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"I'd not risk my life with a woman pilot!"

Faun Sheridan, a qualified, competent, airlinetpkoew she got her
job at the prestigious Tarrant Line under sliglfiéige pretences. She
was determined to stay.

In spite of her qualifications and the sex discniation laws, Clive
Tarrant absolutely refused to keep her on.

The clash between them was inevitable. But whem Faith Clive
aboard the plane, made a safe emergency landirtigeirBorneo
jungle, they each had to give way a little in ortesurvive!



CHAPTER ONE

MRS SHERIDAN stood in the doorway of the pink and cream bedroc
and gazed anxiously at her daughter.

'l do wish you weren't so optimistic about this,jalarling. I'm so
afraid you're in for a bitter disappointment.’

Faun turned, swivelling round on the pretty, velwsivered stool, a
silver-backed hairbrush in her hand.

''ve managed to get an interview,' she remindadnt@her with a
smile, ‘which is more than you thought | would wHesent in my
application form.'

‘In my opinion it was sheer chance.'
‘Chance? How can you say that?'

'‘Whoever granted you the interview most probablieled you to be
a man.'

‘Why should he?'

‘You told me yourself that you signed both the foamd the
accompanying letter Rendall F. Sheridan, delibgraieitting the
name by which you're known— Faun. But in any caséhere are so
few females with the particular qualifications reeqd by the firm,
they'd naturally take it for granted that no wonsanld apply for the
post." Mrs Sheridan wagged a forefinger in a gestfrwarning.
‘They won't want a girl, you mark my words!"

'I'm not a girl; I'm twenty-six.'



'‘Darling, you look a mere child! Take a glance atngelf in the
mirror, then estimate your chances of competinghwite male
applicants.'

Swivelling around again, Faun thoughtfully examiribd face that
looked back at her. She had to admit that her appea was
deceptive and therefore it might go against heueTithere was
strength in the beautiful lines and contours offaee, and there was
a special steadfastness in the large, widely-spalcedgrey eyes and
even something unusually firm in the little pointddn. But the long,
glowing chestnut hair, the flawless transparenclyesfskin, through
which could be discerned the blue veins at her tespghe full
compassionate mouth ... all these compounded ® dakeast five
years off her age.

‘Perhaps you're right,’ she conceded, though reosorall degree of
her optimism was lost in this admission. Femalénairpilots were

rare, but by no means unknown, and she herselalgreat deal to
offer. She spoke French and German fluently; slietl necessary
flying experience, was in possession of excellestimonials from

her employers, Northern Territory Aviation of Audta, and from

the air training school at Hamble where she hackived the

instruction which led to her gaining her Civil Riftoand Navigator's
certificates. She could handle an aeroplane asrix@es any pilot

she knew, so to her logical way of thinking, it ‘asvreasonable to
assume that her chance of obtaining the post wae &mjthat of any
other applicant.

'l know I'm right," her mother was saying. 'Do giyethe idea, Faun.
Phone this man—this personnel manager—and tell ydm've
changed your mind.'

'‘What a defeatist attitude, Mother!" Faun gave telilaugh of
amusement, staring at her mother through the mithog absolutely



nothing to lose. In fact, I'm tremendously optingsabout my
chances of landing this job.’

‘They'll choose a man before you," returned Mrs righe
emphatically.

'What about the Sex Discrimination Act?' challengédun,
beginning to brush her hair.

'Oh, that!" scoffed her mother as if it didn't meathing. "They'll get
round it somehow.’

‘They can't get round it. It's the law.’

Mrs Sheridan gave a deep sigh and fell silent f@pace. Faun
continued to stare at her through the mirror, mptire lovely slender
figure with its alluring curves. An up-and-cominglllet dancer in her
youth —before she gave up all for marriage—Mrs Blaer still
managed to retain the exquisite form which natuad hestowed
upon her, an inheritance she had passed on tdbotttaughters.

'‘Well, if you really are determined,' she saidadt,| glancing at the
clock on Faun's dressing-table, 'you'd better beimgo You did say
the appointment was for half-past eleven?'

‘That's right.' Faun also glanced at the clocke 'Blenty of time.'

The waiting-room which she entered an hour lates,wa say the
least, impressive, with its deep-pile carpet ofpbeirits damask wall
coverings and expensive lounge chairs upholsterélhc moquette.
On one wall there was hung a huge oil painting oé @f the
luxurious air limousines used by the firm, whosesibass it was to
provide an entirely trouble-free air taxi servicgtveeen Britain and



the Continent. Owned by millionaire Clive Tarrahg firm was used
by wealthy businessmen, film stars and other ingmrpeople. Its
name was famous and from the moment she had read
advertisement iThe Timeskaun had set her heart on becoming ol
of its pilots.

Taking possession of a chair, Faun leant back, tziglp relaxed
and ready for the interview. Soon after her arravahan entered, a
man with the unmistakable stamp of an R.A.F. pidter staring at
Faun for a moment he took up one of the magazjmag bn the table
and began to flick through the pages. Faun smidgetself; the man
had concluded that she had nothing at all to db thi advertisement
for a co-pilot with this most exclusive of air tédkims.

Both he and Faun glanced up as the door to an ffiee swung
open and a tall man emerged. Another applicantidddcFaun,
scanning his face in an attempt to gain somethiramf his
expression. He had had his interview, and appetrdee a trifle
flustered. The young lady who accompanied him &dbor looked
askance at Faun as she rose from her chair, pngptrienter the
office. With a slight shrug of her shoulders thd gtood aside for
Faun to pass in front of her; then she closed tloe dnd disappeared
through another at the other side of the officee fifan left behind in
the waiting-room had cast a most surprised glanhéeaan, but that
was nothing to the look of blank amazement whielpi¢o the face of
the man in the office—Mr Greenway, who was to iwiew her.

‘Are you Kendall Sheridan?' he inquired frowningly.

Faun said yes, then went on to explain that althdRendall was her
first name, she was known as Faun.

'I'm afraid that Rendall is one of those family msnwhich are so
often inflicted on poor helpless infants.' She laedy though, as she



had never resented having been given her fatheanenHe was a
pilot and he it was who had fired her with the deso fly aeroplanes.

Whatever Mr Greenway thought of her unusual name ned to be
read from his expression, nor did his voice rewaajthing as he
invited her to sit down.

Calm and composed, Faun accepted the chair indicate, slowly
removing her gloves, she placed them on her lap.

The man opposite was staring at her, clearly asga &s to his choice
of words.

'I must admit, at once,' he began eventually, tihaidn't expected a
young lady to apply for the job.’

'‘No," murmured Faun, certain that he had known Bendall F.
Sheridan was a female then he would have refusetth@anterview.
However, an optimist at heart, she felt confidentaading the post
once this man had learned of her accomplishmeriseaperience.
He knew her age, as she had inserted it in theegpawided on the
application form, yet he said, slowly and curiouysly

‘Might | inquire your age, Miss Sheridan?'
She told him, saw that he registered both surpmskeregret.

'I'm very capable in spite of my appearance,’ sldead swiftly, not at
all caring for that sign of regret in his eyes.h&ve all the
qualifications asked for, and the experience. Avld,Greenway, |
have much more besides.' Faun hesitated abouthoodi seeing
that theman was still a little unsure of whethenat to terminate the
interview at once. However, it was soon clear te-heith her quick
inteligence and woman's intuition —that Mr Greegwavas
exceedingly intrigued by his applicant, so he wailttast give her a



hearing. This he did, and for the next fifteen nsuor so he
continued to put questions to her, listening withast rapt attention
to her answers and explanations. He then saidt@asimself,

‘A pilot's and navigator's licences ..." His eyels tb her application
form, lying on the desk in front of him. "You obtad your Captain's
Certificate with Northern Territory Aviation, | sée

‘That's right.’

‘And for the last ten months you've been taking t¢veir V.I.P. staff
operations?'

Faun nodded her head, aware that the man's expregas now one
of deep admiration, and she knew that this admmatias solely for
her accomplishments.

‘Yes, that's correct, Mr Greenway.'

He seemed to give an inward sigh, and to her s@ghe saw a return
of that hint of regret.

‘You have your log book with you?'

'Yes.' She took it from the slim briefcase shelradight with her and
passed it to him across the desk. She watched &iose it closely,
noting the widening of his eyes as the long listhef varied and
important duties passed before his astonished it ciative gaze.
At last he glanced up, his eyes flickering over fage, a face that
seemed so young and fragile now, as Faun .waiteidwsly for his
comments.

'You must be exceedingly proud of this." He tapgeel log book
which he still held in his hand. 'l must say, ihtains one of the most
impressive lists of V.I.P.s I've ever seen.’



'I've carried a fair number of the world's impottpaople,' she agreed
with a sort of quiet modesty that yet was very ralty tinged with
pride. Mr Greenway was obviously impressed by tglesty, since
it showed on his face. 'You will also see,’ addadrf; breaking the
silence that had fallen, 'that I'm fully conversanth the type of
aircraft you operate here.’

The man sitting on the other side of the desk nddiaehead, but for
the moment he said nothing, and Faun looked sp@eeliaat him,
noticing the greying hair, the rather drawn linek hos face
which—she felt sure —made him appear much older tieavas. His
lips were colourless except for the slight bluisigé coming through
the rather parched skin. It struck her forciblytthlt Greenway was
not in the best of health.

He spoke at length, commenting belatedly on whatsid said about
being conversant with the type of aircraft usedhiy particular firm.

‘Yes, you must be conversant with our aircraftirggéhat you've
flown similar machines on so many occasions.'

''ve not only operated them with Northern Terytdkviation, but
also during my pilot training at Hamble.'

Mr Greenway paused again.
'l haven't yet asked why you want to change yol jo
'| prefer to work with a private company.'

'l see. But at present you are working with a largerld-famous
company, Miss Sheridan.'

'l took this job to gain experience, but it's alw@een my ambition to
fly for a private company.'



‘Do your employers know that you have applied fitg post?

‘Yes, of course., They don't want me to leave,douthe other hand
they know of my desires. They'll release me at ohle successful
in being given the post.' Becoming more and morarogtic with
every moment that passed—as there was no mistékeépct that
she had made as good an impression as it was |@g$sibany
applicant to make—Faun was astounded when, on hguingdir back
her log book, Mr Greenway said,

‘Without doubt I'm extremely impressed by your daltges with
aircraft, Miss Sheridan, but unfortunately | am nota position to
offer you the job.'

A profound silence followed this unexpected stateime

'l don't understand, Mr Greenway,' said Faun,rsgeat him. He made
no answer, merely shifting uneasily in his chdfryobu knew you

couldn't offer me the job then why have you wadieth your time

and mine by asking all those questions?' Her voageed a ring of
sharpness, reflecting her rising anger and disapmeint.

'‘My only excuse is that | was intrigued by the uralsThere are few
women of your age who have so much to offer.’ Hekéal
apologetically at her. 'Do forgive me, Miss Shenida

She glanced down, her lips trembling. Never inlherhad she met
with a disappointment as great as this.

‘Do you mind telling me your reasons for turning d@wvn?' she

managed to inquire at length, lifting her head laoping that her eyes
were not as bright as she suspected they werendider that, after
spending all this time here, answering your quastidm entitled to

an explanation.’'



He nodded in agreement, a frown between his eyasd plain that
he was feeling far from comfortable.

‘You're obviously not aware, Miss Sheridan, thateémployment of
female pilots is contrary to the policy of this quamy.'

‘Contrary to the policy?' she repeated. "You mgan,never employ
women, not under any circumstances whatsoever?'

'‘We employ women as cabin staff—stewardessesxample.'

Faun stared at him, her anger growing with everymewt that
passed.

'‘Can | ask why you have this aversion to women tgildMr
Greenway?'

'It's the boss's decision, I'm afraid.'" He stoppm®] a small sigh
escaped him. 'Yes,' he resumed, his j)ale eyed bree more on her
completed application form lying on his blottet's'his decision and
therefore one that must be adhered to. Mr Tarraoldv never

consent to a woman's being in control of one ofaaraft. They're

the last thing in luxury, as you know, and in capssnce are
extremely costly to buy.’

'‘Does Mr Tarrant conclude that, if a woman pilate at's more likely
to end up as a pile of rubble at the end of a ryrtivan if a man pilots
it?' Deep sarcasm edged her tone, but she wasymasslming a
front. Bitter disappointment flooded her whole lgeend she knew
that she would be a long while getting over it. lEhas no doubt in
her mind that if the decision had been left to Me€&way then the
post would have been hers. And, she thought lyftedd she been a
man the post would have been hers. She said, ghhiaua hopeless
tone, 'What about the Sex Discrimination Act?'



'l rather expected you to bring that up,’ rejoiMrdGreenway mildly.
'l suppose you could make a complaint, but | assyae Miss
Sheridan, that when Mr Tarrant makes a decisiaretis little that
could move him.'

Faun looked at him, noting again the signs oh#lalth. She felt sorry
for him, was sure that he too was disappointedghatwas not to get
the job.

'l shan't make a complaint,’ she said tautly. 'Bonly hope, Mr
Greenway, that one day | shall meet this Mr Tarrantl be able to
give him a piece of my mind!'

'l do understand how you feel," sympathised theqgrerel officer.
'‘But as I've said, Mr Tarrant will never sanctitve tmployment of
women pilots.’

‘Mr Tarrant's obviously a man with outdated ideagarding the
inferiority of women,"' she said tartly and, to hsurprise, Mr
Greenway instantly agreed with her.

‘Yes, Miss Sheridan, unfortunately he is.'

Her mouth compressed as, for a moment, she paosedacision.

She could ask to speak to this Mr Clive Tarrant hamd tell him

exactly what she thought of him and his antiquadeds. Yes, she
would ask to see him! But she was told that he was awayesent,
and in any case he would refuse to see her—or gy applicant,

for that matter.

‘These things are left entirely in my hands,' wamtMr Greenway,
whose tone was now one of finality. The intervieasvat an end.

'l warned you, dear.' Her mother's words did nahm assuage the
bitterness which Faun was experiencing over the ¢dshe job on



which she had set her heart. 'lt's plain that wowreadfully
disappointed.’

'I'm more angry than disappointed at this momeaotyvHwish | could
meet up with that pompous, male- opinionated creatwho
considers us inferior! | hate him!" added Faun ahsavagely. 'Even
though I've never set eyes on him!'

‘That's rather strong, dear.' Mrs Sheridan, hex femubled, placed a
comforting hand on her daughter's shoulder. '‘Ggfwurself into a
rage isn't going to help,' she pointed out readgnaifter all, that
isn't the only job of its kind.'

‘But it happens to be the one that | wanidteone!' Faun gritted her
teeth, forming a mental picture of a man whose whagpearance
spelled arrogance and superiority—a tall, angulan mith a cynical
outlook on life and a contemptuous attitude towawdsmen. 'l
expect,' she added, diverting from the actual pecfor a moment,
'that he's frustrated—he was probably crossedve ilo his youth!

Her mother's eyes widened; she seemed to be sspessmile as
she murmured, in tones designed to be soothistpolildn't trouble
yourself over him, dear, or his probable misfortihe

‘Now you're being sarcastic,’ complained Faun inngured voice.
The picture returned and she added to it. The neah dn thin
unattractive mouth, a smile that was in realitynaes. He probably
drank a lot, she thought, and his face would retreafact.

'‘Not at all,’ protested Mrs Sheridan. 'I'm merebinting out the
futility of wasting your time on the wretched man.'

After a moment of frowning silence Faun noddedgreament.



‘You're quite right, darling, as always. Oh, butan't help being
furious!'

'It's understandable that you should be, but tlmeioyou put the
miserable business out of your mind the better.'

'It's so galling," went on Faun, unable to dropdhieject even though
she had agreed that there was nothing to be gaypguirsuing it.
‘Why should any man be like that in these enlightetimes? I'm
working at present; one of the world's largestraed is willing for me
to fly its planes, to accept the responsibility thé safety of its
passengers, so why can't he?hlesthave been crossed in love in hi
youth!" she repeated. "There can be no other rdasdmns dislike of
women, can there?'

'Faun, dear,’ began her mother a trifle impatierithe fact that he
objects to female pilots in no way proves he's ana-hater, which
IS what you're trying to say:'

'I'm sure I'm right.'

'‘Nonsense! And another thing, what makes you asshatehe's an
old man?'

'His Victorian ideas,' replied Faun instantly. $1a'soured old man
with a grudge against our sex.'

Despite her growing impatience Mrs Sheridan hddugh.

‘You are in a state, aren't you? I'll tell you whatve'll all go out to
dinner this evening. It's high time your father gass a treat.’

Faun managed to smile then, just to please heranddut inwardly
she still brooded. It was ridiculous that she hast her job simply



because Clive Tarrant, the power behind the firarxbbured such
old-fashioned ideas about women.

It was just ten days later that Faun receivedtarlbearing the printed
symbol which she instantly recognised.

'It's from Mr Greenway,' she frowned, slitting tbevelope open. 'l
never expected to hear from him again.’

‘Mr Greenway?' repeated Mrs Sheridan, for the mormpezzled.
'Who's he?'

‘The man who interviewed me for that job ..." Fawdice trailed off
as, having opened the letter, she began to readntents.

‘You've got the job, after all!' exclaimed her netlexcitedly as she
saw Faun's expression change. 'Let me see!" Andinga@uickly
towards her, she looked over Faun's shoulder.itHBsn't from Mr
Greenway,' she pointed out, indicating the sigmaairthe end. 'lt's
from a Maurice Slater. Did you meet him that dag@itshook her
head bewilderedly.

'l can't understand it,’ she breathed, her hedaglfeiacreasing with
excitement as she read on. 'There must be somakmjsshe added,
just as if she had to, because the news was tam tgdae true.

‘Mistake? There's no mistake that | can see.' Megi&an pointed to
a particular passage in the letter, and read utdalo. you are hereby
Invited to attend for an air check. On successfuhgletion of this,
and subject to a satisfactory written examinatiod anedical, we
shall be pleased to inform you of the success af wpplication for
the post of co-pilot—navigator with the above compa

'l just can't believe it!"" Faun shook her headallex the latter part of
the interview, and the finality with which she Hagkn told that Clive



Tarrant would never sanction the employment of womits in his
firm. 'l wonder why it's signed by this other man?’

Her mother merely gave a shrug of her shoulders.

'Is that important? The important thing is that ‘yeumanaged to get
the job, after all. | expect Mr Greenway's on hajidor something."'

'‘But he was so emphatic about women not being gragloAt that
time Mr Tarrant would never have taken me on; tmef it.'

‘Do you know what | think?' said her mother. 'Aftér Greenway had
spoken to him and given him a full account of yqualifications Mr

Tarrant saw at once that you'd be a great astet fom and decided
you were far too valuable to lose.’

