital travails.

But a request from his daughter for information dosurprise him, and
such an action on her part would amount to spypanuAlastair's privacy.

Nor could she account to her father for her suddesest without risking

betraying its cause, and he was quick enough tesgwbat had prompted it,
however discreetly she worded her epistle. He ntighk that Alastair had

betrayed his trust, and that he had not done, thiteeverse, and it would
be even worse if she had to confess that she feadregected.

No, she could not refer to her father for lightAlastair's marriage, and it
would be much wiser to try to forget the whole afeand turn her mind to
the consideration of her future.

She was extremely reluctant to leave South Amebaaly she was aware
of a passionate urge to prove herself anew, shaasgtair that she could
accept life in the country of his adoption and eredts roughest elements.
Not that he was ever likely to learn of her effprisr was it probable that
any opportunity would occur to help her to attaer bnds, but life being
unpredictable, there was always a chance that $egmingly impossible
eventualities might happen, and Selina was an agitim

Lost in reverie, she had only strolled a few yaillds/n the street when an
odd figure coming towards her caught her attentibrwas that of a

middle-aged woman lugging a heavy battered suitcabker left hand, her
right one being encased in plaster. She wore a saig rather the worse for
wear, a man's felt hat pulled down over her wisydnair, and her deeply
seamed face was burned to the colour of mahogany.

Seeing Selina, she called, 'Hi!" and set down hee avith an air of relief.
Then she demanded where the damned hotel had.got to



Astonished by such a forcible description, Selwid her it was only a few
yards further along.

‘Thank the good Lord for that!" the lady ejaculatettd proceeded to
explain. 'My driver's taken my truck in for overtaand as | was told there
was a hotel just round the corner, | didn't botbeget a taxi, nor a porter, |
don't trust them, they're all thieves, but I've keal around at least six
corners, looking for the place. Can't trust Indiaither, they always

misjudge distances. Well, if that really is a hoteShe bent to pick up her
case.

'Let me,' Selina offered.
'It's heavy, and you look only a wisp of a thing.'

'I'm stronger than | look," Selina insisted for wkeaemed to her to be the
hundredth time, and hefted the case. It was quitenaiderable weight and
she had much ado not to stagger, but at leasteghbdth arms free, and she
tried to look as though she was carrying a featbiytt.

'My name's Doctor Whiteman,' the woman proceedéattoduce herself as
they moved towards the hotel entrance. 'Profedsethaology, and I'm just
back from the Southern Altiplano. Godforsaken counit is too, not a

proper road in the whole region, but it's the ratlof some dying tribes that
| want to study before they're extinct. Pre-Inaay ¥now, very interesting.'

'I'm sure they are,' Selina said perfunctorilylas stumbled up the steps into
the hotel vestibule, 'but surely you don't go atbne

'I've got an Indian driver for my truck.' The stgaperson laughed throatily.
'‘Nothing's likely to happen to me, I'm too old ®taped.'

Selina rather liked her breezy style. The eventyigahe mentioned was the

least of her hazards, in a land where floods, stoatarvation and accidents
were commonplace.



The receptionist took the stranger's odd appearas@e matter of course,
and the formalities completed called a porter twycap her case. Doctor
Whiteman linked her uninjured arm through Selina’s.

'‘Come up with me," she requested. 'It's nice tot m@@meone British here,
and | haven't spoken English for the past two mahtkor the doctor, it
transpired, was of that nationality.

‘Originally,’ she supplemented. 'I'm naturalizeduRi&an now.'

She certainly made up for lost time, for she wdahle. Selina learned most
of her history during the first hour of their acgquanceship. Having seen
her room and approved of it, she insisted thagthenust accompany her to
the lounge for a drink. Her tipple was whisky.

'Weak watered stuff they give you here,’ she cometi 'but it's better than
chica.Ever drunk that, Selina?' She was calling herdxyfinst name. 'It's a
native brew and potent, but | don't recommendrinfovices.'

Doctor Whiteman confided that she was a widow; lsbidn and her husband
were well known in their circle, which included hrdpologists,
ethnologists, archaeologists and various otheristtgSouth America was
their hunting ground, but her poor Bill had peridgifeom food poisoning
and she had had to soldier on alone, needing fudéite to complete a book
they had been compiling together.

'It's to be his monument,' she declared with asligoisture in her small,
dark eyes, but whether it was caused by the mewifdByl or her plentiful
potations, Selina was not sure. 'l regard it ascaesl trust.’

Selina winced; she herself had constituted a védfgrdnt sort of trust to
someone else. It occurred to her that Doctor Wratemight have heard of
Alastair Grainger, and tentatively she put her tjaas

'Oh, yes, | know Alec,' her new acquaintance dedakVe used to live next
to the Graingers years and years ago, but whedeggiou run across him?'

Selina said he was an old friend of her father's.



'Since he's an archaeologist, | thought you migiviehmet him," she said
vaguely.

'Bit' of an amateur,’ Doctor Whiteman said disdaligf 'His books are more
travelogues than authorities. Sell better | doalildd, but his real work is
prospecting and surveying.'

'Oh, is it?" Selina had no intention of admittihgtt she had recently spent
some time in his company. But she wanted infornmaéiad thought this
garrulous lady might provide it, and if she bethiper own association with
him, she might become reticent.

'l liked Alec,’ Doctor Whiteman told her, 'and sd 8ill. Pity he made such
a hash of his marriage, but even the most seneibleen make fools of
themselves over a pretty face.'

'Oh, is he married?' Selina's casual tone was ibgludone. 'I've heard
Daddy talk about him, but he never mentioned a.wife

"You father mayn't have known she existed, mospleedon't. We did
because we lived in the same street. Of all thaitaide matches! A little bit
of fluff, my dear, as we used to say, all big eyas,hair and a nitwit." She
stared at Selina. 'Rather like you. Oh, no offemeeant,’ as Selina
involuntarily recoiled. 'l don't suppose you'reeliker in character - | hope
not!" She guffawed. 'It's only that you have th@edragile looks. Could you
get me another drink?"

Selina went to the bar, glad to escape her companabservant eyes. So
she was the same type as Alastair's unsuitable ami@ that was what had
initially prejudiced him against her. She returméath the doctor's glass, and
after making some derogatory remarks about Boli\hatel service, her
companion returned to the subject of Alastair, whemed to have made a
great impression upon her.

‘Naturally, since you haven't met him, you couldatiderstand how
surprised and dismayed we were when he brought [Rasneto Peru. He
became acquainted with her when on leave in Engkamdl married her on
the spot. The blind impetuosity of youth! Well, jpad for his rashness, for



she hated South America from the start, and thehadeto leave her for
three months - he was offered a commission by thee@ment to make
some excavations in the mountains at an altitudehwvould have killed

her, which would have been a good thing, becaugevwss a useless
creature, and not to be trusted on her own. Ofsmwith him away the
inevitable happened with a girl of her flirtaticiemdencies. Shall we go in to
dinner?'

Selina, absorbed in the doctor's revelations,estaat this abrupt change of
subject. She realized that dinner was being seasedher companion was
probably hungry. Reluctantly she stood up, feetiafyauded, and wondered
if it would be possible to reintroduce the subjecer the meal, then felt
ashamed of herself. She was deliberately prying Alastair's past life,
trying to extract the facts which he wished to aaicnot only from herself
but from his friends, and had led the unsuspedotgor on in the belief that
he was unknown to her.

‘The inevitable' and Doctor Whiteman's descriptidnPamela suggested
that she had had an affair with another man, kattliking so, why had not
Alastair taken the chance to free himself? No hoslole scruples need keep
a man tied to a faithless woman. But perhaps attithe of Pamela's
indiscretion he had not wanted to be rid of her f@argiven her and
repented later of his leniency.

She looked hopefully at the doctor across the tdbiaf she continued with
her saga, she could not be blamed for listeningDbator Whiteman had no
more to say about Alastair, and Selina was toopstdows to prompt her.
Instead she discoursed about Indians.

As far as Selina was concerned, an Indian was @arrand that was that,
but apparently there were many different varietidse Quechuans of Peru
were the descendants of the old Incas. The AymaraCollas, of the
Altiplano had never been wholly subjugated by timeiighbours and many
bitter battles had been waged around Lake Titicagare-Spanish days.
Further south in the desert there were remnamsuch older peoples, and
they were the lure that drew the ethnologist intowilderness.



'‘And most of them don't welcome strangers,' theat@aid with her throaty
chuckle. 'A sullen, antagonistic lot. | sometimiesik I'll meet my end by a
knife in the dark.'

Selina listened politely while she cut up her newrfd's food for her. The
doctor possessed an intrepidity which she couldcematlate. Her hopes of a
worth while job did not include the menace of Indkaives, and she must
be excused from drawing the line somewhere.

Her injury, Doctor Whiteman told her had been tbsuit of falling down a
deserted mine shaft. There were the remains adrsitorkings all over the
southern desert, which had been abandoned, thbeghwas probably still
silver there. Selina reflected that she would sbame gathered enough
material to write a book herself.

'It's a damned nuisance,' the doctor said in hehright way, referring to
her broken arm. 'I'm going home to Cuzco now, whdéke, and I've pages
of notes to write up." She looked at Selina spe¢imaly. 'l| suppose you
wouldn't care to come along?"

That reminded her that she had been so full ofdiferthat she had not
inquired what Selina was doing at La Paz.

Selina explained that she had been evacuated fibcarmba because of the
political unrest and was waiting for a flight backEurope.

'‘But | don't particularly want to go,' she confeks&o if you're serious, |
could come along with you. Perhaps | could act saraof secretary?’

The doctor seemed to be repenting of her impulsffer, for she began to
look dubious.

'‘Can you type?' she asked.
'Very amateurishly, I'm afraid, but I'd improve jpractice.'

'You look a bit delicate."



'Oh, for heaven's sake!" Selina exclaimed with paesion. 'lI've survived a
revolution in Titicamba and the journey up herejohwasn't exactly a
picnic, and I've got used to the rarefied air.drshfall down on you, if that's
what you're afraid of, and I'd love to see Cuzco¢tidr Whiteman.'

'Fair enough,’ the doctor capitulated, 'and plealeme Emma. That's my
name.' Her eyes were wistful. ‘Do you know thatsiBill went there isn't a
soul in the world to use my first name? I've alnfosgjotten what it sounds
like.'

‘All right, Emma.’ Selina held out her hand. 'Whienwe start?’

In Cuzco she would be in the same country as Afastad within
measurable distance of the Urubamba Valley. Thaghbwas comforting,
though she knew she would be wise? to go right a®hg had been offered
a job, the first she had ever contemplated, andfedhé¢he initial step had
been taken in the transformation of Selina the Stgto one of the world's
workers.

They went by rail. Doctor Whiteman's truck wasl stildergoing repair and
she decided that she would leave it in the cateeoflriver and collect it on
her next journey south.

The train ascended a winding track out of the bwhich contained La Paz
on to a green, level plain. The country was alneastureless, stretching to
the far distance where the gleaming peaks mardoad #éhe horizon. This

was the Altiplano, across which Selina had beendgnbfrom the pass when
she had been in no state to notice her surroundings

They crossed Lake Titicaca by boat, the highesigaie lake in the world
and the place where the Inca race is fabled to bageated on an island
amidst its wide expanse. There was no wind, andtihevaters seemed to
radiate their own light under the great inverted/baf the sky.