Farm had to smile. There was not a mother in Emlglemo had more
pride in her daughters' achieve-

‘It would seem that yet again you're right." TugjiRaun hugged her
affectionately. 'And I'm glad you are! Hurrah! 150 happy | could
burst!'

'‘Darling Faun!" Mrs Sheridan shuddered and assumquhined
expression. 'How indelicate you are at times. Qautieal personality
you have.'

Faun laughed.

'‘No such thing,' she protested, her voice as aghir. 'You're always
saying that.'

Her mother sighed and shook her head.

'It's true, Faun, and you know it, deep down ingiole. You like to be
considered tough—the super- efficient pilot of @soes, the



woman who's chosen to do a man's job, just as gmier did,

becoming one of the first woman engineers spemdglisn her

particular field of industry. But unlike Jean yauinot in the least
tough. You're very feminine, and vulnerable— Nopn'tlanterrupt.

I'm having my say this time.'

'You always do,' Faun could not resist insertinthvae mischievous
grin. 'You've tyrannised over the three of us ferlang as | can
remember.’

'‘Rubbish!" But Mrs Sheridan responded to her daartghgrin before
reverting to what she had been saying before ttegruption. 'Yes,
you're vulnerable, and | often worry about you. tipnow, for
example, you've never been in love.'

'I've had no time,' laughed Faun, then added wgghnaace, 'And now
that I've got this marvellous job there certainlgnit be any time.’

‘You only want to be a career girl?" The edge ofiety to her
mother's voice troubled Faun and she frowned. \onb desire for
any of the more natural pleasures of life?'

Unwilling to argue, or to hurt her mother in anyyw&aun merely
replied by saying that if love was to come her vaivell and good,;

if not, then she would be quite content with tlie fate had planned
for her. The subject was then closed and duringsitleace which

followed Faun once again perused the letter.

"'l telephone the company,' she decided, as e ot altogether
satisfied with the way the business had turned Sl had a feeling
of anxiety that something might be wrong.

A few minutes later she was speaking to Mr Greeawy'svsecretary,
learning that the personnel officer was in hosphaling suffered a
stroke while at work. He was still in a coma.



‘Mr Slater has taken over his duties,' added thmgavoman. 'He has
written to you already. You received his letter?'

‘Yes, today.' Faun paused thoughtfully. 'When did3veenway have
this stroke?'

‘The day following the interviews.'

'l see.' Faun expressed her regret for Mr Greemsvl&yess but spoke
mechanically, aware that her misgivings had somendation;

something was wrong. But as yet it was all a puz2&rhaps if she
spoke to Mr Slater she would be given some enlighant. 'Can |
come into the office this afternoon?' she inquaietength.

'If it's important.’
'It's about my appointment,’ returned Faun guakded|

‘You're attending for the air check next week. Yeere advised of
this in the letter you received.'

‘Yes.' Faun paused, her heart racing. That a reajor had occurred
was plain, an error resulting from Mr Greenwaydisposition and

the confusion which would naturally follow. It walidppear that she,
Faun, could benefit by this confusion ... so whgustl she not take a
chance?

‘That's really all that's important,’ the secretags saying, 'the air
check.’

'I'd still like to come in this afternoon, if Mr &er can see me?' Faur
asked if Mr Tarrant was still away from the offimed was told that he
was in the island of Bali at present.

'‘And we don't seem able to contact him," addedjithe



Not in contact with the man who really mattered ...
‘Will Mr Slater see me, do you think?'

'l should have to ask him. I'll do this and ringijmack.' She asked for
the number and was given it by Faun. The next monhenreceiver
clicked at the other end of the line. Faun held h@ra long reflective
interlude before replacing it on its rest. Mr Greay was in a coma,
the girl had told her. Faun felt a sudden tingloignerves, the result
of excitement. Mr Greenway had definitely not irded offering her
the job; in fact he had told her frankly that itsas@ot in his power to
do so. Yet shéhad been offered the job ... but only because N
Greenway was not occupying his usual position asgpeel officer.



CHAPTER TWO

SHE arrived at the office at ten to three, having bgeanted an
interview with Mr Slater for three o'clock. Five mites later she was
sitting in his office, having been conducted theyene of the clerks.
Mr Slater ,, was not there, though the odour ofgie hung heavily
on the air and the clerk assured her that he wasearg far away.
When he did arrive, at a couple of minutes pastehhe smilingly
apologised for keeping her waiting.

‘That's all right," she returned quickly. 'l walittée early.’

'‘Now,' he began briskly when he was seated on ppeste side of
the desk, 'what can | do for you?'

She hesitated, held back by the difficulty of fimglithe right words.
However, Mr Slater saved her the trouble as helsandelighted he
was to meet her, and how happy everyone was apih@ntment of a
woman pilot at last.

'You know about Mr Greenway's sudden illness, ofirse,’ he
continued, appearing to have forgotten all aboaitghestion he had
put to her. This suited Faun, since she was beffgdad the
opportunity of enlightenment as to what had traregpin Mr Green-
way's absence. In this way she would probably leafnthe
circumstances under which the job had been offeydter after all
the personnel manager had said.

'Yes,' she replied. 'l was told about it when épgloned. It's very sad
indeed. Will he be all right eventually?' She eyddSlater as she
spoke, taking in the round jovial face, which shaséf recently well-

soaped. The brown eyes looked straight into hbespushy brows
below wispy hair gave him a homely, benign appesearShe

decided she liked this man, just as she had likedskenway. The
girl who had shown her into the office was alsdharming person,



and it seemed to Faun that the boss must inevibaban alien in such
pleasing company.

'‘He's very ill indeed," answered Mr Slater regibtfuStill in a coma,
went into it while | was there, at the hospita}ing to discover which
one of you had been given the job.’

Faun's nerve-ends prickled; she ventured guardedly,
'He told you he had offered it to me?"'

‘That's right. And you are ready for the air cheekt week? You can
get time off?'

‘Yes, that will be all right. My employers are mdstlpful and
understanding.’

'You seem confident, but then who wouldn't be witbur
background?'

Faun said, still in guarded tones, 'Weren't youpssed at the
appointment of a woman?"'

‘Surprised?' he echoed, brows raised. 'l was adéoljnand even
decided that Kenneth was delirious— the nurse whme that he
would be, but he was perfectly rational, | can essou.’

Faun, who knew full well that she hatbt been given the job,
continued to put her questions cautiously.

'What about the attitude of Mr Tarrant?'

‘The boss? There again | was astounded. That h&lweeear relent
seemed impossible, but Kenneth convinced me thahwie heard of
your capabilities, Mr Tarrant said immediately thatu must be
offered the job.’



'He did?' Flashing in her alert mind was a picturshe always had
formed pictures of people and situations; sometitheg proved to
be correct, but inevitably they were sometimes ®be picture this
time was of the hospital ward, of the man in thd teking to his
colleague about the applicants for the post of itm-ith his
company. The man in the bed appeared to be suffigieational, but
Faun knew instinctively that he was not—that he wasfact
rambling, saying what he would hailked to say, and not what he
shouldhave said.

That he admired the woman applicant was withoustioie; that it

was his personal wish for her to have the job alemt without

question. Faun could imagine this playing on hisdr@ven before he
had had the stroke, could visualise his frustrasibhis inability to

appoint her, for it was now obvious to her thatoly the personnel
manager but everyone else in the office favouredagipointment of
women as pilots. In his ramblings Kenneth Greenhay said what,
in the very beginning, he had wished he could Hagt McTarrant

had relented and therefore the job had been givethé woman

applicant.

Only one question puzzled her. Where was the marGMenway
had chosen for the job? Suddenly Faun had- the andéeeone had
been chosen—because no one had possessed thdcaiatis
demanded by the company. No one with the excemfdmerself.
This fitted in with Faun's conviction that Mr Greesy would most
definitely have chosen her, had it been withingag/er to do so. She
returned her attention to Mr Slater as he repliekler question.

'Yes, Miss Sheridan, Mr Tarrant has offered youjdlhe As I've said,
this news astounded me—as it did the rest of th€ Istre.’

'Mr Tarrant ... He wasn't here when | had the néw.'



'He wasn't in the office—no." Appearing to be fiiquzzled by the
irrelevancy of her statement, Mr Slater stared tjieisigly at her.

‘Mr Greenway was able to get in touch with himidateen?'

'‘Obviously. He had not then decided to go to Bdhgaurse. He's
there at the present time—nbut | understand Mr Grvegis secretary
informed you of this during your telephone conveosawith her. It's

a pity you won't be seeing him yet awhile.’

Faun said nothing to this. The last person sheeukiiotsee at present
was the detestable boss of the exclusive Tarrarg!lHer thoughts
returned to what Mr Slater had said earlier, anel S that it all
fitted in with the picture she had formed, with theory she had
come to regarding the ramblings of Mr Greenway.ré&éh&as no
doubt in her mind that Mr Tarrant hawbt been consulted, simply
because Mr Greenway knew it would be pointlesskolam to take
on a woman pilot. How very convincing the persomrmahager must
have been, though, to deceive Mr Slater in this.way

‘The young lady | spoke to on the telephone saidhgdn't any
contact with Mr Tarrant at present.' Faun spokeahs though she
was filled with elation at ihe turn of events. Orste was employed
by the firm, she could not be dismissed—not with i as it now
stood. 'Do you know how long he will be away?'

Mr Slater shrugged his shoulders, glancing at #ikéng as if to gain
enlightenment there.

'It could be as long as a couple of months; hesbooing business
with pleasure. He's an idea he might open an hioeeé.'

'In Bali? How exciting!



‘A truly beautiful island, so we are given to be&eMr Tarrant's been
there several times.' He paused a moment. 'ltte tjuie that we are
unable to get in touch with him, but this is ndbgkther unusual. He
has interests in that part of the world and coulthct be travelling to
somewhere like Bangkok or some other place arcoatdquarter.'

Faun was not particularly interested in what Mrt&lavas now
saying. Rather was her mind on the duration of tineeboss would
be away—two months. Time to prove her merit to rien whose
opinion of women was so small! Yes, she would showshe could
do as well as any of his other pilots!

‘Shall you have to work a month's notice?' Mr Slatas inquiring
presently.

'‘No; my employers know I've applied for this joldahey are wilting
to release me—if it should be necessary, that &% looked
interrogatingly at him, saw him shake his head.

.. 'l don't think there's any real urgency, Misg@&han. However, you
just go on and arrange things to suit yourself.rgvable to take you
on immediately you've satisfied us with your aieck, and the exams
mentioned in the letter.'

'l haven't given this part of it much thought yeg'gan Faun, then
turned her head as the door opened and a youngtmadh there. He
instantly apologised for the intrusion.

'l didn't know you were engaged, Maurice,' he adgedparing to
withdraw. Mr Slater gestured him to come forward.

‘This is Miss Sheridan, our first lady pilot. MiStheridan—Patrick
Goulding, one of our co-pilots.’



'‘Lord," ejaculated the young man, staring at heammazement, ‘how
old are you?'

‘What a tactless question to ask a lady,' chidedSMter. 'l should
ignore it, Miss Sheridan.'

Faun laughed and said, 'I'm older than | look, Mul@ing.'
"You must be! If you weren't you'd still be in thehoolroom!'
Another laugh escaped her.

‘Thank you, Mr Goulding. | really must consider gy myself a
white wig and some spectacles.’

Grinning, he came closer, and stood looking dowmeat
'l wouldn't bother. | like you as you are.'

Faun said nothing. Having received this sort of glament so many
times before, she was beginning to find it rathiales She was
wondering why the pilot had not been more surpriggdher
appointment, but suddenly realised that this mlisady have been
much discussed by all the members of the airliat. st

‘Can | offer you my congratulations?' Patrick Gaujdwas saying.
‘You've done an amazing thing, but | expect yowktitat already?'

'‘Miss Sheridan is fully aware that her impressieord has broken
down the boss's aversion to women. She deservesialndon't you
think?'

'Indeed yes! | still find it almost impossible telieve the miracle's
been worked. Clive's been so dogmatic about theliability of
women in general. You've made a remarkable breaugn, Miss
Sheridan.'



‘She certainly has,' agreed Mr Slater enthusidistica

Although interested in all this interchange Faud har mind fixed

mainly on the more serious side of the situatidratEhe was running
a risk did not for a moment escape her. For althaslge had told
herself that she could not be sacked, she wad aditsure that Clive

Tarrant would not, somehow, contrive to get richef. She would

then be out of a job, having thrown up the excelji@n she had at the
present time. For a fleeting moment caution toldtbddrold on to this

job, but soon she was seeing the challenge presenmteer. She just
had to prove to the detestable Clive Tarrant thatvsas more than
capable of handling his aeroplanes.

The two men were talking and the word eccentrighatber ear.

'l can't agree with you that he's eccentric,' Mit&lwas saying with a
frown, 'just because he likes to disappear for dewlo get away
from the worries of the business. When he's hemelver lets up, as
you know.' Patrick Goulding said nothing to thisldvr Slater added
with a grin, 'lI'd do the same were | in his pogsitidfter all, he does
have hischere amievith him.'

'He has a girl-friend?' ejaculated Faun withoupptog to think. 'At
his age!'

'His age?' blinked Patrick. 'How old do you thirkik, for heaven's
sake?'

She coloured, realising just how absurd her inpgron was.

'I've no idea," she answered lamely, flickerindaage in Mr Slater's
direction and seeing that he too wore an expressiagurprise. 'l
somehow gained the impression that he was getting gears.’

'Well, | don't know how,' said Mr Slater.



'‘He wouldn't be very pleased to hear it." Patridul@ing looked at
Faun with a hint of amusement in his eyes. 'Cligssson thirty-four,
Miss Sheridan— and handsome with it!"

'He is?' So her picture of him had flaws, it wosdem.

‘Very. A most attractive man is our boss. The tahe outdoor type,
bronzed and all the rest that appeals to the &if ke added with a
laugh. 'He's a pilot himself, incidentally. Had doHd-term
commission in the R.A.F." Patrick Goulding wouldvlaadded to
this, but Mr Slater, glancing at his watch, broutiet conversation to
an end, saying apologetically,

You'll have to excuse me, Miss Sheridan, but dmeppointment in
five minutes' time.' He smiled at her and made soa®ial remark
about the air-check she was soon to be taking. ,TWweh both the
men wish-ing her luck, Faun left the office andwdrderself home.

The air-check and examination were over; the médiea been
taken the day previously, given by Faun's own do&nd now she
was sitting in the office of the deputy managingedior of the
Tarrant Line, a little tired, but well pleased witér efforts. Sitting in
front of her was a tall thin man who had introduteaself as Mr
Norton.

‘Nice to meet you, Miss Sheridan,' he began, themt wn to tell her
he had heard all about her from Mr Slater. She weadectly
composed, waiting to hear that the job was hers Slhe did hear,
with the added words,

'‘On behalf of Mr Tarrant, may | welcome you to staff of the
famous Tarrant Line? As you know, the boss is aatgyresent, but



undoubtedly he'll be delighted to make your acgaaice when he
eventually arrives back in England.'

Faun looked away, hiding her expression. It cowdfimny, this

situation in which she found herself—could turn tube a comedy
of errors with a happy ending ... but she very miiati her doubits.
Whether she would eventually come to the point whsre could
look forward to the meeting with her new boss walsadable. For the
present, she would not care if he stayed on in alihe rest of his
life!

'If there's nothing else ..." Faun looked at Mrtdoracross the desk.
She was eager to get home and tell her motherahs.n

'You want to be going--?' He stopped, frowningadsiock sounded
on the office door. 'Come in,' he said abruptlyd aimoment later he
was being handed a note by a young lady he hackssklt as Miss
Bruce. The girl spoke to Faun softly as Mr Nortead the note.

‘Congratulations, Miss Sheridan. We still can'tidaad you've done
it!"

Faun merely acknowledged this with a smile, foregea nine days'
wonder if Clive Tarrant should remain adamant emeugh she had
proved her worth.

'‘How many crews have we out at the moment?' Mr dwdstfrown
had deepened; it was clear that some kind of e drél occurred.

‘All except one.’
'‘We shall need that one in a hurry.’

'I've already called them in.’



‘The devil you have!" Mr Norton gave her a glanted@miration.
‘What a pleasure it is to have a super- efficiéadf sbout me.'

‘A Colles' fracture," mused Miss Bruce with a grima'He'll be as
mad as a bull, | shouldn't wonder.’

‘Never known him to be laid up before.’

Mr Norton looked at Faun, and his mind was recditelder desire to
leave. He smiled and told her she could go, whieh did at once,
promising to let him know the exact date when shédctake up her
duties with the firm.

Her mother was quite naturally delighted, and yairFsensed a hint
of anxiety about her and knew that she was thinkwatjher daughter
would be so wrapped up in this new job that sha\temo time for
men and romance. Marriage for both Faun and Jeanwliat Mrs
Sheridan really wanted; she envied her friends whad
grandchildren coming to see them at the week-ends.

Faun's father was happy indeed; he saw no reasgnhvghtwo
daughters should not remain career girls if thewished.

‘You didn't have ideas like that when you persitydradgered me to
marry you!' was his wife's tart rejoinder when hesswnwise enough
to mention how he felt about Faun's new appointm#iau didn't
care a toss that | was giving up such a promisarger!'

'‘Have you ever regretted it, dear?'

‘You know | haven't—and therein lies the strengtimg argument
regarding my daughters. If they find the right sirhusbands they'll
never regret giving it all up for marriage.'



‘Shall we change the subject, pet?' suggested\kilu@ little laugh.
'If the right one comes along then | promise ybgive him my most
careful consideration.'

'If you take that sort of businesslike attitudertlyeu'll frighten him
away!'

‘Tell me,' said Mr Sheridan, deciding to changesthigiect before his
daughter became impatient, ‘'when do you start with Tarrant
Line?'

' can start as soon as | like.'

‘You can?' he said, considering. 'l would advise yo start right
away, then.'

She nodded. Her employers had offered to releasarteso there
were no obstacles to her taking up the job at ddoee time to show
her worth, she thought, little knowing that fateswsoon to take a
hand and that she was not to have that two moffiisadl.

It was early evening three days later when the eplaagan its
approach to Denpasar airfield. The runway lightsewa view and
Faun made her final transmission to the tower, rminog the
authorities that they were about to land. Afterdiag, the aircraft
was prepared for the following day's flight andrthiee crew took a
taxi to the Bah Beach hotel where Clive Tarrant staging, with his
girl-friend.

In the taxi Faun tried not to think of the comimgerview with her
formidable boss, and managed to do so, but onhetbgcting on the
events leading up to this flight to the island @B



She had told her employers she had got the joledafsk immediate
release and been given it. Two days later shedilahtup her duties
with Tarrant Line and immediately learned that than who had
injured his wrist was none other than Clive Tartantself, who had
suffered the accident as a result of surf-ridingled beautiful Sanur
Beach.

The next thing Faun knew was that the crew desaghtat bring him
home were a man short, as the copilot had gone sick

‘You can take his place,’ said Mr Norton casudltywould seem
you're to meet your boss much sooner than you ¢xgéc

Faun's heart had sunk; she could see herself onbdf within the
next few days. If only she had been given that teamths—or one
month, even ... Now,she knew it was most unlikeft she would be
able to keep the job she had set her heart upbhfrgn the moment
of reading the advertisement.

‘The boss isn't going to be pleased at the dé¥al¢colm Devonshire
had commented at the start of the trip. 'We'd lgauee out the day
before yesterday, but Joe was off-colour. We waithdd to,
because there wasn't anyone to take his placesag @her crew had
assignments for the next week or so. Joe made prmueament and in
fact he's now in bed, and his wife has sent fodthetor.’

Malcolm was speaking to her now, as he sat begdalihe back of
the taxi.

‘Thanks, Faun, for a most pleasant trip. Mr Norsamd you were
good and you are." He spoke with sincerity and Hanew that the
prejudice against women pilots was plainly dyirfgorly she could
convince Clive Tarrant that she was as good asvay ... But her
opportunity had gone, and she chafed against etz in being



forced to meet him much sooner than would otherlas been the
case.

A little cough from the captain reminded her thatwas expecting a
comment. She turned to him with a ready smile, kimgnhim for
letting her fly the plane.

'l really did enjoy that leg from Bombay to Caleyttshe added.
‘Thank you very much.'

The hotel was reached, a luxurious building with plm-shaded
grounds coming right down to the Sanur Beach. Mtrekelled
though she was, Faun had never seen anything ldkatehis exotic
setting, with the smooth coral sands and the cemiamarine sea
caressing the shore.

Malcolm made himself known at the reception degkyias handed a
message, grimacing as he read it.

'‘We're to see the boss as soon as we arrive,'lthd=&mn and the
steward. Faun's pulse quickened even though shenaehalled all
her courage, assuring herself she was ready to timiedioss, and to
do battle with him if necessary.

'‘Can | wash and change first?'

'l expect so,' replied Malcolm obligingly. 'We'lle®t here, in the
lobby, in about twenty minutes' time. Okay?'

She nodded, although she would have preferredia ldnger. A
shower would not have come amiss, she thoughtt aeiuld have to
come later.

Promptly at the appointed time she was back if thbby. She had
changed into a sleeveless cotton dress of a gletgred design; her



long chestnut hair fell luxuriously on to her shawrns, giving a very
feminine effect, and she thought rather dejectédéit she looked
exceedingly young as well.

‘Come on,' smiled Malcolm, his appreciative gazttlisg on her
lovely face for a second or two. 'Let's see howinkalid is.’

The suite of rooms occupied by Clive Tarrant arsdgmil-friend was
the last thing in luxury, and one of the most eXgden suites in the
hotel, Faun later learned. The sitting-room intachishe and the two
other crew members entered had a balcony facingdingens, the
shore and the sea beyond. But for the moment #dighdful view
was lost on Faun as she looked at the man sittiagchair by another
window, which was wide open. In one glance she taake crisp,
light-brown hair, shining and inclined to wave, 8teaight eyebrows
and deep-set blue eyes beneath lazy, hooded lidsseTeyes were
piercing and hard as metal. The features wereiaguthe skin clear
and deeply tanned. High cheekbones gave an angspect to his
face, and a quality of ruthless- ness. The mouthtiva and yet there
was a certain sensuousness about it which conviRaad that the
man was by no means as cold and unemotional awshie have
expected.

‘Hello, Ingrid." Malcolm greeted Clive Tarrant'slgriend with a

faint smile before turning his attention to Clivarfant himself.

'Sorry to see you all plastered like this--' He @@ hand, indicating
the plaster which went from Clive's wrist to hib@.

'‘Cut out the corny jokes. Where's Joe? And whhig?t His insolent
glance flickered to Faun, then back to Malcolm. &tvkept you? |
expected you two days ago.' His glance moved to nipnthe
steward, who was standing by the door. 'You carhgosaid, and the
young man departed—probably with a sigh of retledught Faun, as
it was plain that the boss was not in the best@dats.



‘Joe's sick; that's what caused the delay, as tha&seonly our crew
available when your message came through. Howkiiss, Sheridan
came to us, which was fortunate for you, since waldn't have been
"'here yet if she hadn't. Miss Sheridan, meet tb&sbClive Tarrant.’

Clive Tarrant merely nodded impatiently, scarcebticing when
Faun said, marvelling at the steadiness of heryditow do you do,
Mr Tarrant?'

'For the lord's sake be more explicit, he commendEmost
glowering at Malcolm. 'If Joe's sick then who cam#h you?'

'‘Who ...?"' Malcolm looked at him as if he doubtésl danity. ‘Miss
Sheridan, of course. Haven't | just said so?'

Faun decided it was time she spoke; on this oceakimvever, her
voice was far from steady.

'I'm the new co-pilot, Mr Tarrant. | stood in faye}-'

‘The--!" It was Ingrid who uttered the exclamati@live Tarrant was
merely staring at Faun, obviously lost for wordéod're crazy!
continued Ingrid. 'Clive never employs women pilokdalcolm,

what's this all about?'

Clive Tarrant turned his attention to her. One Isekmed to deflate
the girl, for she moved over to a chair and satrddver cheeks tinged
with crimson.

‘Malcolm,' said Clive Tarrant in a very soft tof&n in no mood for
riddles. I've asked you to be more explicit?'

The captain, obviously aware now that all was nghtr looked
bewilderedly from his boss to Faun. She was palg,tblerably
composed. She knew she must speak to Clive Tarrgmivate and



was waiting an opportunity to request this. Thd, dirgrid, was
watching her keenly, though she ventured no compséiitsmarting
as she was under the admonishing glance she haideddrom Clive
Tarrant.

Malcolm spoke at length, his voice edged with atyxie

'‘Miss Sheridan is, as she's told you, our new tm-phShe started
with us yesterday and was able to come with meis.voice trailed
off. 'Something's radically wrong, isn't it?'

For a long and awful silence Faun and Clive Tarstated at one
another. Then he said, still in that same soft wheice,

'‘Miss Sheridan--' He stopped, shaking his head fasotally
bewildered. 'Perhaps you will explain what thiallsabout?' The blue
eyes flickered over her with more interest tharolkeftaking in, she
felt sure, how young she looked, and how littiéefitto handle an
aeroplane.

'It's quite true, Mr Tarrant,’ said Faun quietlyarn working for you,
as a pilot. This is my first trip with your firm--'

‘How the devil did you land the job,' broke in Malio, 'if Clive knew
nothing about it?"

Clive's eyes slid to his.

‘Yes,' he murmured in a very soft tone, 'how theldid she land the
job?'

‘We all believed that you had sanctioned her agpunt.’
‘Then you're all fools." The voice remained softGlve Tarrant

added, 'Miss Sheridan, you appear to know all tissvars, so get on
with it!"



Faun swallowed, as a little ball of anger had sétith her throat. She
requested that she speak to him in private, bghbek his head.

'‘Get on with it," he repeated, his hard eyes bantmher.
She glared at him.

'‘Only if you do as | ask,' she said tautly, ‘witluybe put fully in the
picture.'

'Faun,’ interposed Malcolm in a pleading voice,dtvim heaven's
name is this all about?’

‘Are you issuing me with an ultimatum?' inquiredv€l Tarrant,
ignoring the captain's question.

'If you see it that way, Mr Tarrant, then yessitain ultimatum.’

A gasp from Ingrid, and a visible start by Malcolraun, still pale
but composed, waited for Clive Tarrant to make ispind. The icy
glow in his eyes, the tightness of his mouth, titke ldrifts of crimson

creeping up the sides of his jaw ... all these thghthe fury that was
rising within him. Faun would have wagered her [astny that no
one had ever issued an ultimatum to him before.l|Welnew

experience would do him no harm, she thought, {es sliding for

the moment to the girl. Slinky, would be how herthay would

describe Ingrid's figure. She was tall, and superbessed in a
trouser-suit of fine white linen. Her dark hair wiasmaculate, her
skin clear and creamy. She had very full lips, adk, a long neck
around which was a gold necklace made of littlessta the centre of
each was a small diamond. A present from Clive?deoed Faun,
her glance returning to him in time to see him makemperative
gesture with his hand. Malcolm turned stiffly anpkeoed the door;
Ingrid made no move to leave her chair, but Cliverant said
harshly,



'‘Leave us!" and she got up at once, following Miahcas he left the
room. '‘Well?' encouraged Clive softly as soon agithor was closed.

Faun moved towards a chair.

'‘May | sit down?' she asked, pointedly reminding bf his omission.
He seemed to grit his teeth, though his voice wastcand suave
when he replied,

'By all means, Miss Sheridan.’

Thank you.' Sedately she took possession of thie, @maoothing her
dress before beginning to speak. She heard hiswmdbreath of
impatience but ignored it. When she did preserglyifbto explain he
made no interruption at all until she said,’Of cayrl realised a
mistake had been made--'

‘But you carried on regardless?’

‘It was a challenge, Mr Tarrant. | felt that, witlho months in which
to prove my capabilities, | had the sort of advgatavhich would
serve me in good stead.'

‘Then you were wrong, Miss Sheridan.'

She looked at him with a frank and direct stare.

'l can prove to you that I'm as capable as anyrathgour pilots.'
He was shaking his head even before she had fohigbeaking.
‘You can prove no such thing,' he said.

‘You're not intending to give me the opportunity?'

He smiled then, a detestable smile.



‘This time youare right, Miss Sheridan. | am not intending to givi
you the opportunity.’

'‘Why?' she queried briefly and with a curt edgbdovoice.

'‘Miss Sheridan,’ he said in measured tones, 'l @ninnthe habit of
having my decisions questioned by a member of @y.'st

A 'Am | a member of your staff?' she countered,blendo resist
seizing this opportunity of forcing a direct ansvirem him.

‘No, Miss Sheridan, you are not.’

'In that case,' she reasoned, not without a glinmher smile, ‘lam
able to question your decision, yes?'

The blue eyes narrowed to slits.
‘No one,' he returned arrogantly, 'ever questiopsletisions.’
Faun's eyes were kindling.

‘There is now a law in our country, Mr Tarrant, @rhigoes by the
name of the Sex Discrimination Act. You are no lengllowed to
favour either sex when seeking an employee.'

Clive Tarrant was now evincing a small degree ahbur.

'l had expected this to come," he said with maddgeoalm. ‘Make no
mistake, Miss Sheridan, I'm more than capablembreng you from
my firm.'

She was sure of it, too. This man would never b&atkd to, not by
anyone at all. Of course, she could put up a fight,even if she did
manage to come out on top, she had no illusionatdier ability to
remain with his firm. As he had so confidently as=# he would



remove her. She said at last, hoping to keep tfeztien out of her
voice,

'‘Am | to take it that | no longer work for your cpamy, Mr Tarrant?"
Faintly he inclined his head.
‘Youare correct, Miss Sheridan,’ he replied inexorably

She paused a while, but with nothing to lose sluédéd to give him
the set-down he deserved.

'In that case,' she said, 'I'm in a position tb yel exactly what |
think about you.' She stopped, awaiting his readtiothe form of a
cutting rejoinder, but al-though some kind of emotwas stirred
within him —betrayed by the slow pulsation of aveein. the side of
his cheek—nhis face remained an unreadable maskaylopinion,’'
she continued, 'you're a pompous, arrogant, sétfikmpated fool--'

'Fool!" he ejaculated, and she knew that this ooedvhad really
found its mark. 'Why, you--!'

‘Yes,' she broke in, determined to have her full aol! You're a
fool to yourself for not retaining the servicesagberson who has all
the qualifications you require—and morerere Mr Tarrant!'

'You know how to blow your own trumpet, that's &ure.' Clive
Tarrant's voice was surprisingly controlled as Hdeal, 'There's a
saying that self-praise is no recommendation.’

'l was not indulging in self-praise, Mr Tarrantvés stating a fact.'
Clive looked contemptuously at her.

‘You've certainly got an inflated opinion of youfsehe sneered.
‘However, it so happens that these marvellous figatlons you say



you have are of no interest to me. I've worked wittmen pilots and,
by God, I'd not risk my life by allowing one to fige!"

‘Doesn't it ever occur to you that you're livingbaba hundred years
behind the times? You ought to have lived whenuicgorian father
was ruling his household with a rod of iron!

‘And when a female like you would have been givdaaste of his
walking-stick on her backside.'

Colour rushed to Faun's face. If only she dareg8lap that sneering
mouth of his! Instead, she told him he was the sudean she had
ever met, and that one of the things he oughtaimle/as to guard his
tongue.

'If you don't,' she warned quiveringly, 'it'll ggiu into a great deal of
trouble!

He laughed then, and rejoined with sardonic amusgme

'Riled, are you, by that mention of chastisemeni8sMsheridan,
women like you would bring our world to ruin if yousere given a
free hand in things in general.’

‘You don't appear to have read about the equafitthe sexes.
Women are in everything nowadays. My sister's ajineer.'

The cold blue eyes opened very wide.

'‘How very disappointing for your mother when shecdvered she
had broughtwo Amazons into the world."'

'You're detestable!



'‘And you're just about the most unattractive fenfigkeever met.' His
tones were quiet, his eyes glimmering with a sbamused disdain.
'‘Why don't you women keep to your own territory?'

‘The kitchen, Mr Tarrant?' Her eyes swept over himan settled for a
space on the plaster encasing his right arm. '@rgps just that little
area round the sink? Is that where you'd likenid #very one of my
sex?'

He laughed and replied whimsically, 'They'd cettabe safer there
than trying to fly aeroplanes.'

‘Trying?' She glanced scornfully at him. "You'renteonptible! You
won't even allow yourself to think on logical lindscanfly planes.
I've just come from one of the largest companigbéworld.'

'I'm not interested in the mistakes made by otlenganies. While
I'm in charge of the Tarrant Line no females willhy planes.’

'‘Would you kindly stop referring to me as a femafghe was
consumed by fury and wished she could have foundag of
reducing his male egotism to the very dust.

'So you don't even consider yourself a female?'sttisight brows
lifted a fraction. '"You're still a female, despiteur tendencies to
jump into the male world of science.' His eyespiast and amused,
rested on Faun's firm delectable curves. 'Yes,,ipmsre a female all
right.’

She went hot with embarrassment, yet at the sanmeedhe was able
to fling at him,

‘A more disgusting male than you I've never sdda!said nothing,
but his lips curved in a smile of sheer amuseméatwas having fun
at her expense, actually enjoying the diversiorugid about by this



word-sparring which was taking place between th#ls.as well for
the world as a whole that your particular despofe is in the
minority. In fact," added Faun, her voice vibratingh wrath, 'your
type is so unimportant as to be neglible in yoteatfon our society!

'‘Despotic?' He coloured slightly. So another bat found its mark,
she thought, deriving extreme satisfaction from khewledge. He
shrugged his shoulders, as if he had noticed hisfaztion and was
endeavouring to deflate it for her. 'I'm not in 1kast interested in
what effect | might or might not have on society. my own

particular firm | give the orders, and they're obeyYou knew by
your own admission that Greenway wouldn't havemgi@u the job

had he been in his senses; he knew my wishes amtuilaintending

to adhere to them.’

Faun rose from the chair.

'l shall demand compensation,' she threatened.
‘Compensation?' he echoed with a lift of his brows.
'I've given up an excellent job to come to your pany.'

'‘By your own admission you've indulged in sharpcpca." The
dryly-spoken challenge was accompanied by a shbkeedead. 'l
shouldn't cherish any wild dreams of compensatiba,'advised.
‘You're not en- tided to any.'

She stood there, eyeing him with the greatest ogpite

‘You're shirking your responsibilities as well adopting this
insufferable, egotistical attitude regarding thie iself?'

'I'm a businessman--' He stopped, then asked @&masoft tone what
she was looking at him like that for.



'I'd like to bring your pride to the dust!' shelreg.

'‘Be very careful,' recommended Clive Tarrant irmagkrously quiet
voice, 'for if you aren't you might find yourselfranded on this
island. | could flatly refuse to allow you on myapk, remember.’

'l expect | should get home,' retorted Faun, liftirer head. 'I'm not a
pauper, Mr Tarrant. I've been earning a very halarg up till now.'

‘A man's salary,’ he murmured, and she answeredpoiee soft and
dignified,

The salary for the job, Mr Tarrant. Equal pay f.which you
obviously don't approve.’

‘You are quite right, | don't approve.’

'l wish,' she said with a sigh, 'we could part campnow! The idea
of having your company on that plane for all thbears appals me!'

His mouth compressed.

I've warned you, we'll be parting company on tkland!" Faun said
nothing and he added curiously, 'l wonder whatAhgzon would
like to do at this moment?"

She was at the door by this time, but she swungddoo face him.
'‘Would you really like to know?'

'I'd be most interested.' His lips twitched; thedsaic amusement
that had edged his tone was reflected in his egmmes

'I'd like to have you in my power for about fivermates or so.’



'Indeed?' He laughed outright. 'I'm afraid thered the remotest
possibility of that, Miss Sheridan."'

‘Unfortunately, no." She opened the door and warit vaithout
another word.

Insufferable, hateful creature! She could willindigve subjected
him to some kind of barbaric torture!



CHAPTER THREE

THE plane soared up from the airfield at Bali, withuRand Malcolm

in the cockpit and Clive Tarrant, Ingrid and Tommyhe passenger
cabin behind. Looking down at the string of islastietching across
the calm blue sea, Faun likened them to a neckilhgems nestling

on a bed of indigo velvet. However, the chief oatign of her mind

was the weather brief which they had received fitoeriMet. Office at

Bali just as they were preparing to take off fangaipore, which was
the first leg of the trip from Bali to England. Theef had not been at
all favourable and Malcolm had been inclined tagliehe start of the
trip, but he was overruled by his boss, who indiste taking off.

'l have to say this, then--' Malcolm paused a mdmasnf choosing
his words with care, conscious that he was speakiigs employer.
However, he obviously failed to produce any tactiudy of
delivering his message and Faun heard him continlibe
responsibility's all yours, Clive.'

'l accept it,’ curtly and with a note of irritatiam his voice. He was
obviously in a foul mood, thought Faun, lookindghah with disgust.
Never had she met so hateful a specimen of manhd#edvould

make a most abominable invalid, and Faun couldarothe life of

her understand what the glamorous Ingrid couldrskan. However,

everyone to his or her own taste; there must beeung about the
detestable creature that appealed to the girl.