At Puno there were customs and immigration to bedaA gaunt unshaven
man pasted labels on to their cases, and theippdsswere taken away,
read from cover to cover and returned with a stamp.



A second train carried them over miles and milemofotonous green plain
above which the shades of night were gathering.stées in that clear, thin
air always looked bigger and brighter than in nemthclimes. The train
rumbled up over a range that separated them frome@;uhe watershed in
which the Urubamba rises to travel four thousandesnio reach the
Atlantic, though the descent on the western sideamdy two hundred miles
to the Pacific. At its birth this much travelledestm is called the Vicanota.
A last quarter moon lighted the top of the passedhmiles above sea level
where boiling water bubbled up from fissures in ¢neund and clouds of
steam drifted across the track - the same moong dontnight younger,
Selina recalled with a nostalgic pang, had shongeornleparture from Santa
Loreta. A steepdescent on the further side brotigdmh back on to a plain.

Much of the plan of Cuzco is similar to that of theginal Inca city, for
many of the houses are built on the old foundati®@eneath a colonial
church are the walls of the Temple of the Sun, mady of the alleys and
streets retain the Inca walls. The Indians built $olidity and though
earthquakes have shattered the rest of the ciy, walls stand unmoved.
There is nothing graceful about Inca architectuhey never discovered the
arch; a doorway was two solid blocks with a thirte@lace horizontally
across them, but at wall building they were unssspd. Solid blocks of
unmortared stone were so perfectly fitted that fhies were almost
imperceptible. On one of the hills which circle ttigy the great fortress of
Sacshuaman contains a triple ring of walls, theooe enclosing the top of
the hill. Steps and passages were shoddy and lshveom well, roofs have
fallen in, but the uncompromising walls still stamdch as when they were
built.-

Cuzco was once almost inaccessibly, but it is nonwnected by air with
Lima. Tourists flock up during the dry winter seado gape at the Inca
walls and go on to Machu Pichu and other ruins.

Doctor Whiteman lived in a balconied colonial hgusgon an Inca
foundation near the main plaza, which was overldokg the Roman
Catholic cathedral and decorated with grass anvdefl@ardens. Selina was
charmed by the old Spanish house and her own hettdredroom. The
doctor seemed to be comfortably off, and there m@asack of amenities.
Their wants were filled by impassive Indian sergaand the furnishings of



the rooms were handsome, even luxurious if a litteavy and old-
fashioned.

The doctor putaside her safari suit and appearedgithe day in trousers
and handsome sweaters, but in the evenings shebeeally magnificent.
For dinner she wore gowns in silk and velvet witldian and Spanish
shawls, covering her grey locks with a lace maantill

Dazzled by one particularly gorgeous shawl in staldlue and orange on
black, Selina asked her:

'‘Are you partly Spanish?’

'‘Not a drop of Latin blood, but Bill always likedipht colours. | know I've
got a dial like a wizened monkey, but if my clothase sufficiently
decorative my friends don't get as far as my face.'

Her friends were mostly elderly people with kindiaterests, who treated
her with flattering deference as she sat at the bé&er table in her gaudy
clothes, with Selina beside her to help her withfbed. Selina had bought
herself a white simple dress and looked like a pad¢h beside a brilliant
parakeet. The conversation was" often far abovénbad, and though they
discussed well-known people, no one ever mentiddastair Grainger.

There was a library, where in the mornings Selinastled with an antique
typewriter transcribing Emma's notes. Since thetattsc calligraphy was
anything but clear, she had a good deal of indiffiiculty, until she learned
to decipher it.

One evening, after dinner when they had no guests,was searching
through the shelves for something to read whencsime upon one of
Alastair's books. She turned the pages eagerlyfamt a portrait of the
author among the many photographs. It was that mueh younger and
more boyish-looking man than the one she had kn®a.studied it avidly,
noticing that the mouth, which she remembered rofiem than not was set
in a grim line, looked sensitive and vulnerable.agkhir before the
mysterious woman had disillusioned him. Emma camand saw the book
in her hands.



'‘Ah, Alec's first book," she remarked. 'Let me serj said you'd met him,
didn't you?"

'No, | said he was an old friend of my father's.'

'Yes, of course. He's altered since that was taiée. sighed. 'He'd changed
a lot when last | saw him, which is some time dgust all his joy in life.
That's Pamela's work. A shame a fine man shoulditeself be bedevilled
by a woman.'

'What did she do?' Selina asked, unable to rémsgwestion, and striving to
sound casual.

'Didn't | tell you? Ran out on him with another guigile he was away. A
slimy devil he was too, but nearer her own age, ambmanizer. Ramon
Suares, he was called, but he paid for his sirshafdidn't.’

Selina sat down in a leather armchair, wishingdibetor would stick to the
point.

'She fell in love with him?"

'If you can call it love - | don't. She wanted daotl flattery and admiration.
Got it too, she was a lovely-looking creature, flighty as they make 'em.’

'‘But what happened?’

‘They got as far as Quito, and met an earthquagmdR was killed, that
much | do know. Alastair couldn't hush up the etopat. He was sent for,
of course, and brought Pamela back to his houdwiCalle de Santa Maria,
where we lived next door. Whether she suffered sanpgy in the
earthquake, | don't know, but she never duringtithe we were there left
the house again. He comes and goes as he pletsesyse, but she never
goes anywhere. She was always under the survetllaha grim-looking
attendant, so perhaps she was ill, perhaps henplexieshe was. Maybe he
forgave her, but it's possible he never did and thcarceration is his
revenge.'



'Oh, no!" Selina was appalled. 'He couldn't be meelc To practically
imprison the poor woman for life because of onaddp never thought Alec
was vindictive.'

'Love betrayed can twist a man's nature," Emmarebdeglancing at Selina
oddly, for the girl had let slip that she had kno&astair.

Unaware of her lapse, Selina sat in the big clasting her hands together.
She did not really know Alastair, and she was retyeing the bleak look in
his face whenever he spoke of home and family. ¥ange could not
compensate for infidelity, but it could give sadistion. Had Alastair been a
Spaniard she would have understood, for when grele was affronted the
Spanish could be ruthless, but he was not. He wggoASaxon and capable
of kindness. The civilized thing to do would haweeb to divorce Pamela
and allowed her to seek a more congenial way ef litit he had chosen to
keep her shut up in Lima while he enjoyed his oweedom, accepting
tribute from girls like Lola and herself, though kieew perfectly well he
was not free to reciprocate. Not surprising he baeh so cagey about his
marriage. Selina's vivid imagination pictured aepadretty girl eating her
heart out in the old Spanish house, and she renrechbbeat Alastair had
said it was a gracious house that had been desdcExtsecrated by her lack
of faith and trust and so he had made it into nisop. But could he really be
so inhuman? Granted his pride had been woundethvgsscorned ... If he
had loved her, but he could not have done thatodng man's infatuation,
he had said, but not love. Love suffered all thiagd love forgave.

‘That all happened ten years ago," Emma told Tieey' may have become
reconciled, or maybe she's become resigned.’

The former did not seem to be likely, with Alastaiaming the country and
suppressing all mention of his marriage. As forgreation, Pamela must be
getting on; she might have found consolation, pesha religion, and if so,

that would make her inimical to a belated divorce.

Selina closed the book and went to put it backenghelf, striving to regain
her composure. She had been deeply shocked bypther's disclosures.



When she turned, she found Emma had produced aallmlin and was
turning over its leaves.

‘That's Pamela Hudson.' She indicated a faded giagib. 'Bill took it when
Alec first brought her to Peru.’

Selina looked at the delicate features and prattyipst childish face, set
above slim, fragile neck and shoulders. Pamela thigie been her younger
sister. Men are often attracted by similar typed parhaps Alastair had
identified her with his erring wife. A tremor rahrough her, for she was
identifying herself with Pamela. How awful it mus¢ when he returned
from his expeditions to be greeted with forbiddiogldness, and how
forbidding Alastair could look, she knew very weldid he completely
ignore her, shutting himself away to write his bg@®lSurely Pamela must
hate him as much as he hated her, for only a emgtlvengeful hate could
sustain such a situation.

Doctor Whiteman was watching her with faint amuseime

'‘Are you quite sure you've never met Alastair Ggai?' she asked.

Selina met the shrewd dark eyes, dropped her odrblshed vividly.

"You gave yourself away just now,' the older womaemt on. 'You're very
naughty, Selina, you led me on to talk about hon)'fn quite sure he nevar

mentioned Pamela to you.'

'He did ... once," said Selina, and because shevessunhappy, very
heart-sore and needing sympathy, she poured o¢mditory.

Emma listened in silence until she had finishedntshe told her:
'He was quite right, you know, he is much too ald ambittered for you,

but I know young girls often have a yen for an olek@n. Besides, you're too
much like Pamela, you would always remind him af'he



'l shall never love anyone else,’ Selina declaassipnately. 'It's too cruel
that he should condemn me because by a freak ofrendtlook like
somebody else.’

'I'm sure he doesn't condemn you. Alec is jusaitdhbut as he told you, he
isn't free. You're still very young, Selina, andblubt you're wise to stay out
here. You'd forget more quickly in Europe.’

''ve got to stay.' Selina was stubborn. 'I'vetggirove to myself at least that
| can stand life in South America and | can becannseful person.’

'l don't see that's going to get you anywhere fdthetor observed practically,
‘and you're not likely to meet Alec again.’

Selina’s golden head dropped. 'l didn't think ydo€dable to understand.’

Emma looked commiseratingly at the bright bent hdad said nothing;
there was no comfort she could offer. In time Selwould realize the folly
of her obsession and go home. She did not knovitibagirl had no home to
which to go.

Selina received letters from her parents. She hattwto Tom and his was
in answer to hers. He was relieved that she haxthegbla Paz safely, and he
also was leaving Titicamba. Rodriguez was despotic unpredictable and
he was being transferred to Chile, but it wouldrz&lvisable for her to join
him there. He was glad she had found such a goeddfrin Doctor
Whiteman, whose name was known to him, and he wooitdinue to pay
her an allowance by drafts which she could cadhinma or Cuzco, but he
hoped she would eventually return to her motheirls place was with her
mother.

Which is all you know, Selina thought a little bitly, and opened her
mother's epistle which had been forwarded from ¢e:aCrystal was full of

her own affairs. She had landed a good part inexitson series, and she
hoped her daughter was finally settled in South Ataea plain hint that she
did not want her back again. Selina folded herespondence and smiled
wryly. Neither parent wished to welcome the protagughter.



That night she examined her face closely in theanibelonging to the
handsome Spanish dressing table in her room. mhegdo her that she
looked older and more serious and the likenessatodia Grainger was less
apparent. The lines of her face had lost a littldeir youthful contours and
her mouth was set in a firmer line.

'‘By the time I'm forty, | may look like a mature man instead' of a
dolly-bird," she addressed her reflection. Fortighkeen years hence; by
then she would surely be able to look back on hminger self with
patronizing pity.