‘We're likely to run into cumulo-nimbus, with thegsibility of active

thunderstorms,' Faun had warned Clive, but thisndideven bring a
comment from him. There would then be severe ternd, she had
added for good measure, but again received no mespdow, she
was more than a little troubled, but she remainlethts certain that
any further warning from her would fall on deafsadWNere she the
captain of this plane she would immediately turouad and seek
permission to land—Clive Tarrant or no Clive Tatraoss of the



airline he might be, and owner of this machindut. always it was
the captain who had command, full command. Howef/&talcolm
chose to give way to his boss then there was rgthiat Faun could
do about it.

*

Sitting on Malcolm's right hand, she gave herseitroto private
thought, reflecting with anger on a conversatioa Isad accidentally
overheard as, about to pass the door of Clive fasraoom ten
minutes or so after her battle of words with hime $1ad stopped
abruptly on hearing Malcolm mention her name, tble® heard him
add,

‘You'd never fault her flying ability, Clive.'

‘That's your opinion. As I've just said, you're tegive her a leg. I'm
having no female flying me!'

‘She'd fly the machine as well as you or |, pégdisvialcolm, and
Faun's heart warmed to him—just as it frpze whenesren thought
of Clive Tarrant. 'I'll personally guarantee yoo&ler fault her.’

There's no need for any guarantee. She just ddistiiiat machine.
She'll keep to the role of navigator; that's myfiword.'

Crimson with fury, Faun had moved on without hegqramy more.
All she wanted was to get back to England and sayligye to Clive
Tarrant for ever.

‘We're meeting the turbulence." Malcolm's troubleice brought
Faun back to the present and she nodded in agréemen

‘There's a big formation of cumulo-nimbus. We'refan trouble,
that's for sure.' Using the search radar, Faunkekethe front that



was steadily building up. The front's extensivieg said presently, a
frown creasing her brow. 'A hundred to a hundredi thirty miles in
length, | should estimate.' Glancing at the cafggnofile, she saw
that it was set and motionless. She herself waseteorofoundly
anxious about the weather into which they weraflyiDo we climb
over it or do we go under it?' she was asking ptigsebut Malcolm,
deep in concentration, appeared not to have heard\aturally he
was troubled, and she wondered why he did not issauthority and
insist on returning to Bali. However, the decisiaas entirely his and
it would seem that he felt he could get the aitctiafough safely.
Faun thought of the man at the back, sitting thete his girl-friend
and the steward. He was probably listening onritexcom to all that
was being said in the cockpit, and should Malcolakena decision
that did not suit Clive, then Faun was sure he danterrupt, even
though he had no right to do so, seeing that Malsolvord was law.

‘See if you can find a gap | can get through,' edéalcolm at last
and, re-tuning the radar, Faun immediately made rbeessary
search.

There's a small gap about twenty degrees to gbg,5aid, tilting the
radar in an attempt to focus the picture of the twmulo-nimbus
clouds. 'lt's about three miles wide.'

‘Three miles.' Malcolm pursed his lips. 'We mighdtjmake it.'

Faun again tilted her radar, seeing the two towkcsoud—the dark
and threatening cumulo-nimbus which would presepwily, closing
the gap. At the moment, though, the gap was thaveut three
thousand feet high, and although the turbulenceinvihe gap would
most certainly be felt, there would not be the dagpdraught which
always occurred in the centre of the cloud.



'‘Can we make it?' Faun was becoming doubtful. §d@s closing
rather quickly. We won't get through,' she decidemyning heavily
as they approached the gap.

‘I must try,' returned Malcolm, and Faun said naen&he was again
wondering if Clive Tarrant had his headset on aad Vistening to
their conversation. Yes, he would be listening, tiat was he
thinking?

Suddenly, shooting into the darkening sky was awvhite flash,
followed almost instantaneously by a clap of thundée aircraft,
being in a region of -severe turbulence, was b&sged about and
Faun could only hope that those at the back weep@ed in. She
thought of the girl and wondered how she was takihthis.

Another brilliant flash, another clap of thunddre tmain lights went
out, but the emergency lights came on immediately.

After a moment Faun said, 'The radio's not workemgd the
compasses have stumbled.’

Malcolm gave a sharp exclamation. By now, thoughtrf; he would
surely have decided that he ought not to have alib@ive Tarrant
to make a decision that should have been his andltine.

'So we've now no directional reference?’

‘No, I'm afraid not ..." Faun's voice faded as Mhitg putting a hand
to his chest, uttered another sharp exclamationshedrealised at
once that both this and the first one were indicetithat he was in
pain. No sooner had this fact struck her than slaechhim say, in low
and jerky tones,

'‘God, I've got the most agonising pain here--' Wagds broke as,
throwing up a hand, he slumped forward in his ga&yented from



falling only by his harness. Faun's heartbeatskgmed; she wasted
no time on questions but instantly took commanthefaircraft, her
one and only thought being to get it out of thidtlence and into
clear air. The altimeter and artificial horizon westill working and
after checking the radar she decided to descend.ghinced at
Malcolm, still slumped in his seat, motionlessjfdse were dead. It
would not be the first time a pilot had died in tdexkpit, but it was
the first time Faun had experienced anything lis,tand it was
frightening; this she had to admit. Her heart vimslibing wildly; her
nerves would have played her up had she not detediyi kept a
tight rein on them. She was in sole charge of theradt now that
Malcolm was no longer able to fly it. She was thptain—the only
person on board with the authority to issue orddmy was Clive
Tarrant going to accept the situation? she wonddresitating for a
moment before speaking to him on the intercom. ke quietly,
gratified to discover that there was not even eetiat unsteadiness in
her voice as she told Clive what had happened.

‘Malcolm's unconscious!" he repeated, cutting ifotgeshe could
make any reference to the lightning strike thegdeived. "What
happened?’

'He just slumped over the controls. I'm now in degr she
added—and would dearly have loved to see the ddliestnan's
expression. 'I'm endeavouring to break throughftbrg. Until | have
there's nothing we can do for Malcolm.’

Clive agreed at once. With the aircraft being tdsabout by the
violent currents it was impossible either for himtbe steward to
discard their harness and come forward.

Under Faun's expert hands the aircraft was gradbatlught from
the turbulence into clear air, and at last Cliveneaforward,
accompanied by Tommy.



'Is he ... dead?' asked Tommy in an awed voiceeCWhose hand
had slid to Malcolm's heart, announced that hestiidreathing.

‘We'll get the harness off and then take him to-gassenger cabin.
Tommy, move as quickly as you can; I'll do my begh my one
good arm.' Clive spoke with quiet authority and i-aealised he had
taken full command. She bit her lip, angry at thegance of "his
approach, yet at the same time she had to adnihisavas certainly
not the time to begin arguing out the point tha slas the captain of
the aircraft and, therefore, in full control. Thghitning strike had
been severe and Faun began at once to make a ¢erhpledling
check in order to discover the extent of the dantadiee aircraft. She
was soon breathing freely, the machine's performabeing
satisfactory, much to her surprise.

Clive, although appearing to be giving his fulleation to the
stricken pilot, did refer to the lightning strikasking what damage
had been done to the machine.

‘None that | can find. I've made the handling chea#t haven't come
across any major faults—but I've no compass atithnis.' She spoke
in grave and quiet tones, wondering if his opinadrwomen pilots
was undergoing any change as a result of what wppdmning, and
the efficient manner in which she was carrying bat duties as
captain of the aircraft. She cast him a sidewaga@# as he stood, at
Malcolm's back, attempting to make some contributio the
loosening of the harness. Tommy was at the fromking good
progress. Clive caught Faun's glance and said,

'So the performance is satisfactory?' His toneuttharity riled her;
she could have had some considerable difficulti \Wwér temper had
the situation not been so serious.

'Yes, from what | can see.'



Clive's mouth curved sardonically.

'‘Being cautious, eh?' His eyes laughed. 'Not cotmyityourself
fully?'

‘Would you commit yourself fully?' she challenged.

'Of course,' with egotistical confidence. 'I'd knfaw sure whether or
not damage had been sustained.’

Faun counted ten, and then breathed out—slowly.
‘Unfortunately we're not all as clever as you, Mrrant.'
A silence followed and then, curtly and authontaly,
'If the performance satisfies you then put the powe-'

'I know what to do, Mr Tarrant!' she retorted.|'tfidn't | should not
be sitting here, should 1?'

‘Nor would you be sitting there if | myself werelatio pilot this
aircraft--' Clive stopped, interrupted by the p#tti complaining
voice of his girl-friend, who, having come to theod, was asking
what was going on.

‘Can't you keep this thing steady?' she addednglat the back of
Faun's head. 'I've never had such a terrible flight

‘The aircraft is steady,' snapped Faun. 'It migterest you to know
that you've been brought safely out of a regiomaient turbulence.’

'‘Have you put the power on?' from Clive impatientlys time we
were climbing.'



'I'm just putting it on.' Her hand moved to theottles and she pushed
them forward, glancing at the instrument panelresdid so. When
full power was made she set the aircraft into mlcland for several
seconds everything appeared to be proceeding siyodiut
suddenly the aircraft swerved to the right as Numbgo engine
flamed out. Faun, her heart giving a great lurcreted her eyes to
the instrument panel and watched all the instrusmémt Number
Two engine die down.

Clive spoke before she could, saying that Numbeo Bwgine was
lost.

‘Lost!" cried Ingrid, what little colour she stiiad instantly draining
from her face. 'What--'

'‘Be quiet!" ordered Faun, aware that the ‘firendibt@ getter' had
begun to flash, and that she must immediately tia&enecessary fire
drill for that engine. Clive was standing stockl stow, and so was
Tommy. Faun displayed no fear, even though hetibeats were like
sledgehammers in her chest. Outwardly she was cafiicjent,
acting with all the confidence and ability whichv@l himself would
have shown in a similar emergency.

'l now suspect that the lightning strike rupturée fuel line of
Number Two engine,' she said. The fault had notectintight during
the handling check; it was the increased presautrerpfor the climb
that had weakened the pipe.

Clive was nodding in agreement.
‘And fuel probably spilled on to the hot engine—bethe fire--'

'Fire!" screamed Ingrid, ready to faint. 'Is theeft on fire?' Without
affording Clive or Faun the time to answer she wamt 'lt's no



wonder, Clive, that you're dead set against wom#wotsp This
expensive machine, on fire—and what about us? \aledlie--'

‘Miss Fullman,' broke in Faun brusquely, 'will yplease return to
your seat?'Both Clive and Tommy shot Faun a glasnoe she waited
for some comment from the arrogant boss, but hensagiven the
opportunity to speak, as Ingrid began to make sdoréher
complaint, this time about the way in which Faud bBpoken to her.
Faun replied, with a dignified authority, remindingr that as captain
of the aircraft she was in a position to ordertbeeturn to her seat in
the passenger cabin.

'l shall not take orders from you! Clive, surely it's you whe @
command here—imnustbe!'

'How little you know," murmured Faun, then turnedag in
contempt. Clive was again appealed to by his gehfl, but he said
nothing, his eyes fixed so intently on the top atif's head that she
found herself glancing up. He was regarding hei vat sort of
questioning interest ... a strange unfathomab&rast. Her own eyes
challenged, because she was expecting him to iosisaking over
command—even though he knew full well that hisactvould be a
contravention of the rules of the Civil Aviation #ority. His mouth
was set, his jawline taut. It seemed that in thidof inflexibility
Faun's efforts at retaining her rights would beldutyet her eyes
continued to challenge, and she uttered the one wiood,

"‘Well?'

The silence was preserved for a brief spell. Tomhaying freed
Malcolm, was waiting for Clive's help in gettingetlunconscious
pilot into the passenger cabin. The steward maiathia rigid
countenance, as if he were deciding that, thingghehat they were,
it behoved him to sit on the fence until it wasided which of these
two headstrong people would eventually take command



'Ingrid," murmured Clive, his eyes on the instrutmganel to which
Faun's whole attention had returned, 'please rétuyour seat.’

‘But--'

‘You're in the way here," he cut in, and now his®aevas razor-sharp.
'Go, | say!" For a second she seemed about togpybigt the look on
his face told her plainly that any further argumenould bring down

some humiliation upon her head, and she turned amdystalked
back into the passenger cabin.

For the next few minutes Clive and Tommy were busyoeuvring
the inert body of the pilot so that it could begakhrough the door to
the cabin beyond. Clive waited only to see Malcaomfortably
settled on his back before returning to the coclagiere he took
possession of the left-hand seat—the place whick alavays
occupied by the captain of an aircratft.

‘The radio's not working," he was curtly informesd lae began
tinkering with it. "The lightning strike put it oof order.' Faun paused
a moment, her eyes on the panel. 'The compassddetitoo, but
I've managed to put mine right.'

He looked at her with a mask-like expression. Ve he thinking?
Surely he must have some admiration for the waywsee handling
the machine. Even a man so male-opinionated ahie oot but
admit that she had done as well as any man coulde&lsaid quietly,

'‘Good. And now I'll see if | can do something wiitle radio.'

She wanted to say, sarcastically, that his voicklbst some degree
of its arrogance and that she surmised the reaasrhat they had an
emergency on their hands, but she refrained, wawg/ that he would
not be stuck for a scathing rejoinder to whatewermight say.



She said suddenly, 'We can't make Singapore,’ andher
astonishment he offered no argument. 'lI've dedidetivert, making
for Borneo and the airport at Sarawak.'

He continued to tinker with the radio, a though#dupression on his
face, as if he were carefully assessing the valwéhat she intended
doing. Then he said,

'It's a pity the southern airport's closed for neatmn. However, we
should be able to make the airport at Sarawak.'

At length the island of Borneo was there, an islafdivers and
jungle and tropical rain-forest, an island whea, 3o very long ago,
head-hunters freely roamed, savages who were a hothe jungle,
who were inured to the punishing tropical heat.Faas tensed,
every nerve alert to what lay in the balance. Néa&f she expected
to be confronted with a test like the one which rfaged her, but here
it was, and she felt sure that if she could onlydldhis crippled
machine safely at the airport, then Clive Tarramuld be man
enough to relent, to revise his opinion of womepotpj and to give
her a permanent job with his firm.

But fate was not with her, for suddenly, withog glightest warning,
the second engine flamed out.

'Hell"" exclaimed Clive, for instead of the reassgrroar of the
engine there was now nothing but the sound of wirstiing past the
aircraft.

'I—I--'" A terrible fear entered into Faun; it rose her throat,
preventing speech. Was this the end? But no! Tthatgin might be
desperate, but it was not hopeless. She must geiritraft on to the
ground within seconds, though; that fact forcedlitsto her mind
with such urgency that she immediately looked dosaanning the



terrain and mentally assessing her chances of makisauccessful
crash landing.

‘We're in real trouble now!" Clive was obvioushafihg at the series
of mishaps that had overtaken them; she also khatwhte chafed at
his own helplessness. But there was no fear eithigis voice or his
expression. He too was looking down, on to thektimepenetrable
jungle that lay below. 'We shall have to land ie ttees.' Turning, he
called to the steward. 'We're making a crash lagiddalcolm—how
is he--?'

'He's come round--'

‘A crash landing!" shrieked Ingrid from the ba€kh, not with her in
charge, Clive! She's done enough damage alreadyydu going to
let her kill us? Clive, canytoutake control?'

‘Ingrid," he said softly, but through gritting tegkeep quiet!
'I'm going to die--'

'‘Be quiet!" he snarled, uncaring for her terrorrtiayed by her
trembling body and staring eyes. 'Get yourselfpgteal in for the
crash landing! Tommy, sit Malcolm up and strap himh Miss
Sheridan—are you all right?'

'I'm not likely to faint,' she just could not ressgaying. 'I'm not such a
poor specimen as that.' Nevertheless, she wagtease her face had
lost much of its colour. For her efforts were feitithe plane was
gliding, and as it rapidly lost height the dark athbmable jungle
rushed up to meet it.

‘Landing among trees is so dangerous,’ she beban, stopped.
‘Look!’



About five miles away was a dry river bed and, bgne unforeseen
working of nature, one fairly long length of it wsisaight.

Clive had seen it too.

'If we could manage to make that ...?" Faun wdsn@lto herself,
oblivious of the man beside her now. $Shastmake that river bed!

She had no power at all, and with the plane fasingp height it
seemed that there was imminent danger of its argshout with
steadfast courage she persevered, refusing to aldfeat. A crash
landing was inevitable, but if it could be madengjdhat river bed
there was far less chance of injury to the passengad also of
sustaining a major injury to the aircratft.

‘Do you think you can make it?' No arrogance invibiee now, not a
hint of authority even. Clive Tarrant was fully dlto the tremendous
strain which was being put upon Faun, and it waudd only be
ungracious, but highly dangerous, for him to saytlaing to upset her
at this time.

'l can only try." She spoke softly, feeling verymiaine in this

moment of terrible uncertainty and danger. Shesiale that, were it
possible, she would gladly have handed over coofrtthe plane to
the man sitting beside her.

‘Yes,' she heard him say, 'you can only try." No fa his voice and
she turned, swiftly, to watch his expression. He a@ertain amount
of faith in her ability to land this aircraft sayabn the river bed.

She would never know how she managed it ... butebom the
miracle was performed and the landing made withiuting any
passenger or damaging the aircraft. It was a buanding, though,
for the river bed was strewn with boulders.



She looked at the taut face of the owner of thegglandeavouring to
read what lay beneath that mask. It was imposssoleven now she
had no idea whether or not she was to achieverhieitian and work
for his airline. But it was only natural that a serof victory filled her
when presently they were all off the plane andditajmon the river
bank—all except Malcolm, that was, who had haddabsisted by
Tommy and Clive and who was now lying on the baokiscious but
obviously very 111, his breathing heavy and his bjue and swollen.
Looking down at him, Faun wondered if he would stathe ordeal
which inevitably must now face them all, strandedhe midst of
dense jungle—part of it primary jungle with treeaching to heights
of a hundred and fifty to two hundred feet, thepd forming a dense
carpet through which little light could penetraféhe secondary
jungle lay for the most part along the river bathle dry part of the
river being a wind-gap, Faun realised, the headwdtaving been
‘captured' by another river. In the region of seleoy jungle the
ground was covered by dense undergrowth and creepgth an
abundance of lianas clinging to the trunks of tleed, climbing in
their search for sunlight.

‘There's no risk of fire," Clive was saying, butled that they would
wait a while before entering the plane, just fdesas sake.

'‘Oh, what are we to do?' cried Ingrid, glaring a&uir almost
venomously. "You could have killed us all"

Tommy jerked, and opened his mouth to voice a gtfmotest, but
closed it again, returning his attention to thek sitan lying on the
ground. Faun glanced at the girl for a mere secomatempt written
all over her face.

‘What are we going to do?' demanded Ingrid agaivkihg wildly
about her and giving a shudder. 'We'll all be Kilby wild animals!'



Faun's eyes glinted. She was fully aware that aghoClive's
attention was concentrated on Malcolm, he was atsdéme time
listening to these hysterical utterings of his-fiknd.