The stormy, rainy season passed, and with the ofsétar sunny days and
blue skies, Emma became restless. Her arm hadd&stisfactorily and she
wanted to be back in the Bolivian desert. Seliter$ative suggestion that
she might accompany her was sternly vetoed.

'My dear, you may have survived crossing the Andég, told her, ‘but you
can't conceive what the Southern Altiplano is likiast of it is unoccupied

desert and some of the tribes are hostile. | dtibt your courage, but |
couldn't risk it. It doesn't matter what happensni, the sooner | join my
Bill, the better I'll be pleased, but you're toaugg and pretty to leave your
bones in a Bolivian salt lagoon.’

Selina could not shake her decision, and whilevel® wondering what to
do, for Emma had not suggested that she could atagt her house in
Cuzco, she met Jo Gar- side.

Jo belonged to an international organization, thea of which was to
teach the Indians to help themselves to a bettgroivéife. With a band of
dedicated young people she had come to Peru andwedsng in an
isolated village some miles from Cuzco where she ateempting to instil
some modicum of education into the illiterate Imdymung.

Doctor Whiteman had invited several members obtiganization to dinner
one night, while Jo was on leave in Cuzco and Selias instantly attracted



by the dark, rather intense young woman, who wagyr¢o give up her life
to the service of the poor and deprived.

When she confided to Jo that she was at a loosamshevanted something
worthwhile to do, the other girl suggested that sheuld join her, as she
could do with an assistant at her school. Therelavbe certain formalities

to be gone through, but she did not think they woudise any

insurmountable difficulty.

'Of course you must realize that it's pretty griot at Quimpala,' she told
her. 'And we only have the barest necessities.ddalyink you can stick it?'

'Stick it? It's just what | want," Selina cried edy.

'H'm, you haven't tried it yet." Jo looked doubifudt Selina's white silk

dress, and the skilful make-up on her face. Stecsted out her roughened
hands in which the dirt was ingrained from all Berubbing and the nails
were broken.

‘That's what it does to you,' she said succinctly.

Selina felt ashamed of her own well manicured fisgend tried to hide
them in the folds of her dress.

'l shan't be content until my hands look like yodios' she declared.

Jo laughed. "You're an odd girl, Selina.'

'No odder than you. Why do you do it, JO?'

Jo's dark eyes became thoughtful. ‘Well, you sik,llguess young folk
today have been getting themselves a bit of adlaedi image, what with
their permissiveness and their militancy. Maybeahwto show that we've

still got ideals of selflessness and service.'

‘That's what I've been thinking. I've led a frivaddife up to now, and | want
to do something worthwhile.'



'‘Okay, kid, you're on," Jo told her.

When consulted Emma poured cold water upon the. i@&edina, she
insisted, did not know how appallingly primitivédiin an Indian village
would be, but Selina refused to be intimidatedoltould endure it, so could
she. Sire would not admit even to herself thatvgag still being motivated
by a desire to impress Alastair and win his prad¢iough she deplored his
treatment of his wife, for which she was sure tharest be some further
explanation of which Doctor Whiteman was unawale, ®ould not wholly
stifle her hankering for him.

She cherished a little secret hope that one dayfatld bring him back into
her life, and he would accept once and for all siw@ was not, and never had
been, the butterfly creature he persisted in biglgekaer to be.



CHAPTER EIGHT

SELINA stood at the entrance to the school house ondaneigity morning
doling out breakfast to the scholars as they filedrhe breakfast was Jo's
idea, a free meal for a day's schooling, for hepilpuwere under no
obligation to come to class. She had increaseattendance by eighty per
cent by means of this bribery. She worked on thecyple that the end
justified the means and if she could still instiea the minimum of
education into the young of Quimpala, she feltadd be worthwhile.

Selina looked compassionately at the avid dark,eyesbrown clutching
fingers seizing the mugs of hot sweet milk and @realls. Used to
semi-starvation, the children could hardly beliemetheir good luck.
Wrapped in ragged ponchos or shabby anoraks, tessendants of a once
proud race were an unprepossessing lot. Oppresanoh exploitation
starting with theconquistadoresiad shrivelled their spirit and they took
refuge in sullen apathy.

Jo waited inside to direct her charges to theichers and collect the mugs.
Her dark face was full of tender solicitude, andirtsehad marvelled at her
dedication. She herself had often been revoltedhieydirt and disease
among their proteges and had scolded herself wigbyofor her
fastidiousness. Children were children the worl@éroand these were the
victims of poverty and dearth. Deliberately she enderself wipe their
snotty noses and deal with their minor ailmentsssiing unpleasant sores,
cuts and bruises. It was not easy to love and sua@pellent objects as
many of her patients were, but their need of hemgassion and tenderness
was all the greater because they were so unloaelyjn time she ceased to
notice unpleasant details and saw only the darls eyleich had all the
pathetic patient endurance of dumb animals.

She had also had to make herself accept her premitidgings and the
general discomfort. If anyone had told her a yegr that she could live
without a daily shower, an elaborate array of cagrseher manicurist and
her hairdresser, she would have been incredulaishe had learned that
such indulgences were unnecessary trimmings teesikentials of living.

She slept on a narrow camp bed, washed in coldrwatte the plainest of
fare and existed permanently in jeans, sweatersttaokl boots. She was



proud of her powers of endurance, her renunciatiocreature comforts,
and her deprivation was completely voluntary, fer hllowance from her
father came regularly every month, but she uséal @ugment Jo's slender
resources, refusing to spend a penny upon luxdoeserself. She was
upheld by the determination to prove she was aghtas Jo, and as ready to
dedicate herself to the service of others.

If ever she met Alastair again, he would have tmiathat she was far from
being a chromium-plated doll, and meet him agaemight, for beyond the
squat church at the end of the long winding stitbetground fell away to a
river valley, which opened into the Urubamba Gowgé its dark towering
cliffs, the tops of which were visible over the tpthe plain on which the
village stood. Often her eyes turned towards thehile she wondered if he
were still working in their vicinity.

She had grown thinner since she had come to Quantredugh her muscles
had hardened. She was tanned by exposure to dteveaand her hair had
darkened to the colour of ripe red wheat. Her bualkyhes - only at midday
was it ever hot at Quimpala-could not wholly disguher natural grace, and
her eyes shone with a serenity which had been absgimg her days of
affluence.

Selina and Jo were the only white people in thegd, for the priest was of
mixed blood. Jo, with her black hair and brown skias accepted without
curiosity, but Selina's golden hair pierced evenltidian's normal apathy.
They called her the Daughter of the Sun, much ¢opdre's annoyance,
who, like Father Xavier, suspected pagan backgglibut he had less
tolerance than his colleague. Selina had atteneledcs at his church, and
though he preached in Quechuan, of which languageksew only a

smattering, she gathered his religion was of thié flxe variety, which

possibly was more easily understood by his congi@ay#han the tenets of
loving mercy, for they had met little clemency lnetcourse of their history.

Actually the modern Indian has no connection wighgast. The huge ruins
wake no response in him, the fertile terracesitibad made on the hillsides
are shunned by him as unlucky. The Empire has gbaeold has gone, the
gods have gone, all that remains alive is the Qadahguage, which his
ancestors spoke.



Quimpala was an obscure village, some fifty milesnf Cuzco, and a
thousand feet higher. It was approached by a laaiewas only the rutted
trail left by the trucks which visited it monthlyithr supplies and in the wet
season it was often cut off entirely. It constitlge double line of houses
strung along the village street, constructed ofbadand thatch in many
cases windowless. On the bare bleak plain the beduty was a distant
lake, where upon clear days the far-away peaks merered.

The villagers were poor but tough and independent.

The men wore shabby jackets and trousers, but timeenw were clothed in
wide skirts which they wore even when working ie firelds, their heads
protected by large round straw hats.

Selina had already spent several months in thisifive place. She and Jo
occupied a mud-walled house next to the schoolghvbnly contained two
rooms, one for sleeping, the other for eating. flineiture was rudimentary,
while for warmth and cooking they used a keroseoees Jo's stint was for
two years, and Selina, officially her assistantswlatermined to serve for
the same term. This took all her resolution, fanetimes her longing for a
shampoo and set, becoming clothes and above ait dath was almost
more than she could bear.

Jo, with an impish grin, told her:

'It's the first six months that are the worst. Afteat you don't miss the
fleshpots.’

Selina had looked at her work-stained hands ankEbrpails, and said: 'Roll
on the first six months!'

The breakfast distribution completed, Selina sevéok upon washing up
the mugs. She only took a class in a dire emergefocyshe was not
gualified to teach and her employment consistediyaf domestic chores
and acting as general dogsbody for Jo.

The sound of a vehicle labouring up the villageetticaused her to pause in
her task, wondering what was coming, for no suppigk was due. Looking



out she beheld a battered landrover approachingdrbaers were in
common use, the terrain being too rough for cars Selina knew this one,
and her heart seemed to stop and go on again @icesasing rate. The
improbable meeting was about to take place. Alaktd come.

The landrover halted by the paling surrounding sbbool yard and its
occupant climbed out, but he had barely set fothéaround before Jo and
her pupils surrounded him, for the arrival of @asger was an unusual event.
Over the youngsters' heads Selina could see hignadv He had a dirty
bandage round his head, a luxuriant growth of igdtdeard, and he moved
with a limp.

Selina was incapable of going out to greet him. Tillmous emotions were

surging through her, recollections of their partamgl its pain, and joy to see
him again, followed by misgivings. At La Paz shel leeen well groomed,

and elegantly dressed, Tom Stevens' dainty dayghtet she had no

illusions about her present appearance. How wast#ifagoing to react?

Perhaps instead of earning his praise, he wouldidenthat she had again
been a fool.

Jo pushed the children aside to reach the straagdras she approached
him, Alastair swayed and nearly fell.

'No mi siento bienhe muttered.

'Hold up, mate," Jo bade him, inserting her muscsitulder under his
armpit. 'Guess you've been in trouble. Come with Ifth@oon fix you.' She
called over her shoulder to Selina. 'Take the kidigle, Sel, and make them
get on with their writing."'

Selina heard Alastair murmur: 'English?'

And Jo's brisk correction, 'No, American.' Thenytldgsappeared into the
house, Jo still supporting him.

She felt an unreasonable throb of jealousy, buksleg that her colleague
was a great deal more conversant with first aich tflee was, and Alastair
was in good hands". She called to the childreretorn to class, and since



they were much more in awe of her than of Jo, thiagyed with alacrity.
She was the Daughter of the Sun, and somethinfubiméght occur if they
disobeyed her. "

After some time Jo came to join her.

'He's asleep,' she told Selina in answer to henyqii¢e's exhausted, but his
injuries are only minor. He said he was trying & gown to Lima when he
ran into a landslide. The road will be blockeddays.’

Information which excited Selina, since it meanagthir might have to stay
at the village for some time.

'l don't know what made him come up here insteagboig back to Cuzco,’
Jo went on. 'Possibly he wasn't coming from Cubab,| don't know what
he'd expect to find in Quimpala.'

‘Certainly not me," Selina said with a laugh..'ll know who he is. He's
Alastair Grainger, a friend of Doctor Whiteman'slajuite a well-known
character in Peru.'

'‘Another of her ologists?' Jo grinned. 'Personiitymore interested in the
living than ruins and moribund tribes. All the Int@numents in Peru can't
produce a loaf of bread.’

'‘Ah, but man cannot live by bread alone," Selinatgd. "The mind needs
food as well.’

'Quite." Jo looked at her pupils, most of whom|jmyithis conversation, had
taken the opportunity to fall asleep. 'l must getath striving to push such
nourishment into their thick skulls. Perhaps yaiddand clear up after me?
The invalid is in your bed as you put clean shesti this morning. | hauled
mine into the living room. He'd only got a sleepipgg with him and |
couldn't put an injured man on the floor. Oh, antithe crock on the stove
again, | used all the hot water.'

Selina left her, smiling to herself. Her sheetsenvger one concession to
comfort. She could not bear rough blankets roundféee, and a village



woman washed them for her. Jo, the Spartan, scaheed. She was glad
that Alastair should have the benefit of them. Hiwe and Jo were going to
manage with one camp bed between them, she dikinoet. Possibly she

could have Alastair's sleeping bag.

She tidied up Jo's debris, folded up the bed an@psome more water to
heat. There was no sound from the other room. &dlesitated, then
noiselessly lifted the latch and looked inside. $heall bed was inadequate
for Alastair's long length, but he was sleepinggeéaly. The red fuzz of his
sprouting beard made him look a little barbaridirféehad once asked him
why he bothered to shave in the wilderness, waatle ¢f facilities made it
difficult and he had told her:

'Since facial hair is almost unknown among thedndj | don't want to be
mistaken for a hairy ape when | go among them.’

His clothes, except for the vest and pants whicimhbst be wearing, were
neatly folded on a chair. Again Selina felt a pra¢kealousy that Jo and not
herself had rendered him such service, and gaselfier mental scolding.
Their relations being what they were, both she/Aladtair would have been
embarrassed by such intimacy, whereas since Jawaanger, he would
have accepted her ministrations as a matter oseour

After watching him for a few moments with yearnieyges, Selina closed the
door and went back to join Jo.

School over, and the children dispatched to themés, Selina was aware
that her heart was beating fast as she approableedouse, though in all
probability Alastair was still asleep. Jo enteradstf and uttered an

exclamation of surprise. Alastair was awake, wasdretl shaven, and was
filling the crock to reheat on the stove. The realaf his beard made him
once more familiar, and Jo had replaced the bandébea strip of plaster,

but he still limped. 'lI'd better be on my way,' toéd Jo, 'that is if the

landrover is all right. It got a few bumps fromifig stones. You seem a
little cramped in here and | don't want to incorieene you.'



Noticing how pale he was under his tan, Jo demumsduring him they
could manage if he liked to stay for a few daysl sime did not think he was
fit to travel.

Selina hovered outside the door, waiting for aastlé& moment to present
herself; sooner or later Alastair must identify hed she was uncertain of
his reaction to her work. She hoped for his appgravavas what she had
wanted to gain, but if he raised objections theghtbe difficult to counter.

Apparently he was weaker than he would allow, feralccepted Jo's offer
with a little deprecatory laugh.

'It's not like me to have to give in, but | daregau're right, and in any case
the road won't be cleared for a day or two.'

He went out to look at his vehicle, not noticindis® who drew hastily

aside. She went in to help Jo prepare their simq@al. This was usually
composed of eggs and vegetables, but Jo insisted opening a can of
meat from their stores, since, she said, it wasamasion. She lit several
candles to light the feast and put coffee on td.N\&&en all was ready, she
called Alastair to come and join them.

'Dinner is served, Mr. Grainger. Will you bring thlehair from your
bedroom? We've only one and a half in here.’

The half being a high stool fetched from the schumlse.

Alastair came in and obediently went to procure tbgquired piece of
furniture.

‘This is wonderful!" he exclaimed, sniffing Jo'sfee. 'A real feast after the
rations I've been on during the last few days.'

'Meet my colleague,’ Jo told him, pushing Selinavird. 'Sel Stevens, she
tells me she knows you.'

Alastair sat down abruptly on the chair he had ghbin and stared at Selina
as if she were an apparition.



'‘Good God!" he ejaculated. 'l thought you wereundge. What on earth are
you doing here?'

'Working," Selina told him briefly. 'l hope youfeeling better, Alec.’

His eyes slowly travelled round the primitive roenth its minimum of bare
furnishings, and came back to her with puzzlemehis gaze.

'But, little one ... why?"

At the familiar diminutive her heart gave a lurbinf she managed to answer
coolly:

'Social conscience.' Which was not wholly true.

'‘Come on, let's eat before my culinary efforts ¢ald broke in, while her
dark eyes darted from one to the other, suspetitatghere was a great deal
more between these two than Selina had revealech&halways wondered
what had driven a girl like Selina to take up sactiuous labours and had
more than once thought that an unhappy love affag the explanation, but
neither of them gave her any information. Instealind started to chatter
lightly about the school and their organizationpegding to Jo for
corroboration, while Alastair listened and watchigein both with a slightly
puzzled air. Finally when the subject was exhaystecaid:

'‘But | thought you were all set to go to Europdirtée How on earth did you
get mixed up with this .. . er ... outfit?'

She told him of her encounter with Doctor Whitemamd he looked
disconcerted, ejaculating: 'That chatterbox!" Ftbat she passed on to her
meeting with Jo and her determination to join her.

"You were crazy,' he told her.

'I've never been more sane,' she retorted.

He frowned. 'l must get you out of it.’



"You needn't, Alec. I'm happy here. I'm being ukafuast.'
His eyes fell upon her hands, roughened with &mt he winced.
Your pretty hands!

Selina looked at her fingers, then very delibeyatfie looked Alastair
straight in the face.

‘They're the hands of a worker and I'm proud offrthiim not a playgirl any
longer, Alec, | no longer need a chromium-platettirsg'

'Did you have to go to such lengths to prove that?"
'Yes,' she said simply.

'Sel's been a tremendous help to me," Jo interyaseeading tension. 'l don't
know how | managed before she came.’

Alastair's mouth twisted wryly. Selina thought hasnbe thinking that she
must have changed enormously to be of any use, tantba little wave of
elation ran through her. Out of all the villagescay the Cordillera, fate,
coincidence, what have you, had brought him todhe where she was
living and had enabled him to see her in actiowal$ the culmination of all
her efforts. Then it was that she fully realizedatvhad been motivating her
when she undertook this exacting task. She hadedisb dispel entirely
Alastair's previous conception of her, to show bimvhat she was capable,
and had almost prayed that fate would bring hinkbaio her life. Now he
was here, seeing her toil-worn and without anyesffarmer trimmings, and
Jo had commended her. It was the peak of her ambitut when he had
gone, she would have nothing left to sustain heept the social
conscience that was not nearly as strong as hiendder him.

Jo steered the conversation towards Alastair's astimities. Where had he
been and what had he been doing? Me told them Hefihshed the
prospecting job in the Urubamba Valley with restiigt might or might not
please the government. There were plenty of vaduatdheral deposits, but
extraction would be very costly. When he becameolved with the



landslide he had been on his way back from a laeading at another
village, which would provide an incident for hisxa&ook.

'You were going back to Lima to write it?" Selinsked with seeming
innocence.

He met the challenge of her grey eyes with a granac
'Where else? It's where my typewriter lives.'

Also his wife.

'‘Don't you carry a portable?' Jo asked.

'Even if it didn't get stolen, it would be soonnmed in the landrover,' he
explained. 'l only take notes en route, the aciuding is done when I'm in
residence, and unlike Doctor Whiteman, | can'tttua secretary.’

Selina saw a question in his eyes and suspectedaBenvondering how
much Emma had revealed to her, but she betraydihgot

The meal concluded and Jo's coffee praised, sistadshat Alastair must
go back to bed, he needed rest. Selina would algand she herself must
return to the schoolhouse where there was someshegwanted to do.
Alastair obediently returned into the other roomd &elina soon completed
the washing up. She took her anorak off a hookkydbor, intending to go
out and fetch Alastair's sleeping bag which wowdnieeded since he had
her bed. She thought she would derive some pledsareusing what he
had used, even though the mud floor would be hard.

There was a half moon, and the night was still eledr. The lake was a
silver mirror reflecting the jagged peaks, and ¢hevas frost in the

insubstantial air. Selina walked up to the landroaed looked at it

nostalgically. However long she lived, she wouldgaregorget the days she
had spent journeying in it. She swung herself lighp on to the broad front
seat and leaned over the back to rummage amoragttbles behind it.



The beam of a torch suddenly illuminated her figared whipping round,
she saw Alastair standing below her.

'So it's only you,' he remarked. 'l thought I'd glaiua thief. What did you
want?'

She started to explain about the sleeping baghbulid not seem to be
listening.

'‘Come down,' he commanded. 'l want to talk to you.'

'If you're only going to object further to my jdhl stay where | am.’
‘Then I'll have to come up to you.'

He made an awkward movement and she remembereatiheult his leg.
'No, don't. I'll come.'

She started to clamber down and found herselfdratms.

'This isn't necessatry, | ... | could have manage, 'gasped, for his hold was
close.

‘Little one." His mouth sought hers and she gawsdifeup to the sheer
rapture of his nearness, his kiss. For a while theryg together oblivious of
anything except the bliss of reunion. Then Selara herself away.

'No, Alec, no!"
'Why not? Little one, I've missed you so, and sin@ve been brought
together again . . . with only one bed betweeras't you think it would be

a shame not to make the most of the fortuitousinistances?"

For a moment she wavered as her blood clamourethi®opportunity of
fulfilment, until she realized that either he waking or insulting her.



'You've changed your tune, haven't you, Alec?'csteel scornfully.;'Have

you forgotten our great renunciation scene? Does yoecious honour
permit you to seduce me? Go back to your wife imd.i According to
Doctor Whiteman you keep her there for your pleasur

He leaned back against the landrover, folding hissg

'So Emma Whiteman's been talking,' he observee. &8kays did yap too
much, but she only knows one side of the story. é&¥ans no wife to me,
Selina,’

"Whose fault's that?"'

'Must you allot blame to one or the other of us® irhtial fault was mine,
that | admit. | should never have married her, ndareught her to Peru.
What followed was fate. But I'm still responsiblar ther, Selina, | can't
abandon her.’

'Perhaps it would be better for her if you did. totd you shut her up alone.'

"You don't know what you're talking about," he ssagtagely. 'If she's alone,
it's her own choice.’'

Silence fell between them, while Selina gazed yagin at the tall figure
standing beside her. She wished he would be mac#xbut obviously
the subject of Pamela was a painful one and hedatigvish to enlarge upon
it. If he did keep his unfortunate wife imprisonée,certainly would not tell
her so, but she found it difficult to credit tha tould be so unkind.

Presently he sighed, and unfolded his arms.
'Selina, let me take you away,' he said urgentlyate to see you in this ...
this dump, and looking so ..." He paused, seekiagight word to describe

her.

'Drab?' she suggested, and laughed. 'Rodriguezdvii®uho menace to me
now.'



"You always look beautiful to me," he said sim@But this . . ." he indicated
the mud huts the bare, bleak scene ... isn'tge setting for you. Besides,
you'll kill yourself if you stay here. Let's go Rio, that's an exciting place.
I'll take good care of you, Selina, your welfardl \we my first concern. I've
plenty of money saved and | can think of no be#tay of spending it than
upon giving you a good time.'