‘The best thing you can do,' Faun said to Ingsde'sign yourself to
this situation which we're all in. We shall neediybelp--'

'‘What sort of help?' broke in the girl rudely.ydu think I'm going to
play at Girl Guides and start rubbing sticks togetthen you're
mistaken!

In spite of herself Faun had to laugh, but shatdidietly, to herself,
flashing a glance at Clive Tarrant. He saw the kigmn her eyes and
a very strange expression entered his.

'If you feel that way," said Faun, 'then sit dowmd abe quiet.
Complaints won't help anyone.’

‘You haven't answered my question! What are wegytmrdo?'
Clive straightened up, and turned slowly to face he

'Sit down,' he said quietly, then looked at Faviou'and Tommy can
help me to bring out the dinghies; we need the Isegpontained in
them. We'll have to find something to catch thdlisgifuel in--'

‘Mr Tarrant," broke in Faun gently, deciding tHathe was to make a
stand at all then she must make it now, otherviisgopbmpous Clive
Tarrant was going to take over full command, 'hkhyou will agree
that it's | who have the authority to give the osfe

Silence, with both Tommy and Ingrid becoming tepsgkct as they
awaited Clive's answer. His dark eyes glintednmsith was set in a
tight, inexorable line.

% as the owner of this aircraft, am in command.'



'l, as pilot of the aircraft, am the captain.'

Another silence. Faun wondered if she was wastangime trying to
establish her rights with a man so masterful asbthes of Tarrant
Line. He was a man of strength, a man who was tosgigting orders.
She had told him, earlier, that she would love aeéhhim in her
power for a few minutes; she had the opportunityasfing him in her
power until they managed to extricate themselvesmfrthis
precarious situation, but would he respect thesrated submit to her
authority? It was very doubtful, but she was notendering without
a fight, as he could see by the look in her eyes.

‘Tommy," he said at last, 'it's safe to enter timeraft now. Find
something to catch that spilling fuel; we'll needhen we light fires.'
He looked straight at Faun. 'This matter's urgéimat fuel could save
ourlives. You fully understand this, of course.Statement, because
what he said was known to every aircraft crew.d-meist be lighted,
in order to attract attention to themselves.

The matter is urgent,' she agreed.

'In that case, we'll not go into any argumentsoasho tells Tommy
to find the containers.’

Faun glanced at Tommy; he moved towards the afraetlising to
meet her gaze. Ingrid was smirking, and she spaskié she just could
not hold her tongue.

'‘Well, I'm glad that's settled, Clive, and you'f@wn this young
woman just what her position is.'

Faun looked squarely at Clive.

'It is not settled, as your girl-friend maintainsSor the present,
because it's an emergency, I'm willing to hold regge, but...' Here



she paused, to allow her next words to sink irte'tt,ar Tarrant, you
and | shall be at war.' And with this she turned ollowed Tommy,
entering the aircraft in his wake.



CHAPTER FOUR

THE three of them worked hard to take from the aitcaifthat was
necessary for their immediate use. Faun was ethtgdhe machine
was undamaged. There had at first been a risk@fwhich meant
that the occupants had to leave the plane immeéyliatead landed.

‘Take a water container with you,' Faun had ordassshe saw Ingrid
rushing from the plane. Water was vital to any s@ivand although
Faun knew that this terrain was one where they evbalve heavy
rain, she wanted the water taking off the pland.IBgrid was gone
through the door, having ignored the order givendyeFaun. Clive
and Tommy had been urgently occupied with gettirgdglm off,
and it was left to Faun to pick up two heavy cames and carry them
with her as she left the aircraft. Faun had theemyithe girl another
order.

'‘Get upwind!' she cried, seeing Ingrid going in W®ng direction.
The girl took no notice and Faun repeated the ofuigting it more
plainly. '‘Come this way, at once!' Again she wamigd. Clive called
to the girl in a rasping voice,

‘Get upwind! If the plane bursts into flames yob# enveloped in
them!

At this Ingrid wheeled around and raced back to feaun, who was
running with the heavy water containers. Faun vieaick for another
two, boarding the plane as soon as the two memgbithe sick man
off. After that they all stayed away from the aaftt three of them
watching anxiously for any sign that it was goiadptirst into flames.
They knew that if it did then many valuable comntiedi would be
lost, items which would help both in their safetydaheir comfort.
However, it was eventually seen that there woulddére, much to
their relief. Ingrid, continually glancing aroun@ther in the manner
of some defenceless wild creature fearing the lattda predator,



knew nothing of the deep anxiety which her compasiovere
undergoing. She kept muttering things like,

‘We'll die of starvation ... we'll be eaten alive libns and tigers...
we'll be savaged by apes!

‘There aren't any lions and tigers,' Faun said eotitempt. The girl's
general knowledge must be nil, she thought, agandsring what
the boss of Tarrant Line could see in her. Beadubtu dumb had
never been more appropriate!

‘There," Faun heard Clive say when at length theolpbad been

saved, 'that will do for now.' He glanced at tleens which had been
brought from the plane. 'The first thing is fortasuild a shelter, of
course.'

‘A shelter?' Ingrid, who had been standing by, hiaty the
operations, gave a shudder and asked, 'Are wedanlilog huts?'

Faun took a deep breath, telling herself that tinexe nothing to be
gained by increasing the antagonism already egidtietween her
and Clive's girl-friend. Yet she did wonder justahimng she could
tolerate the girl's stupidity, and her idleness.alrsituation like
this—and especially with a sick man on their handg—was

incumbent on everyone to pull their weight, buttlisgs were it
would appear that they had a parasite on theirgiand

‘Tommy," Clive was saying, ‘have you done all yan for Malcolm?'

Tommy nodded. He had brought out the first-aid inaxediately on
Faun's landing the aircraft, then dashed back ljp Gkve with the
captain.

'He's comfortable,’ said Tommy. 'A heart attackt isamething one
can do much about.'



Clive shook his head, glancing with extreme impatesat the plaster
in which his arm was encased.

'A most unfortunate occurrence.'

'If it hadn't happened,’ put in Ingrid complainppglwe wouldn't all
be in this terrible mess, for Malcolm would nevaré got the plane
on fire and then crashed it in this dreadful jutigle

Tommy, glancing from Ingrid to Faun, seemed to fsmakomething
hard and nasty in his throat. But he made no corminreach to
Faun's relief. She did not want any dissensiornrige detween the
steward and his boss's girl-friend. A rescue woeNgntually be
made, and it might go hard for Tommy if Clive hamne to dislike
him. Transferring her attention to Clive, Faun say an inscrutable
expression on his bronzed face, yet she somehowufie that he was
more than a little disgusted at the way Ingrid wasducting herself.

‘We'll provide shelter for Malcolm first," he saruptly. "'Then we'll
make ours. The two women willsleep in the aircrafe glanced
indifferently from one to the other. 'l hope it wiobe too much of a
trial for either of you,' he added with an unexpédtint of humour.

Faun fixed his gaze a moment later and said, i @mphatic tones,

‘Mr Tarrant, | am the captain and therefore in ghaof this situation.
It's my orders that should be obeyed.’

He looked at down at her, his thin mouth curved half-sneer.

‘The Amazon speaks again, eh? Take my advice, $8fissidan, and
retreat, as if you don't you'll suffer a great defdhumiliation.'

‘You're contravening the law of the air.'

‘The aircraft belongs to me.’



Faun continued to fix his stare. She thought of way she had
brought them all to safety ... and there seemée tanly Tommy who
had appreciated this. Well, that was not importambhiat was
important to Faun was the upholding of her rightst deep down
within her she knew that she would be acting quifferently were it
any other man standing here. She wanted Clive iitatoabe in her
power!—wanted to give him orders, and make him dibeyn! His
arrogance and male egotism inflamed her and itomgsnatural that
she should want to retaliate, to reduce him to embower level. But
the man had more strength of character than arsfombad ever met;
it was going to be exceedingly difficult to hold toagainst his
dictatorial attitude. Faun decided to let her commsense prevail and
wait until the time were more appropriate. Forphesent, Malcolm's
comfort was the most important consideration, doedrtext was the
making of shelters for the other two men.

Clive and Tommy began clearing away as much deadraiting
vegetation as possible, while Faun busied hers#ating dry twigs
with which to make a fire. Ingrid, sitting on al@l tree trunk, looked
on sullenly for a few moments and then asked wiydibris had to
be cleared away.

'You could spread something over it,' she suggested

'‘We clear it away,' said Tommy, 'because it'll iested with ticks
and ants, and probably leeches.'

‘Leeches!" almost screamed Ingrid, jumping up aoding on to the
dry river bed. 'Oh, if one should stick to me--'

'‘Perhaps," interrupted Faun impatiently, 'you wdidtp me to collect
these twigs. | shall need a great deal.'

‘What do you want to light a fire for?' demandee ¢firl. 'You've a
butane stove; | saw Tommy bring it from the aeropla



‘A fire makes smoke,' replied Faun. 'And smoke keaway the
insects.’

‘Insects i.." Ingrid's voice was now low, but dlditcracked—with
fright, thought Faun, casting her a disdainful glariDo—do th-they
sting?'

‘Of course they sting," answered Faun heartlessly.

Clive straightened up and looked at her. She nsadme haughtily ...
and yet he in turn showed no arrogance at all.eéAd@ession was
strange, appearing to be a mixture of censure ans@ment. So he
didn't care for her attitude towards his lady-ldvet, at the same time
it afforded him some kind of diversion!

Faun returned to her task, resigned to the fattstheawould receive
no assistance from Ingrid.

‘You'll have to find a dry and sheltered spot befgou light a fire,'
warned Clive, and instantly received the retort,

'I believe J know the rules, Mr Tarrant!"
He glowered at her before turning away.

Faun found the sheltered place, under a leanimg 8ke put down
some dry grass and leaves, set these alight bedidiieg a quantity of
bark she had managed to take from a tree. Dead twiigne next and
soon the fire was sending out smoke in huge clouds.

'You'll set the whole jungle on fire," complain@dtid from her place
on a boulder in the river bed. 'Have you no sense?'

'‘Miss Sheridan has chosen a place where the fird spread,’
Tommy told her. Faun smiled at him, aware that ke @ndeavouring



to prevent her from uttering some scathing rejaintte Ingrid's
words. 'Air-crews have lectures on all these things

Ingrid turned away, found another boulder which viiastopped,
and sat down.

'Blast this arm!" Clive burst out suddenly. 'I'nt mauch help to you,
Tommy.'

‘That's all right,’ returned the steward affahlpb's almost done.' He
meant the clearing of the ground, of course, teetem of the shelter
for Malcolm coming fiext. It was early afternoorytlmightfall was
only four hours away, so there was an urgency athmitwo men,
and in fact about Faun too, her self-appointed tesikg to make a
bed for the sick man. For this she used one op#nachutes, folding
it to the correct size and then inserting driedvésaand grasses
between the folds. A reasonably comfortable bed wasluced,
which was then placed in the shelter, this lattemdp made of
supporting branches covered with part of anotheaghaute, so that a
tent-like shelter was created. Tommy and Clive ngadato move
Malcolm, who though trying to be brave did groathsaain now and
then. Faun, now engaged on making a meal for tHerwendered
again if the captain would be able to survive thndeal. At present
the air was cool, but tomorrow when the sun watsdtercest there
would be a most trying time for a man confined i®led.

Faun used the butane stove to heat up tinned madt
vegetables—emergency rations which were alwaysiechreven
though it would be a hundred to one chance theydvexer be used.
She warmed up a tin of rice pudding which Ingrich@escended to
carry in to Malcolm, after Faun had put it intoiahd

'He managed to take it,’ Clive was saying withs$attion when a
short while later he emerged from the 'tent’ inchitthe sick man lay.
'‘Have you a drink for him, Miss Sheridan?’



She nodded, indicating a flask which she had edt@ught from the
aircraft.

''ve made some tea; it's in there keeping hot.’

Clive poured some of the tea into a cup and toaivér to the tent.
Faun was portioning out the meat and vegetable® dour plates.
Ingrid eyed the food with disgust. She glanced madpunaking sure
that she and Faun were alone. Tommy had gone doafisuitable
place to establish sanitary arrangements and hiageheceturned.

‘What an unappetising mess! Do you expect any ¢d est that?'
Faun shrugged and casually said she could pleaselhe

‘You're not at the Dorchester,' she just had tq hddeyes flickering
over the girl disparagingly.

‘You're insolent! You ought to be hanging your h@aghame for
what you've done! Crashing a beautiful aircrafe ltkat—and nearly
killing us all into the bargain. It must have beeur incompetence
that caused that fire." Ingrid paused to see ifnFawuld speak.
‘You've nothing to say, have you?'

‘It wasn't the fire that caused us to make a diagding.’

‘It was the failure of the second engine—I'm awafr¢hat. But to
know the plane was on fire was nerve-racking, antthink it could
all have been avoided--'

‘Yes, it could,' broke in Faun, pale with angémrily that dictatorial
boy-friend of yours had listened to reason. | wdrih@n that the
weather was liable to prove a danger to flying, litwouldn't heed
me. Even when we were fully airborne he knew | wdrtb return to
Bali, but again he took no notice, either of m@bMalcolm.’



‘You're blaming Clive for what's happened?'

‘Not altogether; when something like this happ&asisually due to a
combination of circumstances.'

‘You are blaming Clive, so don't try to deny it. | shalll t@m!’
Faun shrugged her shoulders.

'Do so by all means,’ she encouraged, much todisgurprise. 'And
you'll add a little something on, | shouldn't wonte

Tommy returned with the information that he hadnidyust the
place.

"'l put up a sort of screen,' he promised, theédea with a laugh, "It
won't be anything like the powder-room at the BR&ach, but
practical for all that.'

Faun responded to his laughter, while Ingrid shueidlevisibly.
Exchanging glances, Faun and the steward sileatlyeyed to each
other their dislike of the girl.

‘The meal's ready, | see,' from Clive on his retiMot what we've
been having lately,' he said to Ingrid, : 'but vesgicome at a time
like this.'

Faun's eyes moved swiftly, meeting his. Was hekihgnher? She
didn't want his thanks, and she let him see thighbyexpression in
her eyes. She saw his own eyes glint and hendipshied. How easy
it was to rile the despicable creature!

'l don't think | can face it," complained Ingrid.lboks quite nice, but
I'm not hungry.'



'‘Looks nice?' from Faun, almost choking over thadf;m her mouth.
‘But you just said--'

'If you will excuse me—-Ingrid glanced around, embracing ther
all, 'I'll go and rest in the plane.'

‘Off you go, then,' returned Clive. 'I'll come asek you later.'

When the meal was over Clive became brisk and— d@anis
thinking—far too officious.

'‘Now that we've seen to Malcolm, and eaten, | wantto check the
emergency rations, and list them. We can't be égddo be rescued
yet awhile, so we shall have to go steady with phnevisions,
supplementing them with what this jungle can gise u

As he turned abruptly, and as she knew there wdsnaoto spare if
he and Clive were to build two more shelters, Fauage again
submitted to Clive's authority, although her blbwoied at the idea of
having to obey his curtly-spoken orders.

The provisions—or most of them—were still inside #"ircraft. Faun
boarded, to see Ingrid sitting upright in one ofe th
luxuriously-upholstered seats, her hands clasmgdlyiin front of
her.

'l don't want to share this plane with you,' shetield out before Faun
could utter a word. 'We don't get on, so | thinkuyshould find
somewhere else to sleep.’

‘Nothing doing,' retorted Faun. 'There's room andugh in here.
However, if your aversion's so great you yourseduld find
somewhere else to sleep. Go and ask your boy-ftetdild you a
shelter.’



'l think I will."
Faun's eyes widened.
‘You're not afraid of sleeping in a tent?'

The girl made no answer, but watched Faun insteaha made an
inventory of the provisions. 'What's all this foa8ked Ingrid at last.

Faun explained, amazed that she could be ciatruick her later that
she was unconsciously realising that animosity @odt serve in
this present emergency. Morale was one of the witadly important
things, and Faun did not want Ingrid to become ®@ro

'‘We shall be here, in this jungle, some time," shaened. 'So we'll
have to be very sparing with the food.'

‘Surely we'll be rescued before very long?'

‘We're expected at Singapore and when we donveathiey'll send
out a search rescue team, but as we've landed ihetieis dense
jungle, it's more likely we'll be here for a fagmigth of time before
we're found.' Faun paused, wondering how much itheauld take.
She felt she must have the stark facts put befereyiet at the same
time she had no wish to frighten her. However,ditiéell her that the
radio was out of order and that Clive could do maghwith it. 'He
might be able to repair it later,' she added hdpefwhen he has the
time.'

‘What shall we do if the food runs out?'
'‘Go back to nature and eat what the jungle provides
Ingrid's eyes opened wide.

'‘Eat—grubs—and th-things?'



'l don't think it will come to that,' replied Fagalmly. She could have
said that they might in the end be compelled teeatll reptiles such
as frogs and lizards, but did not see any profputting the girl in
possession of this fact. 'There's usually plentyvddl fruit to be
found in a place like this.’

Ingrid frowned but fell silent, and Faun left hétisg there, staring
into space.

It was dark when Faun, sitting by the fire she hglted and kept
going, saw Clive go over to the aircraft. Tommy hgahe to his

shelter, declaring he was top tired to hold up, ianany case, there
was nothing one could do once the daylight had gtinead gone
swiftly, as it always did in this part of the worldimost on the
Equator. Faun had been able to appreciate the tsumspite of

everything. The fiery sphere had dropped and leftifd a sky

brilliant with every colour from flaming crimson tpale mauve.
Fantastic cloud formations had held her attentrmviering as they
did above the watershed. Clive had come to stasidéé&er, much to
her surprise, and had said in an expressionlesg voi

‘Spectacular, isn't it?'
Faun nodded.

‘Very. I've seen sunsets in many parts of the wbdtinone quite like
this.'

Clive glanced skywards.
'‘Neither have |, come to think of it.'

Faun said,



'I've done the inventory. We shall have to adhergtrict rationing.'
'‘Obviously. No one will touch anything without mgnpnission.’
'So you're determined to rob me of my authority?'

‘With all your qualifications, Miss Sheridan, I'@mazed you missed
one small point regarding the rules concerningt@ason such as
this.'

She frowned in puzzlement.

'I've attended the lectures. They're compulsoralficaircrews, as you
very well know.'

‘Yet you don't know that you're wrong in tryingadssume command
here?'

'I'm the captain, now that Malcolm's indisposed.'

'In the lectures which we give to our aircrews, seg that a leader
must be elected--'

‘That leader is the captain,’ Faun could not helting in
knowledgeably, but to her surprise Clive was shgkiis head.

‘Let us have it correct, shall we?' he said, loglahher with a steely
intentness. 'The leader issually the captain. But in special
circumstances another member of the crew may lerlsetited.’

‘But you, Mr Tarrant,’ pointed out Faun sweetlyg ‘aot a member of
the crew.’

'‘Don't let's split hairs,' he snapped. 'Howeveyoi would prefer that
we elect a leader by vote, then I'm more thanngllio oblige you.'



Faun had looked at him, seeing the ruthless lihdssdace, the thin
inflexible mouth. He was master of the situatiod &new it.

‘It would appear that I'm defeated,' she admittied,igh with angry

reluctance. 'Obviously the other three would vateyou.' He had

merely nodded in a gesture of triumph, but even,r@sshe sat by the
fire thinking about it, Faun felt a rise of furyaththreatened to
consume her.

Her thoughts were brought to an end by the appearahthe man
himself; he had been in the aircraft with Ingrid fm more than ten
minutes. He strode over to her and when he spakedice vibrated
with anger.

'Did you tell Ingrid that | was to blame for theash landing?'

'‘She repeated it? Oh, well, | told her to, seelrag she threatened she
would. However, | didn't put all the blame on you--

‘Thanks,' he snapped. 'I'm greatly obliged to s Sheridan!
'‘Don't mention it, Mr Tarrant.'

His eyes glinted like chipped ice.

'‘By God, girl, you'll see the worst side of me befeery long!
Faun opened her eyes wide.

'l haven't seen it already? How alarming, Mr Tatrrdm actually
quaking with fear!'

‘You'll be smarting with pain if you're not carefuhe threatened.
‘Nothing would afford me greater satisfaction thaigive you a clip
over the ear!



‘You might get one back," she said warningly.
‘You're exceedingly brave, Miss Sheridan.'

'‘Amazons usually are. You forget they were fearleasiors.' She
could not keep the amusement from her voice, aridaright from
the fire she thought she saw his lips quiver. Wasolb amused ... or
was it fury that caused the gesture?

‘You also told Ingrid that she ought to sleep sohmw else, that you
preferred the aircraft all to yourself.' Clive spadfter a small pause
and Faun gave a little gasp.

'It wasn't quite like that," she returned. 'HoweVen not intending to
vindicate myself, Mr Tarrant. If your girl-friendags | wanted the
plane to myself, then you're at liberty to beliéwes.'

‘Some people,' said Clive softly, 'would refer tauyas a cat.’
She only laughed and flung back at him,
'‘And to you as a pompous, self-opinionated ass!

Silence. Faun looked at him in the firelight. Fadding, no doubt
about that. So tall, his silhouette outlined agaam$ackground of
dense jungle vegetation. Night sounds could be dhedrose
mysterious echoing noises that come from out of pheneval
darkness. This was the deaglp, the land of head-hunting tribes like
the savage Ibans who had once made great sparti@fting skulls,
the land of impenetrable undergrowth, of mango spsmand
numberless rivers and their affluents.

'It would seem,’ said Clive at last, 'that you &mde to be enemies,
Miss Sheridan.’



She thought of how she had brought them safely detwan both

engines had been lost, and she had wondered it Qlarrant's
opinion of women pilots had changed as a result. iBuhad not
shown one degree of appreciation or friendlinessFaun was now
resigned to the fact that she would never be enagldoy his firm.

She had nothing to lose in consequence and thistrtiet she could
speak her mind just whenever she chose.

'‘We could hardly be anything else,' she agreedy 'gpinion of my
sex being what it is.’

His glance somehow strayed to the aircratft.
‘All women are not like you,' he said.

‘Nor like your lady-love,' she returned crisply. dAnould not resist
adding, 'Thank goodness!'

The thin mouth went tight. '‘We'll leave Ingrid aaftit, if you don't
mind?'

Faun said nothing; she had earlier found a flatqoiewood which

she now used as a shovel on which she collectedBasloefore she
had time to do anything with it Clive was speakatgin, surprising
her by saying,

‘You were intending to spread this around Malcokerg? | came to
do just that." He took the shovel of ash from et she watched him
stride away towards the shelter in which Malcolgn [Bhe ash would
prevent the intrusion of the innumerable crawlimgects which
would otherwise have troubled the sick man. Cliaene back for
more, several times. 'l think I've covered the whalcle,’ he said,
throwing down the piece of wood. 'It's difficult e even with the
aid of the torch.' He stood looking down at herdanoment.



‘Aren't you turning in yet?'

| thought I'd keep the fire going for a while. Yaever know, we
might attract the attention of some passing aitcraf

‘You're too optimistic. There won't be any aircrifyfiing over here.
We can't expect anything in the way of a rescuaytile.’

'‘We'll have been missed by now.' Faun had thougbutsher parents
many times since the forced landing; she thougbtiathem again,
deeply troubled by the anxiety that would soonHeers.

‘Just about,’ said Clive. 'But as we've landetiimno-man's-land the
search is likely to take some time. If | can get thdio working it'll
be different, but | haven't much hope.’

'‘We can't make permanent camp here,’ said Faui [avifrown.
‘There are swamps all around.’

'S0 you too have been surveying the land?'
She nodded and said in surprise,
'l didn't know you'd been looking around too.'

'l haven't. Tommy told me how unsuitable this plaees, and thought
we shouldn't stay here.'

'‘We couldn't have done anything else, though, rat, fwith being
pushed for time as we were.' Faun realised, ndtowita high degree
of surprise, that she and Clive were speaking soamother without
any sign of hostility. A miracle! But how long waliit last?

He said, as if reading her thoughts,



'If we're to be here for any length of time we ntighentually bury
the hatchet.' He seemed faintly amused by the statisbelief she
gave.

'l can't foresee anything more improbable,’ sheldcgunot help
retorting, but added, 'However, one never knows, Tidirant. We
might become so weak for the want of food that veem't the
strength to do combat | with one another.’

Clive surprised her even yet again, by giving & gaifaughter.

‘The Amazon has a sense of humour,’ he said addjngi her
goodnight, he strode away in the direction of Hel®r. Faun
watched his figure, reluctantly admitting that #hevas something
majestic about his carriage, a certain lithe amieat spring to his
walk. There was no denying his physical attractitnsas a pity the
inner manwas so abominable.

In spite of the way he and she were with one ampith@as a surprise
to Faun that he would go and leave her out het&jsnungle, which,
like any other, would soon become alive with nac&lircreatures.
Had she been in charge she would certainly not hetued and left
Ingrid out here on her own. There was at leastdamgerous animal
in the jungle of Borneo, the honey bear, whose sleould easily Kill.

Faun went slowly towards the plane, after putting the fire by
piling damp vegetation upon it. As she mounted steps to the
aircraft she turned. Clive Tarrant had come to dbening of his
shelter and was watching her. So he had not réthjher; he was
alert, not going to bed until he had seen thatws®safely inside the
plane.



CHAPTER FIVE

THREE days had gone by and as yet there had been noofkign
aircraft overhead. Clive, after tinkering with treelio on and off for
the first two days, was at last forced to admit tleawould never get
it to function.

'It's a pity," Tommy said, 'especially as we'veixour position from
the topographical map.'

‘Not our exact position,' corrected Clive, 'but meaough to have
brought help had it been possible to send a radissage.' He
glanced around automatically. '"We're somewheretheatonfluence
of the Mauri and Tarami Rivers—within five miles ibf perhaps.’
They were all sitting in Malcolm's shelter, Malcolnmself propped
up in his bed, some cushions from the aircraft iigdeen brought
into use for this purpose. 'I'm wondering if, astbonfluence, there
might be a Native longhouse."”?

Ingrid's eyes dilated with fear.
‘Do you mean a Native settlement?' she quavered.
‘Yes, that's what | mean.’

Faun looked at the girl, contempt in her eyes.&lslanting a look at
Faun, could not possibly fail to notice this exgres, but Faun was
not troubled. He should be aware of her opiniomgfid by now.

"‘Will—will th-they be head-hunters?'

'‘Probably," answered Faun, forgetting, for the matnber earlier
resolve not to frighten the girl. Both Tommy andltédm laughed.
Clive on the other hand glowered at Faun and sethedfirst
opportunity of speaking to her about it.



'‘What are you trying to do to Ingrid?' he demandiasn't the first
time you've tried to frighten her!

In Faun's opinion the girl was a coward, but ofrsewshe kept this to
herself. She did say, however, in tones of faimtempt,

'She's so scared of everything. I'd warned heratechvout for leeches
and to examine her legs every few minutes. | akbtier not to pull
leeches off as they'd leave their jaws behind what does she do?
Gives a scream and drags the leech off, with theltréhat she's now
left with a festering sore on her ankle.'

Clive's hard eyes were expressionless; Faun wishedknew just
what he himself thought about Ingrid.

‘What you seem to forget, he said, 'is that Ingad a very different
personality from you.'

'‘She's feminine, you mean?' Faun's lips curvedsmiée. 'I'm not, of
course,' she added, watching for any change iaxXgsession.

‘You're correct on both counts, Miss Sheridan.'pdased. 'As you
must have guessed, | prefer women to be feminine.’

‘And that's why you like Ingrid. Well, if helplessss is anything to go
by Miss Fullman's feminine enough for any man.’

‘She is!'
Faun looked at him with a hint of humour in herseye

'‘How lucky can you get?' she retorted sarcasticall you marry
her?' She knew the answer, but was astounded tdhhmaay quite
frankly,



'l shall never marry anyone. I've more sense tbhanter the kind of
bondage that marriage represents.’

Her interest was caught and she found herself exaghhim in a
new light.

"You sound as though you've already sampled thaddugpe,' she said
at length, speaking slowly but with her sensed.gire saw the slight
start he gave, noticed the merest hint of coloeegrupwards at each
side of his mouth. He turned his head abruptly. I&eed him say in
curt imperious tones,

You'll stop trying to frighten Ingrid." He turneagain, his eyes
glinting with the light of challenge. 'That's arder. Understand?’

Faun flushed.
'I'm not under your orders,' she snapped.

'‘Don't try my patience too far,' he advised. 'Ihael just about enough
of you!'

Faun opened her mouth to make a retort but closegain, her
attention arrested by the piercimgak-wak- wakof a gibbon's cry
from somewhere in the dense undergrowth. Clive chdatoo and
was listening. Faun had discovered that she asdhn had at least
one thing in common: they were both interestedhiture, in the flora
and fauna of this primitive jungle in which theyndeing forced to
live.

'l actually saw a gibbon yesterday." Faun spokdysads though
afraid of disturbing the ape even while aware thatas not close.
She forgot her dislike of Clive for the moment,naile appearing as
she added, 'I'm hoping to see an orang-utan, thbkigbw there are
not many left now in their wild state."'



‘They're so vulnerably friendly and tame. It's éasy to capture them
and put them into zoos.’

Faun nodded and a frown touched her brow.

‘They're protected now, so their plight will not && perilous.' She
spoke seriously, her eyes a little brooding anditifiaisad. Clive, his
attention caught, was looking at her with an odg@ression. He
seemed different, somehow—not quite so arrogantfarimdding
either in his appearance or his manner.

However, he made no comment on what she had saids@on she
was alone, watching his tall figure as he sauntavealy towards the
shelter in which Malcolm was resting.

With a faint sigh Faun wandered along the riverkhanusing on
several things as they flitted through her minde 8tought of her
parents and sister; they would be almost out oifr ttrends with

worry, imagining all sorts of disasters that cobllve befallen the
occupants of the luxury aircraft which had gonetowali to pick up
her new employer. The firm would be unable to sypahy

information to any of the relatives of the crew,dathe staff
themselves must be going through a most anxious. tidlowever,
search parties would be out and sooner or laterwoaild be over
this jungle. They would be alerted by the fires athivere already
prepared, with cans of petrol standing close. Toramy Clive were
taking turns to stay up all night, in readinessé¢b the fires alight
should they hear an aircraft anywhere within thoeniy.

At length Faun turned, retracing her steps. Shecgid up, to the little
plateau on a small rise where they had made tlegiraamp. It was
drier than the area they had occupied at firstlt&tsehad been made
of bamboo framework with palm roofs, which mearatthothing
from the plane had had to be used. The parachuiepes were
draped over the trees and could be seen from tha huge sheet of



tinfoil had also been utilised in a similar manrart this was spread
on the ground. It glittered in the sun and woulplwed out at once
if an aircraft should happen to be flying overhead.

Clive had allocated tasks. Faun's was the cookvhg;h at first was
nothing more than warming up tinned food. Howe@iye soon
decided they must supplement their rations withtwliney could find
around them. He sent Ingrid off to look for wildiif, she went only
after much grumbling and protesting. After the deeit of the leech
she refused to move far from the camp and in faehsmost of her
time in the aircraft, playing patience or reading glossy magazines
which the airline always provided in quantity. Shas bored; she
complained of everything, not least of which was fbod. She
grumbled about not not being able to take a batlereupon Faun
pointed out that Tommy had fixed up a shower, usimgjof the large
water-containers which he attached to a rope. ipe was tied to a
branch of a tree and the area around it was satdsnkeamboo poles
draped with palm leaves.

'I'm not stripping off and getting under a bucketdid Ingrid
disgustedly. 'For one thing, what about the in&cts

Faun shrugged her shoulders, but Malcolm, havimgwered his
sense of humour if not his full health, was unablessist saying,

‘Yes, indeed. You might be stung where it's dititoi fix a dressing!

Ingrid glowered at him, while Tommy laughed outtig@live wasn't
present and so this mortifying experience suffdrgdhis girl-friend

was not witnessed by him. Faun had a strong swspittiough, that it
would not have occurred had Clive been there.

Becoming more and more irritated by Ingrid's conmita Faun
decided to let the girl have the exclusive usenefdircraft, as it was



no fun lying there at night, being kept awake bgriad's pettish and
fault-finding remarks.

'‘We'll have to ask Clive before we can build a s&reélTommy said
when Faun asked for his assistance in construotiegof the palm
and bamboo wigwam-like structures such as the roanhad. 'Once
we've got his permission we can begin.’

'‘Permission?' repeated Faun, and it was not uetihdticed her
expression that Tommy knew he had made a slip.

‘Well ..." He looked apologetically at her. 'Hedotou to use the
aircraft, and you can't change your plans withoonsalting the
leader. It's all part of the rules, Faun. You kribas well as | do.’

Her mouth went tight.
'l make the shelter myself--'
‘You'll never be able to cut that bamboo. It's taug

‘There's a chopper we took from the aircraft. Yod &live used it
with success.' She reflected for a moment on the@iae had been
able to help with the shelters. He had managedéohis right hand
quite well and now he was scarcely affected byptlhster at all. He
was tough and no mistake. He had no intention lofvahg a thing

like a Colles' fracture to put him out of actiom fong.

‘You're supposed to use your hand,' had been Hisegainder when
Tommy had warned him to take care. 'lt does it good

'You can't wield that chopper!" exclaimed Tommyitgappalled at
the idea. But Faun merely let that pass, and wéntoocollect
suitable lengths of bamboo.

Inevitably Clive saw her and demanded to know vghatwas about.



'It's time you were preparing the lunch," he addefibre she could
answer his question.

Faun returned tartly,

'‘Don't you think that Miss Fullman could do thedbf2 I'm busy.' She
looked up into his ruthless face, noting the thppéd mouth, the
hard chiselled lines that spelled inflexibility. Hblue eyes were
unmoving, his voice very quiet as he asked agaut sihe was doing.

'‘Building myself a shelter.'

Clive frowned at her.

‘A shelter? What for?'

‘To sleep in, of course.’

'You'll be far less comfortable than in the plahe,warned her.
Faun shrugged this off.

'| prefer a place to myself.’

'‘Been having trouble with Ingrid?' he said perosgyi. 'Just like
women to get their priorities all wrong.'

He paused a moment; Faun recalled her discovetyhthaad been
married and wondered if he had spoken to his witais aggravating
way. 'You do realise,' he continued, 'that dissenss the greatest
enemy of morale in a situation like this?'

‘Are you putting the blame on me, Mr Tarrant?'

'You torment her; I've witnessed it.'



‘Torment's a strong word.'

'l heard you tell her that the world's deadliesatk&nis to be found
here, in this jungle.’

'‘Did you hear what went before | mentioned the sflak
'l must admit | didn't.'

‘Then don't judge until you know all the facts! Blisullman had
asked me if there were snakes here; she was adriafi them, she
said. | told her that snakes are usually just gere® avoid humans as
we are to avoid them. They usually glide away, @s know, and |
told Miss Fullman so, but | did go on to warn héoat the king
cobra, which does sometimes attack without the htdgf
provocation.'

'l see.' Clive paused as if he had difficulty imding the right words.
Eventually Faun heard him say, 'l owe you an apgltigen.' That
was all. It was easy to see that even this hadegrof the greatest
difficulty to him.

Faun again asked him if he were putting the blaonéthe dissension
on her and to her surprise he answered,

'‘Not entirely.' The concession caused her to giskgat start, which
in turn brought a glimmer of amusement to his eYesafraid | can't
let you have a shelter, Miss Sheridan. You'll heovput up with the
lack of privacy; it'll not be for ever.'

She hesitated, profoundly aware of this man's tneloes strength of
character. Could she hope to succeed in a batildle? No harm in
trying, she decided.



' still consider myself as the captain of thateaft down there, Mr
Tarrant, and don't intend to adhere to any of ywders that conflict
with my own wishes.' There, it was out, and sheaaothing for the
glint of fury that lit his eyes.

'‘Nor do | intend to permit insubordination,’ heoregd imperiously.
'I'm quite capable of putting you under lock ang.ke

Faun's eyes blazed.

‘Then you'd be cleverer than | thought, Mr Tarr&talv, might | ask,
do you propose to make me a prisoner?’

'‘By putting you in the aircraft and appointing liagas your jailer.
She'd enjoy that,' he could not resist adding asftanthought.

She flung him a defiant glance.

‘Try it,' she challenged. '"You seem to forget thave a far stronger
character than this girl-friend of yours!

'‘Forget?' with a lift of his brows. 'No one couldee forget your
Amazon-like personality. It's in evidence all tived.’

'In that case, why don't you give up, and leavealoge?’

'‘Because,' he answered with an odd expressiorireyaghallenge to
me, Miss Sheridan.'

'In other words, you've never met anyone who'sthadcourage to
stand up to your tyranny?"

‘Tyranny!" He gave a jerk of anger. 'l don't case your choice of
words!" he snapped.

‘That's gratifying. | shall use more like that one.



She really had roused his temper; it was evidemgethe drifts of
crimson colour creeping slowly up the sides ofrh@uth, and by the
compression of his lips.

‘You're treading on dangerous ground,’ he raspetivise you to
have a care.’

The blue-green eyes challenged.
‘And if | ignore your advice, Mr Tarrant?'

"You'll live to regret it.' He looked at her contetmously. 'The trouble
with you is that you're a poor loser. Just becaugen't countenance
your fraud and employ you, you're determined tdaditle with me.’

'It may interest you to know," she said quiveringlyat this is the first
time I've ever been accused of being a poor lo&erfor your not
wanting to employ me— well, that's your affair. émy case, |
wouldn't work for you now under any consideration!'