Selina drew a quick breath. A vision swam beforedyes of warm blue

seas, tall white buildings and conical hills. Riasrone of the most beautiful
harbours in the world. A place for a honeymoon,thig honeymoon would

have no wedding to precede it.

The thought uppermost in her mind was the pleastueenvould derive from
a hot bath.

She gave herself a mental shake. Rio was a pi@andvathout substance.
Much as she loved Alastair, she could not surrehéderintegrity and she
was surprised that he had asked her to do so.

'l couldn't be your kept woman,' she murmured sadly

He made an impatient gesture. "What a horrible tegyut it! | only want
the privilege of taking care of you, my darling. Bou set such store upon
conventional morality? The world has moved on dythme last decade,

and no one considers the fulfilment of love a deaih.' He took a step
towards her. 'In the garden at La Paz you told ima¢ you loved me and
begged me not to send you away, but | wouldnedisbecause | thought
what you felt was only girlish infatuation and ibuldn't be fair to take you
up on it." He stared down into her face, pale pgathe moonlight, ‘It is

much more than that, isn't it?'

'What's convinced you at last?' she asked curiously
‘The way you kissed me just now, and the fact yloatre here instead of

amusing yourself in Europe. | don't believe in ge@uineness of that social
conscience.'



Drawing away from him, for his close regard was<isoncerting her, she
said loftily: "You're kidding yourself if you imagine | stayedchese of
you.'

She saw him smile, a flash of white teeth in th@nidight.-

You're trying to kid me," he returned. 'Of couysel did.'

'It was only that | didn't want to leave South Amar

'‘Because | was here.

She hung her head. Alastair was too astute, helretraike a book.

'Is your father still in Titicamba?' he demanded ahe started at the abrupt
change of subject.

'No, he's been moved to Chile,’ she told him. Hee thinks it's inadvisable
that | should join him." The quiver in her voicetdaged how much that
phrase had hurt her. She was very fond of her fathe

'Does he know what you're doing?'

'He knows I'm in Peru. He ... he wouldn't be verteiested in what I'm
doing.’

Alastair said something below his breath which diot sound very
complimentary to Tom Stevens. That he was arriah@ totally wrong
conclusion about her circumstances never occuoréett,

'So you've been abandoned,' he stated, 'But ystil’got me, if you want
me. Won't you come to Rio with me?’

"It wouldn't be right.'
'‘Because of Pam?

She said brokenlyif only you were free!'



It was not only that he was technically bound, &lu¢ sensed something
peculiar about his relationship with his wife. Stauld not forget Doctor

Whiteman's comments. Why, if she were no wife to,fdould he not let her
go? She meant if only he could free himself from ¢ibsession about her,
whatever it was.

Alastair it seemed was thinking along totally diéfet lines. Leaning against
the landrover again, he said earnestly:

‘Little one, marriage between you and me would ber@ble mistake. Do
you realize that I'm twenty years older than youwt Gnows I'm not an
advocate of permissiveness, and if | could matealr ghining youth, I'd find
a way to make you mine and tie you up so secuhaliyytou'd never escape
from me. But I'm over forty, darling, and | coultdhéar to fetter you to an
ageing man.’

‘That's all nonsense,’ Selina retorted. "You'Nigerous when you're ninety.
| love you, my love will last.’

He shook his head and said harshly:

"You'd wake up one morning and realize that yowetchad become an
elderly bore, that Peru is a goddam awful countrgt onder how you
could endure another hour of it, and me. Wheregslifre free you can fly
back to Europe the moment you've had enough.'

'Oh, Alec, please don't talk like that," she cregperately. 'l want you for
keeps.'

'So you think now, but inevitably youth turns tougle. You would fall in
love with a younger man.'

Inevitably? Who had spoken of the inevitable? Do¥thniteman when she
was describing Pamela. But Pamela must be Alastortemporary, and
there was no age complex there. But she had hateq &d had turned to
another man. So Alastair was speaking out of hia bitter experience,
identifying her with his flighty wife, believing ghwould in her turn betray



him. She was convinced that her own love woulddthe tests of time and
climate, but she could not convince him.

Alastair moved to take her in his arms again, betevaded him.

'Mayn't we snatch a little happiness?' he askeadnbgly. You'll be taking
nothing from Pam. I'm still responsible for heratth all. I'll be responsible
for you too, and I'll make sure you're provided, fwhatever happens, You
can trust me. | haven't had much happiness, titiks nor do | think you're
very happy at the moment. Rio would be a nice chaingm this." He
glanced round the village.

Selina was strongly tempted. There was no oneanwbrld to whom she

was accountable, in fact her mother would call&évol not to take what

was offered to her. But Alastair's reluctance toept a permanent tie was
wounding. Once again it seemed to her that he vedsnm a convenience of
his marriage. He wanted to retain his own libeatyd a liaison would not

satisfy her, for she wanted children, and Alastathildren, but he had

thanked God that he had not got any; he certainlyldvnot welcome any of

hers.

She remembered that he had described marriagem@ssa and he did not
mean to be ensnared again. Yet if she rejected lemyould go and never
return; the thought of losing him was desolatioat Bshe yielded, for how
long would she be able to hold him before the cathe wild, or Pamela,
claimed him again?

She said suddenly: 'Didn't you ever love your wife?

‘Not as | love you, and now she's become a burden.’

A burden from which he did not wish to be relievsd that she doubted his
profession of love for herself entirely.

'In time you might find me another one," she sutggkes

‘Sweetheart, you could never be that.'



"You sound very confident, but I'm not." She lookgul into the starry
heavens above them. In the thin air the stars difaehite lamps. Only an
overwhelming mutual love could justify his propgsahd his was not that.
Regretfully she made her decision,

'I'm sorry, Alec, | can't come with you.'
'Is a ring more important to you than love?' hesddhitterly*
'Yes, for | don't think we mean the same thingdmel'

He turned away from her, and she sensed that shieunahim, but what she
had said was true. He was only seeking a tempaatyfication, respite
from his domestic strife, while she would be pwgther whole future into
his hands. His offer to provide for her implied \nas prepared to pension
her off ... when he was tired of her. Had therenbethers who had been
similarly discarded? She had met men before whoenwapital out of
supposed unhappy marriages.

Alastair turned back to her and said quietly: 'N&waess | can't leave you
here. You're thin as a rail and look as if a strbngeze would blow you
away. Will you permit me to install you in a hotadtil you can find a more
suitable occupation? No strings attached, of course

‘Thank you,' she said, touched by his solicitullet I couldn't desert Jo. |
must finish what I've begun. I'm not destitute, ¥mow. My father pays me
a handsome allowance, which I've barely touched.’

Incredulously, he asked: "You mean you could liveamfort if you chose?'
'Yes, but Quimpala is my choice."'

"You little stiff-necked idiot!" he burst out. 'Aritere was | thinking you were
here because it was the only opening you couldmbieenable you to stay

on in Peru.'

'Hence your kind offer.” She laughed, though she tvanking that his real
reason for wanting to take her away was becaubeliered that she was in



wretched circumstances, and the love theme was lynémeidental.
Naturally he would expect some payment for his gesity, and he had
thought she would be unable to resist the glamb&i@ Their association
would only have lasted until he felt the call oéthild again. He knew that
perfectly well, and his love talk was eyewash.

'Don't worry about me, Alec,' she went on. 'Go backima and write your

book.' She noticed then how white and wan he loakélde moonlight and

compunction struck her. 'Hadn't you better go aaddbwn?' she asked
anxiously. You've been standing out here far toglo

He smiled quizzically. 'And to no purpose, it seelmg my deepest wound
isn't visible.'

'What do you mean?' Her anxiety grew; had he amnat injury that he had
not revealed?

‘A little private plaint," he sighed. 'I'm afraidquite misunderstood you,
Selina. When | found you here, | thought... | daredmagine you were
waiting in the hope that | might come this way. Mgsculine vanity misled
me into making a proposition which | fear you fowftensive ...’

'‘No ..." she interrupted, suspecting he was triongalve his pride.

'Forget it,' he went on. 'l won't trouble you agalie smiled ironically. T'll
leave you to your social conscience. If you wowdsb good as to hand me
down my sleeping bag, I'll ask the priest to give shelter. | couldn't help
but notice that your quarters are limited.’

Selina climbed into the landrover again and patisedag out to him.

‘Jo will be furious,’' she said, as she descended,really we could manage
to put you up.'

'It's better we shouldn't be under the same rbefgbserved drily. '‘Give my
thanks to your friend. Good-bye, Selina.'



He did not offer his hand, and started up the gélatreet towards the priest's
house, dragging his leg, his head bowed like ammd's. Selina watched
him with a lump in her throat, longing to run aftem and tell him that she
would go with him anywhere he wished and upon weateerms he liked to
impose. But something, she was not sure what,aiestt her, an innate
chastity, a dignified pride which made her shrirdni a situation that was
far too similar to her despised former associai@stial affairs.

Alastair had gone a little way when he turned bacgall:
'‘And don't stay here too long, little one, or iv# your death.’
At that moment she felt she would welcome death.

She spent a sleepless night in the bed that hetagied revolving over

and over again all that he had said. Alastair viidlsrs Quimpala. She had

only to tell him that she had changed her mind simel could leave this
dreary spot and go with him to light, warmth andcega Whatever hazards
the future held, they would have had a precioug tiogether, a week, a
month, perhaps much longer. Her body was cryingfouthis arms, her

mouth ached for his kisses. She rose with thelfgist, ready to run to him

and make her surrender.

While she was scrambling into her clothes, shiygenmthe chill dawn, she
heard the landrover starting up, and paused hdtiaili out of her sweater to
listen in dismay. Alastair could not be leaving, Was not fit. Perhaps he
was only going to move the vehicle up to the pseasbuse, but he should
not be out so early, he should be resting.

She finished dressing and hurried to the door. rgpklown the length of
the long village street, she saw the back of thdraver at the end of it; then
as it passed the last house it gathered speed amndawon lost in the mist
rising from the plain.

She was too late. Weary and wounded though he Adastair had driven
away, whither she did not know, rather than runrisleof encountering her
again.



CHAPTER NINE

SELINA was half reclining on the leather-covered chestierfin Doctor
Whiteman's sitting-room, while Emma poured out eeffor her and Jo. The
doctor had returned unharmed from her last triptaedwo girls had dined
with her.

Selina wore the white dress which she had leftrizbtrhen she went off so
blithely to Quimpala. The case of garments shedmschrded, she had asked
Doctor White- man to dispose of for her, but Emrad had no time before
setting off for Bolivia, and upon her return shel ldone nothing about it
because she expected that Selina would need hegstlaigain, and her
anticipations had proved only too right.

For Selina had not the stamina to continue withsedfrappointed task. She
had no energy, suffered from breathlessness, armindss. The doctor
whom she consulted diagnosed a variety of causelsiding anaemia, and
told her she should not remain in such high alagjdor her heart would
become affected. At first she had ignored his agvliut after she had
fainted once or twice, Jo told her kindly but fisnshe must resign herself to

giving up.

'You are too great a responsibility,’ she had saigither | nor my
organization can risk you dying on our hands.'