Clive merely shrugged his shoulders, appearingetddred all at
once. Faun said quid that she was quite deterntimédve her own
shelter, whether he liked it or not. To her astoment he had no
imperious answer ready. Instead, he gave her Histtention and

she saw the sides of his mouth lift in amusemeieal®oked at her
small hands—hands which, her father maintainede weeactly like

her mother's—delicate and expressive, as a balletat's hands
should be. Clive's glance was transferred to helybble saw a
slender frame with delectable curves and tiny waist odd

flickering in his eyes gave Faun the impression figawas deciding
he could pick her up with his one good hand and tas into the
swamp without the slightest trouble. To her amazgrhe shrugged
his shoulders, as if in a sort of amused decisiod,said,

'You have my permission to build this shelter--'



'‘Permission!’ cut in Faun, eyes blazing. 'I'm boddit, Mr Tarrant,
permission or no permission!'

He gritted his teeth, the hint of humour vanquishgdnger.

'‘Build it,’ he told her in thundering tones, 'and out the childish
attitude of rebellion!

Now why, Faun was asking herself as she watched dtnde
wrathfully away, had he capitulated? There wasrg geod reason
for it; she had no doubt of that, since such thiagdolerance and
understanding of her position were the last comataens he would
have had in mind.

She left her task for the present; she had earlielsome tips and
shoots of edible ferns, which she intended to beila vegetable.
Bamboo shoots were also on the menu and thesey afitim a tin of
meat, formed the first course, the second coursgglee fruit that
looked like an English chestnut but with the flavofi the avocado
pear. Faun had been delighted when, having disedvtre fruit
growing on a tree, she had tasted it—though witlttica at first,
remembering that some fruits are poisonous—and doiinso
palatable. She was quite naturally pleased withedlfinds and the
only difficulty she experienced was making themkl@ppetising on
the plates. She took special care over Malcolnt®ss appetite was
by no means good, although he was much improvaineelf, being
able to walk about a little. He had wanted to el the erecting of
the new shelters, but Clive insisted he take theaysy.

'If you want to be helpful,he said, 'then keep a log of what"
happening. It'll make interesting reading one aéyen this is just a
memory.'

‘You're very optimistic,' put in Ingrid, who was ame of her most
fretful moods. 'Personally, | can't imagine ourrds&ing found in this



deep jungle. Oh, why did you allow Miss Sheridantda&e over
control of the plane!

As Faun walked away in disgust she missed anyiogatie men
might have evidenced.

As she fully expected, Ingrid had some fault talfimith the lunch.
Earlier, the girl had scoffed at Faun's effortsyonlthe men's absence
and Faun realised that Ingrid was play-acting irway, slyly
concealing her pettish complaints from Clive. Nowwever, the girl
did not seem to care whether or not she came doWwisiestimation.

'‘What on earth's this!' she exclaimed, pickinghgdreen 'vegetable'
with her fork and then letting it slip back on tertplate again. Faun
coloured with anger and said tautly,

'‘Boiled fern—and consider yourself lucky you've gbtShe and the
others were seated round the bamboo table. Fauevesdbeen able
to produce a cloth for it, using a gaily-colouredton headscarf she
had brought with her and which was far larger thas either usual
or necessatry.

'It's quite tasty,’ interposed Malcolm, trying tase the situation.
'‘What gave you the idea?' he asked Faun.

'l know that most ferns are edible, so it seemgdal idea to make
use of them—although one wouldn't eat too muchrstt ft's a new
food and could upset the digestion until one becasesl to it.'

'It would makemesick," declared Ingrid, then she looked at Clive
'‘Can't I have something else?' she pleaded.

He shook his head. Faun noticed that his eyes namwed and
glinting as he replied,



‘There's no reason why you should have anythirfgréifit from what
the rest of us are eating.’

The girl rose haughtily.
'In that case,' she snapped, 'I'll go without!"

Tommy and Malcolm were uncomfortable and Faun tiecseild
have left the table. Clive seemed calm, and tonjeyang the meal.

'She could have eaten the meat, and the bamboadssheaid

Malcolm. 'She must have had the shoots before.'oNe said

anything to this and Malcolm added, his eyes follmrthe svelte

figure of Ingrid as she went down to the aircr&he'll starve to death
if she goes on like this.' There was still no comm&lalcolm gave

up and the meal was eaten in silence.

Faun spoke to Clive afterwards. She had wandeffetbagearch for
suitable bamboo poles for her shelter, but had betatracked in her
intention by sounds she heard coming from some ties rose from
among a dense thicket of tangled shrubs.

'‘What is it?" The quiet voice of the man she detestaused her to
swing round.

‘Tree frogs,' she answered curtly.
He came towards her, his eyes on her legs.
Where are your slacks?' he demanded with a frown.

'‘Drying on the line I've improvised. I've washecrth' Her eyes
automatically went to one of the water traps wi@tke and Tommy
had set up. There were many of these traps, qumgle in
construction— just a large leaf suspended aboeeeptacle. In this
way, rainwater, fresh and clear, was caught intplémuantities.



'You'll be stung,' Clive warned. 'And you've alrgabt two leeches
fastened to your calf.'

She frowned, and glanced down.

'‘What wretched creatures they are! It's said thartydiving thing has
its use, but | fail to see what good these obnaxattackers are.'

‘Do you want my assistance,’ he inquired with a sorof dry
amusement, 'or are you fully prepared for this lohdventuality?’

'I'm prepared,’ she answered, drawing from her goahittle bag she
had made from one of her handkerchiefs. In the weaige several

cigarette ends thrown away by Ingrid and which Haicked up. She

went to the water trap, took a quantity of watenen hand and dipped
the bag into it, aware that Clive, watching herhwimterest, was

nodding his head in a mechanical sort of way. Haemt down and

squeezed the nicotine on to one of the leechdspiped off and she
treated the other one in a like manner.

‘The super-efficient female.' Clive seemed quitakhl@ to suppress
this remark. 'It's to be hoped you never inarry'gidoe a dead bore to
your husband.’

Faun straightened up, angry colour filtering hezeits.

'l want to speak to you about Miss Fullman,' she &autly, deciding
it was better not to voice the cutting riposte thad leapt to her lips.
'You spoke a short while back of dissension belmg ¢énemy of
morale. You do realise, don't you, that your girkhid deliberately
makes herself objectionable to me? | don't know hawech you're
expecting me to take from her, but | should imagire¢ by now you
know me well enough to be sure I'm coming to thd eh my

patience.' She paused, giving him an opportunityatp something,
but he remained silent, watching her intently tigtotnis unmoving



blue eyes. 'l naturally don't want to quarrel vidr; she's intolerably
bored already and a quarrel could further upsetWerdon't want an
hysterical woman on our hands, Mr Tarrant.'

Tight-lipped, he stared hard at her; there was saonmg

unfathomable about him, though his anger was evidféhatever he
himself thought about Ingrid, it certainly infurgat him to hear her
spoken of disparagingly by another person. Webught Faun, at
least he was to be admired for his loyalty. Admr&the frowned and
looked him over. Apart from his physique, and hisdeniably

handsome looks, there was little else that coulddmired. Still, she
was willing to admit that he deserved a modicuncrefdit for his

loyalty. He spoke at last, asking Faun if she caowltbe a little more
understanding of Ingrid's character. His wordsugioedged with
temper, were surprisingly quiet and Faun had theggsring

impression that he actually felt some degree ofiedion for her

own cool efficiency.

'‘As you've said,' he continued before Faun coukbkp'we don't
want Ingrid's morale to break--'

Again he stopped, this time halted by the swifsireg of Faun's
eyebrows...

‘You put it far more politely than | did, Mr Tarran
'l detest the word hysterical,' he returned brulsque
Faun shrugged.

‘Very well, choose your own words. It isn't thesfitime you've made
an objection to mine.’

'Do you have to start a damned argument everyyoneand | meet?’
he demanded exasperatedly. 'For heaven's sake nytgnto be a bit



more amenable, for if you don't | won't be respolesifor my
actions!

She looked at his hands, noting the tightly-cledchsts. His shirt
sleeves were rolled up, despite the dangers oflstimg by insects;
she saw the strong light- brown hair that coverisdalhm, and her
eyes went automatically to the other arm, encasgdaster right up
to the elbow. She said, unable to resist it,

‘That you'd like to do me an injury is obvious, Warrant.'
''d like to shake you till your teeth rattle!

For some reason she had to laugh ... and to hezesmamt Clive
Tarrant responded. And then there was silence, dedprofound,
and a tenseness in the air that was beyond therpmiweords. Faun
shifted her weight from one leg to another in afihg movement
that seemed to bring a glimmer of satisfactiorhtisé deep-set blue
eyes of his. He believed her to be disconcertenons, even. But
she was not... or was she? There was no denyirgligie increase in
her heartbeats, or that a strange sensation gdiverthin her,
affecting her nerves in some way she failed to tstdad. Where was
the fire that was so ready to be ignited whenewesrrman came into
her presence? And what of Clive himself? Where thiat arrogant
sneer, that gleam of contempt that invariably Idriehis expression
whenever he looked at her?

The silence was broken by a snapping sound thatherair. A tree
had fallen somewhere close at hand; it would mengethe reeking
wetness of the ground beneath its dense coveringuafriant
vegetation where it would rot away like millionsather trees during
the aeons of time in which this primordial jungkediflourished. The
breaking of the silence came as a relief to Faffeci®d as she was
by this indefinable sensation that was both unfaménd faintly
exciting.



'l expect the tree frogs have gone,' she saidyelgliely avoiding the
subject of Ingrid. 'I'm making a list of all theiamals I've seen.’

‘You are?' His eyes went past her to the placeevertree frogs had
been. 'And what have you on this list?'

'Hornbills and a civet cat. Lizards, of coursetlesy are all over the
place. | wish | knew the different kinds.'

'l believe they have about a hundred different &imiBorneo."'
'So many? | didn't know that.’'

'Have you seen the flying lizard yet?'

Faun shook her head.

'‘Does it really fly? | rather thought it merelydgid.'

'‘As a matter of fact it does glide, on certain meanbks.'

Faun nodded, then mentioned the birds' calls stidbard.

'I'm also making a list of the flowers I've comeass,' she added.
‘And the fruits, of course.’

‘Have you discovered the durian yet?'
Faun shook her head.
'I've heard of it, though. It's an acquired takbelieve?’

'Yes.' He glanced upstream casually. 'If we cad fiome we'll be
able to use them as an alternative to the fruitysed at lunch time
today.'



Faun said nothing; she was just beginning to redhsit this was
almost a friendly conversation. The arrogant bdseeTarrant Line
was human for a change, revealing what could alnb@stan
attractiveness beneath the veneer of haughty superiHe spoke
after a while, asking about the shelter she prapdsélding for
herself.

'‘As a matter of fact | was just about to colleansobamboo poles
when my attention was diverted by the tree fragise' told him.

'‘Don't let me detain you, then," he said, andHeft

She stood for a long moment, her face set in thibuigmes. She was
aware of some kind of evasion within her as if dfrked an

admission that would have aroused her anger. Hehéad puckered
in a frown of annoyance as she tried unsuccesdflgvercome the
evasion and analyse her feelings at this particmlament, as she
stood here in this teeming, humid jungle, moved some

unfathomable way by the fact that she and Cliverardrhad, for

once, managed to converse in a manner vergingemdfmess.

At last she gave a sigh of impatience and pickethaghopper from
where she had left it when she heard the sounoedaf¢e frogs close

by.



CHAPTER SIX

THERE was a distinct thread of satire in Clive's voisg @turning
back from the walk he had taken along the rivekbae asked Faun
how she was getting on.

'Fine," she answered, instantly putting one harunbleher back.
With her right hand she was just going to choplahgth of bamboo
cane when Clive said swiftly,

Tine, eh? And why are you hiding--'

‘Yes, fine," interrupted Faun with a trace of dede. 'I'm thoroughly
enjoying it.' She winced as she spoke, but avéreediead, hoping he
had not noticed.

‘You're finding it exhausting, though." A statememhich afforded

him extreme satisfaction, she thought. '‘Don't yaxedleny it," he told
her. 'I'm not such a fool that | can't see that'ngojust about all in.
Wouldn't Tommy help you?' His eyes went to her sie left side.

Faun hoped that blood was not dripping from themndoshe had. just
inflicted upon herself.

'l refused his help."' She reflected on Tommy'srathat he give her
some assistance, once she had told him that Clageinvagreement
with her having the shelter. She had refused Hssimply because it
occurred to her that Clive's only reason for tregditwlation was the
conviction that the task would prove beyond here Stas, in

consequence, determined to let him see he waskarsta

'‘Refused his help?' repeated Clive with a hintestpption.
'l wanted the satisfaction of doing it myself.'

‘Or of proving to me that you could do it yoursdit rejoined levelly.



Being an honest person Faun had to own that hisrggsn was
correct, at which he told her that she was far ntiesparent than
she knew. She had nothing to say to this, haviragchber father
make the same pronouncement on many occasions.

"You mustn't waste your time here,' she said ptgsemanting only
to get to the first-aid box and find somethingake the pain from her
hand. 'l expect you've plenty to do.’

‘What have you done to that hand?' The questiorpwaisnperiously
and immediately followed by an order to bring hanth forward.

'It's nothing; | merely--' She got no further as,

with an impatient exclamation, Clive snatched thepper from her,
tossed it on the ground, then took hold of her and swung her
round.

"You wretch!" he murmured softly. Her hand was 8ieg profusely
and she actually gave a little cry when he begardbe beneath the
blood to find the wound. 'So you're not as cleveyau thought you
were, eh?—not quite so tough as you'd like me lieve? |'ve a good
mind to make you howl like that again--'

'l didn't howl!" she blazed. 'Leave go of my wrist!
'If 1 do it'll be to put you across my knee and mabu smart!’

'‘Oh ...!"" Faun's fury prevented anything more ttheat; she felt that a
conflagration was consuming her whole body.

'‘Come on! 'he commanded, but gave her no choideedgerally
dragged her towards the spare shelter which seaged sort of
communal sitting-room. In it were stored the tinndions, the



first-aid kit and several other items taken from #wrcraft. 'Sit down,
and don't you dare move while I'm away getting wate

She found herself obeying him, rather to her clmadput the pain was
becoming too uncomfortable for her to argue.

"There's some boiled water in one of the flask&'said.
'Where?"

Faun gestured to a bamboo table which stood icdhger, made by
Tommy who jokingly said he would take up jungleftfar a living,
he was becoming so good at it.

'On there.'

'‘Give me your hand,' he was saying a moment |stdreastood over
her, his height and his manner so overpoweringsiatvanted to get
up and run from him. 'So, Miss Competentl—you ddaibw
everything, apparently. You didn't realise you tathke the greatest
care when working bamboo, did you?' Faun made sweamn she was
in fact having to bite her lip hard in order to d¢hddlack the little cries
of pain that rose-convulsively in her throat. 'Yioever realised that
the outer skin of bamboo, when split, could injyosl like this!" He
glowered down at her, his mouth tight. 'l oughbtix your damned
ears for your stubborn stupidity! This wound's deigpcould be
dangerous!" He had finished bathing it, saying due$y that he
hoped it was cleansed of all dirt. "We can onlyéhep,' he went on
wrathfully. 'And now hold this pad while | get arlaage!"

She sat there meekly, wondering what was the maitarher that
she was showing so little spirit. But the astougdimith was that she
wanted to cry, so dreadful was the pain. And irt & did feel a
trace of moisture in her eyes and averted her Iseafily. Clive
bandaged the wound and then, with an unexpecteturgesf



Imperiousness, he put a hand under her chin aed tlp her head.
His blue eyes were still, his mouth compressed.

'‘No use being sorry for yourself now; it's too ladethat.’
'I'm not sorry for myself!’
"You will be before you're much older!

The tears were more persistent and she swallowgding against
allowing this man to see her crying. How he woulwhgj She would
never be able to bear the humiliation.

'l think I'll go and lie down.’

‘A good idea. In fact, | was just about to orden yo.' He spoke with
a taunting edge to his voice; Faun ignored hisbeedite attempt to
rile her and said, just as if she had not hearavbisls at all,

‘Yes, it is a good idea, Mr Tarrant. Er—if I'm rathout to get the
evening meal ready there's some more bamboo stooatse with the
tinned fish.'

'Did | tell you to use the fish?'

"You said | could use two tins a day. We've hadtpseal thought the
fish would be a change.'

' rather think we shall have to reduce our ratimone tin per day.
She gave a deep sigh.

'l wish we could get the radio working. It wouldhs® all our
problems.’



'l've had another try, but given up. It's impossital do anything with
it.'

Faun went to the aircraft to lie down. Ingrid whsere, playing cards
and smoking a cigarette. There had been a plensipply of
cigarettes on the luxury aircraft and as Ingrid wWeesonly one who
smoked she was not likely to run out yet awhilaurbaware of her
boredom and her irritability, hoped and prayed tih&t cigarettes
would last out until the rescue party arrived.

‘What's wrong with you?' Ingrid wanted to know, iegethe bandage.
'‘Who's done that for you?' The arrogance in hee tmatched the
expression in her eyes and Faun could not heljitigrof Clive and
his own haughty manner of approaching people.

'I've gashed my hand on some bamboo skin.’
'Is it serious?'

Faun shook her head.

‘No, | don't think so.'

A small silence and then,

'‘Who bandaged it for you?"

‘Mr Tarrant." Faun moved over to the reclining clvenich served as
her bed and sat down. She felt rather sick and \madkealised she
had lost a good deal of blood while standing thid&ing to Clive.

'Clive!" Ingrid spoke sharply, her eyes darkly framg. 'l thought you
and he were enemies.’

'‘Enmity's put aside in an emergency. | had no dse © dress the
wound for me.'



‘Tommy could have done it!

'He wasn't there.' Faun had to smile; the girl plagly annoyed at
the idea of Clive dressing the wound for her.

'l could have done it, if you'd asked me.'
The remark provided the opening Faun had wanteddome time.

'l wouldn't have asked you, since you've provededactant to do
anything at all.'

Ingrid coloured, though her expression was oneittfdbarrogance.

‘You're impertinent, Miss Sheridan! You seem togéir your
position!’

‘My position?' repeated Faun, puzzled.
‘You're nothing more than a—well—a servant, areyou

Faun looked at her, her restraint almost broketheyirl's insolence.
However, conscious of her morale being liable tdapse if her
nerves became too frayed, Faun trod carefullya®ishe had told
Clive, they didn't want an hysterical woman on ttands at a time
like this.

‘The fact that | choose to make myself useful,’ shid at length,
‘doesn't mean that I'm a servant.’

‘Clive considers you to be a servant; that's whydesn't hesitate to
order you about the way he does.'