Selina had been bitterly disappointed. Both oftthe improbabilities she
had contemplated had come to pass. She had foanabtti she wanted and
she had met Alastair again. Both had failed hemore correctly she had
failed them. She had not had the courage to talkeesicape Alastair had
offered her, and her physical frailty had lost her job.

'I'm sure it's my name,’ she had said peevishlyusneasonably to Jo. 'Had |
been called something that could be shorteneddoaraHarry, like you, Jo
(Jo's full name was Joanna), | might have beenhieydput Selina’'s such a
soppy hame. It was Mummy's choice, of course.’

"You're being silly," Jo had told her patientlyhéFe's nothing in a name," and
guoted, 'That which we call a rose by any otheraamuld smell as sweet.’



‘Not for everyone,' Selina insisted. 'If a rose waBed an onion, a lot of
people would smell onions when they sniffed it,’

'‘Auto-suggestion?’ Jo smiled. "But if it's any aglasion to you, Sel, there
was a Selina Bracebridge who went to the Crimeah vitorence
Nightingale, and that was a tough assignment if ik’

'Was there?' but Selina’s interest had faded as/a of dizziness swept over
her. 'God, what a miserable specimen | am!" shethadhured despairingly.

You tried,’ Jo had told her. 'Nobody can do mosmtthat,’

But Selina refused to be comforted.

Now she was on her way to Lima, which was on a tdexel than Cuzco.

There she would decide what to do next. Jo hacigedhfor her to stay for a
while at a hostel where her colleagues were accatated in transit. On the
following morning she would be leaving the Andeaghtands for ever,

Jo and Emma were watching her with affectionateceom for both had

become fond of her. She was so thin there seentseinothing of her at all,
and the blusher she had put on her pale cheeks nead@ok a little hectic,

while her eyes were dark-ringed and appeared enmmmher wan face.
She did not look up to taking a long journey alone,

'Have a good rest when you get to Lima,' Jo told tveu needn't go on,
wherever you're going, for some time. Where willygo, Sel?"

'l haven't thought. England, | expect.’
The doctor cleared her throat, "You're all rightfilnds?’

Selina smiled at her gratefully, knowing what hadnppted the question,
but at least she need not borrow from her friends.:

'I've saved most of my allowance,' she told her.



Money that she had meant to bestow upon Jo's scdinow would have
to be expended upon her useless self. She laugiedyb

"The chromium-plated sex kitten will return to f@mer habitat and resume
her aimless existence.'

'Sel, what a horrid expression!" Jo exclaimed.
'It's how Alastair Grainger described me.’

'I'm sure Alec never called you anything like thBtnma declared, shocked.
'He's much too kind,'

'l don't think you know him as well as | do," Salitold her, her eyes
gleaming feverishly. 'Actually he didn't use thegzds, but he did tell me |
belonged to a chromium- plated environment, and dime he's always
thought | was a sex kitten.'

The sort of girl who would jump at a holiday in Rend had shamelessly
proclaimed her love for him when she found heralelie with him on top of
a mountain pass, a confession whch had naturalhhile to suppose she
was his for the taking. Sick both physically andntadly, her imagination
took a dreary satisfaction in distorting the fadesanwhile Jo and Doctor
Whiteman exchanged glances. Jo had told Emma stdifs visit to Quim-
pala, but she did not know what had transpired eetwhim and Selina.
Nothing to his credit, she was sure, and she belig¢lie emotional crisis
involved had contributed to Selina's breakdown.

Doctor Whiteman tactfully began to talk about sdmreg else.

Before Selina left, Emma asked her to do a smatimsion for her. The
couple who were living in her old home had just haohby. Carita Lopez
had been a sort of protege of Bill's, being an arpland Emma, childless
herself, had interested herself in the girl. Whearit@ had married Jose
Lopez, she had arranged for them to lease her hoube Calle de Santa
Maria. Carita occasionally wrote to Doctor Whitemawhom she
picturesquely calledMi senora angelicawhich showed she was grateful
for kindnesses received. Emma had procured pregartteem in honour of



the infant's arrival, which comprised a shawl ofmespun llama wool, a
vicuna rug, and an Ekeko, the Bolivian Mannikimpa-bellied little figure
with a peaked cap and his tunic sewn with potskatites. He was supposed
to be a symbol of good fortune. She asked Selideliger these presents for
her, and told her:

‘The Lopez are a nice young couple. I've infornteht that you'll be calling
and they'll make you very welcome. You don't knawane in Lima, do
you? You won't feel gtlite so friendless if you reakeir acquaintance.'

Selina thanked her, though at that moment she atifieel inclined to form

new friendships. But she remembered that this haouse next door to

Alastair's residence.”™ Emma seemed to have foegdtiat fact, or perhaps
she was sure he would not be there. Selina's sitepeickened, as she
realized that the Lopez family would provide hethwan excuse to visit the
Calle Santa Maria. She might even manage to glirttpsenysterious Mrs.
Grainger, who seemed able to retain such a hold lee husband. She
stowed the gifts carefully in her suitcase. Theyrav@er passport to
discovery,

The flight down to Lima was short and uneventfuhc® arrived there,
Selina found herself back in the stir and busda big cosmopolitan city,
which was almost frightening after so many monthiess populous places.
It took her a little while to become accustomedthie wide tree-lined,
flower-scented avenues with their murderously fasting traffic. Here
again she found the towering office blocks and modwtels embellished
with glittering glass and chromium plating with whishe was familiar in
other cities. There were still to be found churctued old colonial buildings
among the new structures, looking sadly anciewtigh actually only five
hundred years ago there had been nothing on theokithe town except
desert. Behind the town towered the ramparts ofntlo@ntains, and ten
miles away was the Pacific, Callao being Lima's.por

Jo's hostel was situated in one of the beautifolisas, and after driving
there in a fine American taxi, Selina spent hestfiew days recovering her
breath - literally - for though Lima stands highoab sea level, the
atmosphere was much less rarefied than that dhtidean uplands.



She located her bank and bought some necessahggldor she was once
again the stylish denizen of civilization. Thoughe thostel was not
luxurious, there was a shower, and she enjoyedhgadwr hair shampooed
and set, and her nails manicured. Over these thistast exclaimed in
horror. How had theenoritacome by such misfortune?

'Merely trying to live the simple life," Selina tbher, and the girl looked
baffled.

She also bought unguents and cosmetics. Her skirstiiered from the
cold winds, but soon began to recover its bloonoMirng at herself in her
mirror, she saw again the girl who had gone ouTitwamba and won
Rodriguez's unwelcome admiration. She smiled atrbiection a little
scornfully, How easy it was to slip back into thettbrfly mould; her
experiences had left no mark upon her - but inghatwas wrong. The glass
did not show her the almost spirituelle look whahveloped her, the new
depth behind her eyes. Nobody meeting her now cdatlt but that she
had lived and suffered.

At length she decided that she was sufficienthovated to present herself
at the Calle de Santa Maria, and taking Emma'’s,gifie drove thither in a
taxi to avoid the probability of becoming lost, fdma was a big city. This
proved an unnecessary precaution, for the distaraseso short she could
have walked it. Before the city had spread, théeGad been a quiet retreat
for Peruvian notables, and a double row of whitarfsgh houses stood
facing each other across a broad road lined with paes. Selina dismissed
her taxi and walked down it, carrying her parcélfie houses were
detached, with wrought iron tracery at doors anddews; some of them
had small balconies in front of the upstairs windpwhich had once been
covered by the Spanistejas, but the iron bars had been removed and
window boxes substituted, which were filled witbwilers.

The Lopez house was the last one on the left-hate]d before modernity
impinged in the form of a high block of flats whiaelas being built athwart
the end of the road, so there was no doubt aboehwbas Alastair's. Selina
stood under a dusty palm tree and looked at itracigus house it might
have been once, but now it looked a little negkbeted forbidding with all

its shutters closed. It was the one house from lwttierejas had not been



removed, the iron bars which had been originalgceptl to separate the
young senoritasfrom their ardent wooers. Over the front door &duay
protruded, also of wrought iron, its protectingdeanding in a marble slab
which roofed it in, decorated with two marble urBsme desiccated cactus,
the green and yellow sabre-leaved agave, whiclbéesme so common in
southern Europe, grew along the gravel sweep tipetentrance.

The sun was setting, for Selina had timed her fcalthe early evening,

knowing the Lopez family would be sure to dine lalbe facade of the
house was illuminated by its last rays, and asssineeyed it, Selina caught
her breath. The doors behind the balcony overrtivd tloor opened slowly
and a figure stepped out on to it. She appearbd tolissom girl, dressed in
white with a white mantilla over her bright hair aich the sun glinted.

The dress was long and clinging, and she might theaen dressed for a
bridal. She clung to the imprisoning bars with teracious grasp of one
who longed to rend them apart, giving Selina th@rassion of a bird

beating against imprisoning wire. Selina was neerugh to see that her
gaze was fixed on the opposite house, but thouglushed and looked at it,
she could see nothing there except empty windowstH girl's eyes had a
curiously blank expression; it was possible she na@isseeing anything
concrete.

There was a movement in the aperture behind heneSoe dark in black
clothes approached the figure clinging to the grédind seemed to be
expostulating with it. Brown sinewy hands detachieel white clutching
fingers, and the dark woman - it was a woman - @iteg the girl back into
the room behind them. She closed the doors firrmytheir exit, and a
Venetian blind descended behind them, as the suntszlow the level of
the buildings. Shadow fell across the front of floeise, causing it to look
faintly sinister.

Selina rubbed her eyes, doubting her own sensegh8hght she must have
been having a hallucination. Pamela Grainger meist imuch older woman
than the girl she had just seen. Had her preociupatith the Graingers
caused her to visualize something from the past¢”n®kst have glimpsed a
re-enactment of some scene from Pamela's tragiowiien she had been a
young bride. Her agony had left an impress on theosphere which had
been picked up by her own over-sensitive nerves. Aduse now looked



unoccupied, though she had every reason to sugpasé&s mistress was
still lodged in it.

Feeling shaken, she walked the length of the stredback again to recover
her poise before encountering the Lopez family. Wimgly she recalled
Doctor White- man's suggestions about Alastair.ICdue possible that he
had kept his young wife in custody because ofhifgdelity? There had been
about that slim figure such a desperate desiree$oape that it made his
action, if that was what he had done, sheer, daibecruelty. But Alastair
was not a cruel man - or was he? If Selina had gotrehim to Rio, what
would have become of her, when he had tired of @ei?she had, as he had
declared she would turned to a younger man, whaispment would he
have meted out to her? But she had not acceptexdfars and realizing that
her imagination, stimulated by the apparition oratver it was she had
seen, was leading her into dark surmises which trfigre no grounds,
Selina tried to dismiss the subject from her miang retraced her steps
towards the Lopez house.

She threw an apprehensive glance towards Alaskainee as she repassed
it, but there was no light or movement from within.

Carita and Jose Lopez were a friendly couple, aedned delighted to see
Selina, and have the latest news of Emma. Cardeeth Selina with pride
her new son, a black-eyed, black-haired, brownrsddnbaby. Nothing
repelling about him, he was as clean and sweetresvly opened flower.
They spoke of Doctor Whiteman with affectionateulygnce, describing
her as a kindly soul, but a little mad. It was arek she had had no family,
for children would have kept her from courting dret the desert.

Carita swung the mannikin before the baby's facel the black eyes
followed it with interest.

"Your good fortunemi pichonito,'she crooned. 'It is to bring you luck.'

The family and the visitor were gathered in theseuwy, and although

according to Selina's western notions it was arm dwen the child should

be asleep, it appeared this was a nightly rituadmdose returned from his
work.



'All women should have babies,’ Jose announcet,ansty glance at Selina.
It is their fulfilment. Deprived, they all becorpeculiar, like thegpobrecita
next door.'

‘That is only your supposition,' said Carita, wtielina caught her breath.
"You are piqued because you have never been abjetk to her.'

'l only wished to be neighbourly, but she is a gregstery. | am not sure if
the dour-faced gentleman who appears from timarte is the father or the
husband. Whoever he is, he keeps her closer theG@aniard under the eye
of her duenna.'Selina said nothing. Not to thessngers could she reveal
her knowledge of the inhabitants of the house dext, but what they said
seemed to corroborate her own conclusions.

She explained that she had been staying with tletddand was on her way
back to England. Jose admitted that he had newr toeCuzco, and Carita
declared that she had no use for ruins.

"You must think we do not appreciate our heritagfeg’ said apologetically,
'but | am all for modernity and bright lights.'

Looking round their comfortable, charming home,ifgehgreed she had a
point. She declined an invitation to stay to dinsarying she did not care to
be out late. Jose called a taxi for her and badddsta la vistasaying she
must come again before she left. Selina was nomyatal; privately she
did not think she would. The sight of the youngmeland their baby was a
little painful. She so much wanted a child of heamo but only if Alastair
was the father. Though the street was brighthatitt most of the houses
were showing lights, as she drove away, Alaste#rnsained shuttered and
dark.

Though she did not visit the Lopez family againlifgewas irresistibly
drawn to the Calle de Santa Maria. She found thvaiea short cut from the
hostel, past the building site which brought hdrioto it. Several times she
walked down its length, but she never again saveattiyein white so that she
became convinced that she had seen a vision. Tiemorning she saw the
landrover parked in front of the entrance and ktleat Alastair had come
home and she must not come there again.



Since she was feeling quite well again she hadxoase to linger longer in
the Peruvian capital. Crystal informed her thatwhs living in London and
suggested rather grudgingly that she might cajeitdher for a short while
now that she had left her father. She had knowalahg that that would
never work, and she did not think her daughter khbe wandering round
South America alone. This unusual maternal soli@ttouched Selina and
she decided to fly to London via New York and wiske arrived there, she
would take a commercial course to improve her typand try for a
secretarial position.

But before she left, Lima was shaken by an eadmar; it was not a
full-scale earthquake, but several buildings weadlyp damaged and fires
were started. It happened in the early evening aftdose, heavy day. The
hostel was a one-storeyed building and escapedyjnput the voluntary
helpers staying there were eager to be of serVicere was a rumour that
several houses were down in the Calle de SantaalMahich was one of the
worst hit districts. Selina received this news wiismay, her thoughts
immediately winging to Pamela and Alastair; sheld@daot rest until she
was sure they were unharmed. She attached heygék tittle group from
the hostel, changing into inconspicuous trousedssaveater.

The streets were filled with the people who hadaunhof the buildings as
soon as they felt the ground shake, and they hian shfficulty in getting
through the crowd. The damaged area had been cetdoff, but their
leader had some sort of official badge, which gadiaecess for them. A
house in the middle of the road seemed to haveitkstpper storey, and
there was an ambulance and police in front of érethe volunteers halted,
but Selina went on, unobserved in the darknesghfoistreet lighting had
been turned off, but something was burning on thieling site, which cast a
ruddy glow over the upper end of the avenue.

The Lopez house was untouched, and as it was staittprobably the

family were away. Alastair's also presented itsalislark and shuttered
appearance, but as Selina stopped to stare aeityvhite figure appeared
again on the balcony illuminated by the reddislwgl8elina’'s heart began to
beat fast as she gazed at it; was it real?



There was a sudden rumbling roar as if a dozentiohd steam locomotives
were hurtling by. The earth rocked beneath her. fele¢ clung to the trunk
of a tree, while dust and din surged round her,thedlames leaped from
the fire at the end of the street. Above this iméervas another rending
noise, and she saw to her horror the iron balc@onwvhich the figure was
standing collapse, cut off sheer from the fronthaf house as with a knife.

Without stopping to think, Selina raced up to tirécken house, for here
surely help was needed. She saw what looked ligenale of white rags
lying among the twisted ironwork, and from the fratoor a woman
emerged, wringing her hands.

'Quick, get help," Selina said in Spanish, andtkmesgide the white figure.
"It is useless,’ the woman sdily de mimy jewel, my precious one is dead!

'Not quite,’ Selina told her with her fingers oe iender wrist, in which she
detected a thread of pulse. The girl lay on hez,sihe corner of the marble
slab against the small of her back. Selina pushedstirrounding debris
away and took the victim's head on to her knees.

'Where is your master?' she asked.
'He went out before the first shock,' the womad tudr.

Selina looked down at the face resting upon heegnghe disentangled the
white mantilla, and wiped the dust from it, with it the flickering light it
was that of a young girl, surrounded by golden,laid yet paradoxically it
did not look young at all, in its marble stillneshad the antiquity of a
statue.

Selina wished someone would come, or the womargaifl. She did not
know what she could do. She was aware that indke of serious injury an
amateur should not attempt to move the victim. féhehe pulse again; it
was very feeble.



The woman was continuing to wail and beat her Ibyeasl Selina was just
about to tell her to go and fetch some water, wherck footsteps
approached, and she stopped.

'Senor!'she gasped in Spanish. 'lt was not my fault. Sleaped on to the
balcony, the earthquake excited her, and ...'

'‘Bastantg Alastair told her curtly. The ambulance is dae street, go and
fetch it, pronto.'

The woman vanished like a dark shadow, and Alas&ait over his wife. He
pushed back the heavy marble slab which was pigessiher spine, and ran
his hands over the recumbent form. Turning his headecognized Selina.

'‘Good God, you of all people!" he exclaimed. Hespdshis hand across his
face. 'Are you real?’

'Oh, yes, I'm quite real,’ Selina told him, butlifeg this was not a time for
lengthy explanations, she asked:

'Is she badly hurt?’

'l think her back is broken. Thank God she's uncions.'

'‘Can't we do anything?'

'‘Best wait for the experts to move her. They'lhleee at any moment.’

Both looked at the still face lying on Selina's &aeShe must be dreaming,
Selina thought; none of this could be real, shdctnat be sitting in front of
Alastair's house, with his wife's head upon herelsn®&ut was she his wife?
This white, unlined face, that looked no older thanown. The long lashes
fluttered, and opened to disclose blank blue eyes.

'She's coming round," Selina whispered.

Alastair crouched beside her and took the sligigdrs in his own.



'Pam,' he said urgently. 'Pam, it's I, Alec.’

So shewvasPamela Grainger. Selina held her breath, sensiigeourgency
in Alastair's voice that he had made more than @mnary request for
recognition.

'Pam.’ There was entreaty in his tone. 'Speak tb me

The blue gaze went beyond him, and Pamela madgtd shovement to
withdraw her hand. Alastair instantly relinquished

'Pamela,’ he said again, but he spoke without hope.

Watching, willing her to speak to him, Selina sasudden light shine in her
eyes, but it was not Alastair whom she saw. Hedkanoved feebly as if
she wanted to raise them in greeting. In a cle@aeyshe cried: 'Ramon!
Ramon, at last!

Her head fell back and she went limp.
Alastair felt for her pulse. 'She's gone,' he siailtly.

They heard the sound of a vehicle stopping andkdoimtsteps coming over
the gravel, as men appeared carrying a stretchasta stood up, and told
Selina harshly:

'For ten years she has neither spoken to me nkedbat me, and she died
with her lover's name on her lips.'

He turned away, while the men lifted the body othtstretcher. Released,
Selina stood up, and watched him longing to giv@es@omfort, but not
knowing how. The woman had returned with the ammdaand it was she
who went up to him, laying her hand on his arm.

‘Senor, it will be better for her now. The blessed Madoramal the holy
saints will care for her.'



Alastair gave her a singularly sweet smif, Lucia,' he said. His eyes went
to Selina. 'Pam was never herself after | broughtdack from Quito. She
was... unbalanced.’

'Oh, Alec," Selina whispered. 'Why didn't you telé? Couldn't you trust
me?'

‘It wasn't that," he said proudly. 'l didn't waouy pity, for her or me."’

The men raised the stretcher on which Pamela &wyvhite mantilla spread
over her face, and spoke to him in Spanish.

'I'm coming,' he told them. 'Lucia, take thenoritainto the patio, that will
be safe if there's another tremor, and give hemk.dPlease, Selina,’ as she
made a movement of dissent. 'You need a restoratigid_ucia needs you.'

He followed the men carrying the stretcher.

The woman Lucia led Selina through the house amdabthe back. Here
there was a paved patio, enclosed by a high waltiwbxcluded it from
curious eyes. It was a charming place, with a fannn the middle and tubs
of orange and lemon trees. The house on this sidawshuttered, the doors
to the lower rooms set ajar. Selina had caughtrapgke of polished wood
and handsome hangings as she passed through. idugrdouse after all.

Lucia insisted that Selina was seated well awamftibe house, in case of
further damage. She brought out candles in a beehchndelabrum, since
the electricity was still off, and they burned stidain the still air. She also
brought out glasses and a decanter.

Selina knew then why Alastair had asked her to $taylLucia's sake.
Ministering to her took the sharp edge off her fgramd the woman badly
needed someone to whom to talk.

‘This is wheremi senoraspent her days,' she said, as she poured ouss gla
of wine. 'lt is a pretty sposi?'



'Very," Selina agreed, and added wonderingly, I8bleed so young, but she
was not a girl?’

'She had thirty-five summers, but time stood $titlher. It could leave no
trace upon her, for it is living that marks ourdacand hers was a death in
life. | was her maid when she first came here, suptetty creature she was,
senorita,and so gay.' She shook her head. 'Too gay foowergood. You
know that she ran away?"

'I have heard so.'

'She did not like Lima. When the Senor broughtbyaak, she took no more
notice of him than if he had been a shadow. We wa#rehadows to her, |
think. Her days were spent waiting and watchinglerone who was gone.’

'But didn't she know he was dead?'

'‘No, senorita,she never accepted that. She insisted that théemasas
keeping her from him.’'

She went on to talk of Alastair. He, she declahed] behaved like an angel
out of heaven. Such patience with his wife's dffhc. If only la pobrecita
could have appreciated it, but her darkened ming Willed with her
obsession. Because she believed her husband wpimddrer lover from
her she could not bear to have him near her. It massurprising that
Alastair went off into the wilderness from timetime, and the sad part was
that every time he returned he hoped for some @&hamgvord of greeting,
but he was met by blank stares and a mute tongetdt ad wrung Lucia's
heart to witness Pamela's endless vigil, for ofreewshe would never see
Ramon again.

. 'But she did see him before she died," Selirthhet. 'He came to her at the
end.'

Lucia crossed herselPor dios,that was a great miracle, for he was not a
good man.'



'Who dare judge anyone?' Selina asked, for sherisjddged Alastair. 'No
one is perfect.’

‘The Senor very nearly is,' Lucia said seriouslye Svent on to tell how

Alastair's doctor had urged him to have Pamelafieeitand put into an

institution, deeming he had assumed too great delurbut this he had
steadfastly refused to do. She was his respongihitid his house was her
home, though there were times Lucia could see vileefound the burden

irksome.

'He is a man who needs a home and children,’ siiardd. 'And all he had to
come back to was a crazy woman.' She looked abé&ekhgerly. 'Did she
speak to him at last before she went?'

Selina bowed her head, shaking it sadly, and Lsigiaed.
'‘Ay de mithat was a sore pity.'

She seemed to suddenly become aware of Selinpeas@n and not merely
a pair of ears. Her black eyes ran curiously okerdirl's dusty clothes and
lingered on her bright head.

'‘But maybe the good God will send the Senor cotisola she said
significantly.

Selina did not wait for Alastair's return, thoudte tbarrier between them
was now removed and Lucia's comment had givenreshthope. She felt
that she could not intrude upon his grief, or wotllde relief? A decent
interval must elapse before she saw him againsBetleft a message with
Lucia, asking her to give him her love and sympadihg a note of her
address.

So once again she delayed her departure and waiteshgled anticipation
and doubt, while Lima recovered from the earthquaaie the victims were
buried. Would Alastair come to her or would he Ipsvilling to forgo the

freedom he had found at last? His remark aboutiatgrbeing a noose
began to worry her anew. The creature that esdap@sa trap is wary of
further snares. She could make no move, the choicst be his, and if he



did not come, she would know that he no longer e@rter. With the
jealousy and uncertainty that besets all loversshembered Lola and her
rich heritage of thestanciaHe had repelled her overtures because he knew
he could not wed her, but now Santa Loreta coultiibef he so wished.
Lola could never remind him of his dead wife, bl fierself bore towards
her an unfortunate resemblance, As the days dragge@&ach morning
bringing renewed hope and each nightfall its destld,he sent her no word,
Selina became more and more convinced that shevasting her time by
staying on in Lima.

She was a little hurt that neither Jo nor Doctoité/tman had inquired after
her safety, until she remembered that they woultktehe had gone on to
Europe. The Lopez family, she discovered, were aamalywere still in New
York.

On the very morning that she had decided to mateangements about her
flight, Alastair came.

He arrived, not in the landrover, but in a fast erodcar, wearing a tropical
suit and looked so unfamiliar in his neat tailorangd panama hat that for a
moment she did not recognize him.

'‘Come for a spin,’ he greeted her. 'l can't talygg among all these
do-gooders.’

Selina was glad that she was wearing a dress, thibugas a flimsy nylon
affair, and she was afraid it emphasized her fitggiHowever, he was
looking at her with obvious approval, and he saithe@ opened the car door
for her:

'Nice to have my butterfly back again.'

'l thought you were never coming,' she said aditiensbeside her.

He gave her an impish grin. 'The best things amayd worth waiting for.'

'l was on the point of booking my flight to Europe.



'What was the hurry? You knew I'd come, but I'vé &dot to do. Didn't you
want to see me?'

'l...  wasn't sure you'd come.'

'‘But you couldn't wait to find out? You were so mus to get out of the
country. The social conscience was only a pasdiagg wasn't it? | ran into
Doctor Whiteman and she told me all about it. Ieaitlly, | hope you're
quite recovered?'

'Oh, quite.’

Emma would have presented her actions from the gviamgle, Selina
thought, and this longed-for meeting was goinguaty. She had started off
on the wrong foot by being caught in fimsy attirghich indicated a
reversion to former days. Alastair's light, bantgrione was not what she
had expected. He was seeing her as a frivolousrlytagain without the
stamina or the determination to face up to theuigmf the task she had
undertaken.

The car was speeding down an avenue lined withegardull of brilliant
flowers, canna lilies, frangipani and poinsetttas, bright and garish for her
despondent mood.

'‘Cheer up, little one," Alastair bade her gailyet®y women like yourself
don't need consciences, they're put into the worfglve us men something
nice to look at.'

Selina disdained to respond to this masculine aggdralrhey came to the
stone bridge over the River Rimac, one of the featencourses that flow
from the Andes to the Pacific. It was an unimpnessitream, but the bridge
was massive.

‘Three hundred years old," Alastair told her, iatling the bays above the
stone buttresses. 'Those niches were a favoudte fbr assignations with
the gallants of Lima in past days.’



Information which Selina received in cold silenaile she strove with her
increasing disappointment; she did not want tonsériicted about ancient
bridges.

The car sped on down the principal street of a dulseething with a
population of every colour from pink to black, mges, Spaniards and
Negroes, lined with old houses, from the frettedden balconies of which
washing was hung out to dry. It was not a parheftown she would have
dared to explore alone.

'Rather less salubrious than the Calle de SantaaMadastair observed.
'‘But | find the people with a capital P more intireg than the upper crust.’

'‘Better copy?' she suggested.
'l don't write about the Limanese.'

They had reached the confines of die city and wat®n the arid open land,
travelling towards the brown foothills.

'Where are you taking me?' Selina asked. She waslgulby Alastair's

demeanour. He seemed almost light-hearted and vstling softly, a

popular air. He appeared younger than she had saer him look, and
completely carefree. Why had he come for her untesfiad something
important to say to her, instead of making impeatconversation about the
place and its people?

'‘Nowhere, we're just having a run around,’ he kadairily. 'It's a treat to
drive a car after the landrover.'

'l suppose it is," she said flatly.
'What are you going to do when you get back to gpePbhe asked.
With a sinking heart, for he seemed to have acdepte fact of her

departure without regret, she told him she wasgrher mother and was
contemplating taking a commercial course.



Alastair shook his head. 'Not you at all. Why mymsti persist in punishing
yourself? Wouldn't modelling be more in your line?'

'Oh, no, | want to do something useful, Alec, nohot flaunting myself.’
'Such an earnest little soul!

'Please, Alec, don't mock me." She was near te.téte might at least
consider her prospects seriously, even thoughdierto personal interest in
them.

'I'm not mocking, but | don't think you show mudciksatimination in your
choice of jobs. First Quimpala which nearly killgdu, and now a stuffy
office. | could visualize you in some salon lookpeyfectly ravishing in the
latest couture models."

'l bet you could, you've always regarded me asraadalothes-horse, but
believe it or not, models have to be tough.’

"You'd be equal to it. The air of Paris isn't thin.

She could not stand much more of this.

'l think we've gone far enough,’ she told him fitigi

'l quite agree."'

The road had ascended to a fair height, and hedutime car off on to a
rocky lay-by overlooking the town. Lima lay sprehdfore them, and
beyond the city the flat brown land stretched ® $ka. They could see the
cars like busy ants speeding down the road to Qadiad the round towers

of the old fort guarding the port, the Real Felipe.

'I'm surprised you take such an interest in myruince it doesn't concern
you," Selina said a little bitterly.

'I'm not so sure about that. What about that hgliola Rio before you
embark upon this strenuous course? | think we'tle barned it.'



Selina's heart seemed to stop, and then increabeat. This was not what
she had hoped to hear. When Alastair had previowalyted to take her
away, he had not been free, but now he was, th&iion was insulting,
though she was gratified to learn that he stilirgelsher. She turned in her
seat to face him and found he was studying hezgalty, his mouth curved
in a mischievous smile, but in the depths of theeldyes there was a flicker
of flame. She said coolly:

'I'm not a light woman, Alec, and I've no use fanBymoons without
wedding rings.’

His smile vanished and he frowned.

'l could give you one, little one, but I'm not ged¢tany younger.'

'Oh, for heaven's sake, don't start all that agaie cried distressfully. 'At
this moment you look little more than a boy, andand the gap in years
needn't worry you, if... if . .." She turned heatdeaway, unable to proceed

and stared at the barren landscape.

'If what?' he asked teasingly. "You're not goinguggest monkey glands or
some toxic rejuvenator?'

'‘Can't you be serious?' She was becoming exasgerate
'Oh, but I am. This is a very serious matter. Dfmr'tGod's sake cry, Selina,’
for her shoulders shook. 'Tell me what you thinkildoshorten the years

between us.'

Summoning all her resolution, Selina turned rouadfdce him again,
determined to make a final bid for her happiness.

‘Alec, once | heard you thank God you had no céildDid that mean you. ..
dislike them?'

His face became very grave. 'So much so that h&khfram other people's
because | thought | could never have any of my ovau see, | discovered



that there was mental illness in Pam's familyhsd €ven if she recovered, |
daren't take the risk." He gave a long sigh. 8wdonged for a son.’

Selina’s heart lifted, she knew now that her ircstivad been right, Alastair's
friends had been right; what he needed was a ozakland a family, but it
might be a little difficult to persuade him thatesivas the right woman to
provide them for him.

Folding her hands demurely in her lap, and keepargeyes cast down, she
said:

'Please excuse my boldness, Mr. Grainger, busthassible to obtain now,
and | think a growing family would keep you younglde a mutual interest
for our declining years.'

Alastair sat perfectly still, his face inscrutabland Selina wondered
desperately if she had gone too far. She had beakirny upon the
genuineness of his pronouncement, but perhap® allamted from her was
the temporary affair he had proposed.

At length he said uncertainly: 'I've been giverduaderstand that modern
girls, gay, pretty girls like yourself, weren't keen having babies, they find
them too much of a tie.'

'l don't know where you got that absurd idea froshe exclaimed
indignantly. 'Alec dear, | want children too.' Steached up and put her
hands on his shoulders. '‘God willing, | would bé&doo happy to give you
that son you want so badly.’

His hands came up to cover hers. 'Would you, dz®lin

She shook him. 'Alec, don't be so difficult. Havgok to do the proposing
myself?’

He stared down into her upturned face.

"You realize that you would have to live in Perdtailthere will be times
when | may have to leave you?'



‘That's all immaterial if you love me. Do you lowee, Alec?'
'Like hell I do, but...'

He was still hanging back; she tried to withdrawlirends, but he held them
firmly against his shoulder.

'What fresh difficulty have you thought of now?"

"You look too delicate and fragile, little one,lde the mother of sons.'
Stung beyond endurance, Selina wrenched one ofhaeds free, and
smacked his face. It was a good stinging slap, lesisardened by her stay
in Ouimpala giving strength to her arm. Her harfddescarlet mark on his
brown-cheek and he drew back, rubbing it ruefully.

‘That'll show you how fragile | am!" she said fielc

'l would never have believed ..."' Then he seizedhd during the moments
that followed he showed no regard-for her fragityall.

Breathless, laughing, she at length drew away fnsrseeking mouth and
inquired: 'Are you satisfied now?"

‘Completely. Little one, will you be my wife?'

'Of course. That's the question I've been tryinmpédke you ask for the past
twenty minutes.'

'‘Brazen hussy!" He was laughing as he drew heecldsttle one, though
you offered me a son, the greater gift is your $\seH.'