Leaning back, Faun relaxed, telling herself ndose her temper no
matter how great the provocation. A quarrel wouwddhdither of them
any good, and it could do Ingrid a lot of harm.



'I'm intending to rest,' she told the girl. 'Ple&ygo be quiet; | might

manage to have a sleep.' She closed her eyesngishe had been
more careful with that bamboo, for the pain was aatull throb that

increased her feeling of sickness. The cigarettekerdid not help; it

was a dun-yellow pall which hurt Faun's eyes amnoth

'l don't see why | should have to be totally sifeptotested Ingrid
sullenly. 'After all, this is my sleeping placewasll as yours.'

Faun's eyes lit with anger, but again she deciteduld be more
prudent to ignore the bait. For bait it was; Faawv ¢his very clearly.
Ingrid was going out of her way to pick a quartelvould ease her
boredom, for the moment, but after that it woulsutein depression,
though Ingrid was not aware of this.

'I'm merely asking that you don't talk to me,' siain mildly. 'The
pain's pretty bad and it's making me feel off-colou

‘Sick, you mean?"'
‘Yes, that's right.'

‘How—revolting!" The girl paused. 'Are you just saythat so I'll get
out of here and leave you on your own?'

‘Certainly not," answered Faun wearily. Would ti igever stop
talking?

'l think you are! | shall go, but I'll mention yotrick to Clive!'

‘Mention it by all means,' said Faun exasperatddiying into the
cushion that served as a pillow. Ingrid departesjr-let the chair
right down and flopped back. She hadn't the stretgtunfold the
blanket and spread it over her.



She awoke about an hour later, brought from heepsley the
perceptive instinct that she was no longer aloiee@vas standing
over her, an odd expression in his eyes.

'‘Did | waken you?' he asked as if angry with hirhsel

'It doesn't matter." Faun put up her hand to saflgawn. She felt
slightly dazed and decided she was not yet propevhke. 'Did Miss
Fullman come to you?'

A strange silence followed her question before €8aid, a hardness
in his voice that had not been there when he dpske,

‘Why do you ask?'

‘She said she would be telling you about my tridkaun broke off,
fully awake now and regretting her slip.

'‘How are you feeling?' Clive's tone had lost thatdness already.
‘The injury hurts?'

She nodded and tried to sit up. To her amazementvak assisted to
a sitting position and the cushion propped up lkher. She looked
down, her eyes widening.

‘The blanket,' she murmured, 'you put it over @€ glanced up into
his bronzed face and a strange tremor passed thrbeg His
nearness disturbed her, his attentiveness wasntisdong because it
was so unexpected. He baffled her even by his pceskere as she
could see no reason why he should trouble himealfiaher. If she
were laid up at least she would be out of his way.

'It wakened you, unfortunately. But you would hdwegun to feel
very cold had you stayed here much longer withad\eer. The sun's
going down and you know how chilly the nights are.’



'It was—was kind of you, Mr Tarrant.' She felt siyat once, and
there was a constriction in her throat which shdaaot understand.
Clive had straightened up after putting the cuslidmer back and he
made no attempt to break the silence as he steod, thurveying her
critically. Her skin was pale, but with a bloomdwlicate peach in her
cheeks; her thickly-fringed eyes of translucentebjmeen were
widely-spaced beneath arched brows, her chestinuteliaabout her
shoulders like a silken cloak. Never had she aggleaiore feminine,
or vulnerable, although Faun herself was totallgmsare of this. And
when she saw Clive's brows come together in a freenaturally
put this down to impatience. He was still annoyeithviher for
wielding that chopper. She felt a sort of miserylvwg up inside her
and before she quite knew it she had spoken hagtite aloud.

'| feel so depressed.'
'‘Did you manage to be sick?' he asked matter-ofiyfa

Faun shuddered, then said, her swift-winged thaugbing back to
Ingrid,

‘That was a trick--'

'l asked you a question,' snapped Clive. 'Answél me

She shook her head at once and said no, she haeemwsick.
‘Won't want to be, either,' she could not help agdi

‘You'd have felt better if you had been. I'd givaiya salt and water
drink, but we can't spare the salt. What made ypressed?’

She glanced down at her bandaged hand which shierbiaght from
beneath the blanket.

'Perhaps it's because I've done this. It makesgidhElpless.’



She saw his expression change as a quality oésabk the severity
from his face.

‘You'll regret that admission tomorrow, when yourrere yourself.'

Was the man actually teasing her? If so, what othded brought
about the dramatic change in his attitude towagei8 h

'l expect you're right," was all she could findstty. She was thinking
of his relationship with Ingrid, his indifferencevtards her since the
crash landing. More than ever it seemed to Faunhtlieme was no
affection in the relationship, that Clive used ¢ merely to while
away the tedium of those interludes which wouldeothse have
been dull.

She looked up at him, expecting him to come ouh wiime taunting
rejoinder, but obviously he was not intending toashy such thing,

for his face was relaxed into soft lines she haegnseen before. This
change mystified her, disturbed her senses in athatyboth vexed
and puzzled her. His sudden smile did nothing tstore her

equanimity; just the reverse, since it wdsiendly smile which gave

her a new awareness of him as a man. Up till nowdtkbeen her
enemy, a pompous arrogant male who believed thatemochad no

place of importance now, any more than they hathenpast. But

suddenly he was not pompous and arrogant at aljusia handsome
man with a most charming smile upon his lips.

'I must be dreaming," whispered Faun to hers#tf.nbt awake yet.'

'What are you thinking about?' he wanted to knagvybice quiet and
pleasingly modulated. '"Your lips were moving wittuy thoughts.'

‘You're imagining things,' was her evasive reply, Glive shook his
head.



‘You're a strange girl,' was his unexpected commantd Faun
glanced up quickly, into an inscrutable countenah@aid you are a
challenge, and | meant it.'

‘That,' she told him, 'is cryptic. | don't know wlyau mean?'

The deep-set eyes flickered over her face; thavde interested in
her was plain, and his next words did not exaailyne as a surprise to
her.

‘You're not a woman to be ignored, Miss Sheridart . y®Bu don't need
me to tell you that.'

'‘No,' she agreed frankly, then added that it wdg bacause of her
unusual occupation. 'People are always amazed Wwhnemtion my
flying career.’

"That's understandable,' he returned with some emeist. 'You're
not the size of six pennyworth of copper.'

Faun's eyes widened.

‘You've changed, Mr Tarrant. To what do | owe tlisdden
friendliness?'

'I'm not being friendly, Miss Sheridan, but merstgting facts.' His
glance shifted to her hand. 'The pain's still bad?'

‘It throbs, but it'll go eventually.’ She touchebetbandage
automatically. 'l wish I'd known about the bamboo!

‘You oughtn't to have decided to make yourself @ltesh There's
nothing wrong with this place.'

Except that she was forced to share it with Ingralin could have
added, but she refrained because, for some in¢eadiison, she was



reluctant to arouse his animosity again. She saading up into his
bronzed face,

'l still want my own place to sleep, Mr Tarrant.’

He frowned, as she expected he would, and his mourtipressed
into an inflexible line. Oh, dear, was he goingravert to that

dictatorial attitude again? Faun felt she coulderature an argument
just now. Her head was aching, though she woulthae¢ mentioned
this for anything. When he had gone she would @kmuple of

aspirins, a supply of which had been left in theraift.

‘We could be rescued in a day or two," he said, iiawview of this it
would be a waste of time to build a shelter.’

'It doesn't take long; besides, it's somethingdoldccan't stand this
inactivity.'

To her surprise he agreed that the inactivity vilecting him as well.
'It breeds boredom, and that's fatal in circumsarszich as these.'
‘Tommy's overcome the inactivity, hasn't he?"

Clive nodded and smiled.

'He's taken up jungle craft quite seriously. Heakimg a trap at
present, with the idea of catching a wild pig.'

‘Are there wild pigs in this country?'
Clive nodded.

‘They used to be numerous at one time, and | kelirey're still
fairly plentiful. The Natives depend on them fooig@in—in addition
to other foods, of course.’



'It would be a pleasant change to have some fresit,rout | don't
want to see a pig in a trap.' She shuddered visiilslpging an odd
expression to the man standing there, his heigbtpmwering, his
personality affecting her in the most disturbingywa

'One has to kill in circumstances such as we grééntold her, and
now there was a gravity in his voice which she haidheard before.
'If we're not rescued in the next few days we'lréduced to eating
lizards, and perhaps snakes, if we can catch thden.paused a
moment as if waiting for some reaction, but Fauis siéent, trying
not to think about eating anything so revoltingaasnake. She had
already, accepted that they might have to eat fiags even ants and
grubs, but never had she anticipated using snakésod. 'Also, I'm
thinking of taking a trip up river, to the confluanl spoke of. There
could be a longhouse thereabouts, as | said. Wesanight get the
help of a Native--'

‘They might not be friendly," Faun broke in, wonidgrwhy she felt
so agitated at the idea of Clive's going to thglmuse alone. 'After
all, itisn't such a long time since they were hkbadters, is it?'

‘A fair time,' returned Clive casually. 'The Broslaid a great deal to
put a stop to it.'

‘But tradition dies hard," Faun persisted. 'l watildo if | were you,
Mr Tarrant.' He was looking strangely at her.,fdsoth puzzled and
surprised by her anxiety.

‘We'll see. | have a feeling, though, that we migéwe to look for
help from some local source.’

Faun shivered.

‘We're not desperate, Mr Tarrant—and if Tommy caakenthese
traps you speak of then we shall manage very weliood.'



Clive stared down at her, his regard disconceringkense.

‘You're obviously not too perturbed by our situafiMiss Sheridan.’
It was half statement, half question, but what dowbt possibly be
missed by Faun was the quality of admiration intbwse. Whether or
not he meant her to recognise it she could not baik all she knew
was that it was there, and that it gave her & l#ticess of pleasure tc
know that his opinion of her was undergoing a cleang

'‘As you say, Mr Tarrant, I'm not too perturbed. Damagine,

though, that I'm ignorant of the seriousness ofghight. But | can't
help remembering that we're lucky to be alive &t'ébhe stopped
abruptly, fearing he might be secretly accusingdiéoasting of that
miraculous crash landing she had made. But to $steneshment he
was nodding, and there was not the slightest Hicbotempt in his
voice as he murmured, almost to himself,

'Yes, indeed, we're lucky to be alive at all.’

Faun felt the colour rise to tint her cheeks, amel ®irned away so
that her expression was shielded from those distereyes. What
was happening to her that she felt so unsure adelerso very
feminine, so shy? The silence became too muchdagrlecause it
savoured of intimacy, of a closeness which was knamly to
comrades. And so she had to break the silenceharahly thing she
could bring to mind was the shelter. She askedihgine could have
it, unaware of the content of her words until she the broad smile
of amusement that leapt unexpectedly to Clive Tdsanouth. She
had requested, not demanded.

'l am having it,’ she instantly corrected. 'lt was mglslip of the
tongue that bskedf | could have I it.’

There was a defiance in her amended words, agerdin degree of
hauteur, and yet, mingled with her | candour, thagt an appealing



quality which—though | she did not know it—had tiest unusual
effect on | Clive.

All she did know was that, later, when she got g kwent along to
the place where the other shelters were, she adaervsight that
staggered her. Clive, with | the assistance of Tgmwas busily

engaged in preparing bamboo poles of the appreplesigth for a

shelter. Ingrid was standing some small distanwe frthe two men,
and even though it was now growing dark, Faun colddrly see the
twist of anger on the girl's I lips. Faun moved gwanseen by any of
them, and | went back to the aircraft, having dedid¢ was more |

prudent, at this particular time, to keep out @ way.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE shelter was finished by the following afternoord d&aun, the

pain in her hand having eased a little, moved k&rgings from the
plane to her new sleeping quarters. Tommy had dyrezade her a
small stool and on this she put the couple of bablkeshad brought
with her. Her suitcase she put on a little platfeshe had made
herself from a box she had taken from the aircreftmmy was

engaged in making her a bed out of interwoven pehwes fastened
to a framework of bamboo. The bed had four stolggp@ne at each
corner, which kept it off the ground and also esthabout a foot
above the palm mattress.

'If you've a negligee you're not using you can drapver the top two
poles and use it as a mosquito net,’ Tommy sughesteu'll
certainly need a net if you're sleeping outsidethBhe and Malcolm
had naturally been puzzled by Faun's firm decisodouild a shelter,
but neither of them had said anything to her abboufommy,
glancing up from his task of weaving the palm leatagether, saw
that Faun was looking rather puzzled.

'‘How are you going to fix this mattress to the fe&nshe wanted to
know. She, like Malcolm and Clive, was intrigued the way
Tommy had developed this skill for working bamb®bat he had a
flair for it was plain, and he himself expressetpsge at the quality
of his work. Already he had made the table andist@amd had begun
to make a chair, which he had left in order to Iveljh Faun's shelter
and to make her the bed. For Malcolm he had masetaf cabinet
far the side of his bed, as Malcolm spent muchisftime resting,
mainly on the orders of Clive, who made no pretaesiatie fact that
he did not want an invalid on his hands. Anoth&ackt could mean
that Malcolm was confined to bed the whole timed avhen the
rescue party did arrive their task would be madeenwbfficult by
their having to deal with a stretcher of sorts, limguit into the
helicopter.



'l've no rope, you're thinking?' Tommy grinned ati and told her
triumphantly that he had solved the problem of mgdnaterials for

his furniture-making. 'I'm using the fibre of climly canes—you've
no idea just how strong it is. Then there's theefif the lianas; that's
quite strong too.'

Faun's gaze was appreciative and so was Clivegsid|rsitting on
one of the bamboo stools, merely looked on in s#erShe was
becoming more and more bored, having perused tigazivees over
and over again. If only she would try to find atemnest, mused Faun,
then she would not be nearly so bored as she wagdGhe, Faun,
persuade her to come on a nature walk with her@ehédered. It was
worth a try, and the following morning Faun invitbdr to take a
stroll with her along the river bank.

'I'm searching for the wild hibiscus which | bekegrows here,' Faun
said. 'Perhaps you could help me to find it?'

'I'm not wandering along that bank," was Ingridisnediate answer.
The vegetation's alive with leeches and ants.'

'You have to watch for them. In any case, you'vaesslacks you can
wear. | tie mine up around the bottoms so thatingtlsan get into
them." Faun paused, but Ingrid remained sullerignsi '‘Nature's
most interesting,' persevered Faun, 'as you'd $odnout if you
came on these walks with me.’

'I've no wish to find out,' snapped Ingrid, 'noyanore than I've any
wish for your company. As for this interest in mata-well, it doesn't
go with flying planes, that's for certain.’

'l don't see why you're making the comparison. ©mey occupation
and the other my hobby. Everyone should have a yhobhbss

Fullman. Look at Tommy; he's making a hobby of wagkbamboo,
and he'll keep it up when he gets back home--'



'If he ever does get back home!" flashed Ingrid,daek eyes baleful
and accusing. 'You do realise, | suppose, thatiélivdie here, in this
dreadful jungle, it'll be you who have murdered us?

Faun looked at her in contempt, deciding it wasis® wasting time
trying to be pleasant to the girl. She was insgland complaining in
turn; with Clive she was now adopting a querulatisuale, and with
the other two men her manner was one of indiffexenc

Faun went off on her own and to her delight shexfbwhat she was
searching for. She sketched it in her notebookingddarious items
of interest which included its environment. Clivenge upon her as
she returned; she was so busy reading what shevtiideh that she
would have bumped into him had he not spoken asBm@nds before
they reached one another.

‘You're very interested,' he observed, his eyab®motebook. '‘More
discoveries, | take it?"

She nodded, smiling. It seemed months since sh&Chwel were at
each other's throats.

'I've found a wild hibiscus!" she exclaimed, happian she realised
at speaking to someone who was just as keen amnsh& would be
interested in her discovery. 'lt's very attractiae,you can see from
my drawing—perhaps,' she added doubtfully, her &yasth mirth.

'l never was much good at drawing,' she admittad, saw Clive's

eyebrows lift a fraction.

‘Another imperfection,' he drawled. 'l wonder yboin to it.'
She laughed and said,

'I'm not perfect by any means, Mr Tarrant.'



'‘Let me look at the sketch,' he requested, igndrargcomment. 'Yes,
it does look attractive. You can take me to itlate.'

This she did, and was elated at his enthusiasnmadked her if she
wanted to pick one of the flowers and press it, sg®imed more than
a little satisfied when she said no, she felt thatas wrong to pick

wild flowers.

‘You reduce the number of seeds that will be seatteshe added.
‘And although it's unlikely that anyone else wilke see these, it still
seems like vandalism to me to pick them.’

Clive turned his head to look at her. His exprassias unreadable,
but there was no doubt that he had mellowed corsitieduring the
past twenty-four hours/There was no antagonism tahou any

more, Nno sarcasm or contempt in his attitude tosvaet, although
she did wonder just how long this more friendly meanwould

endure. She naturally allowed her thoughts to f@lythe future,

cherishing the hope that there might after all behance of her
working for the Tarrant Line.

She and Clive wandered back along the river bahkiting and
learning something about one another. Faun leatimdClive had
already been some distance up the dry river bedirig for signs of
habitation. Some tribes in this primitivéu were still nomadic,
clearing ground, cultivating it to produce one $ngrop, and then
moving on again. Clive had hoped to find some aweéeof this
shifting cultivation, such evidence being proof ttidatives did
inhabit this region.

'l came upon several streams,' he told Faun assthaied back to the
camp. 'All of them were picturesque in that theinks are different
from this. There are flowers in abundance.'

'Flowers?' Faun's eyes brightened. 'What kind?'



'l recognised some of them, but by no means séiw calla lilies and
arums, many orchids and some small foliage plahts.'looked

slantways at her. "You'd be in your element," leeddthen went on
to say that one of the streams was particularlytied as it flowed

below a great limestone mass which had been woay awform a

cave.

'‘Oh ... | must go there! Which way was it?"

‘You're not afraid?'

She hesitated a moment, and then, with completedtpn
‘Maybe | am. It was impulsive of me to say I'd go .

Faun allowed her voice to trail off, reflecting Ghive's request to be
taken to see the wild hibiscus. If only she couldkena similar

request, and ask to be taken to the cave! She dogget him from

under the thick fringe of her lashes, and saw tlielen quirk of his

mouth.

'‘Well?' he challenged dryly.
Faun blinked at him, feigning surprise and puzziaime
‘Well—what?'

'‘Come off it, Miss Sheridan! You're not deceivingyane! You want
me to take you to the cave.’

For a space she found speech impossible. This @eagdod to be
true! Were she and Clive Tarrant to be friendsraftithat had taken
place between them? She herself was amazed thabshikthink of
burying the hatchet after all the insults she hexkived from him.
And yet she knew it would be easy to bury it, synpkecause
this-man walking beside her was not the arrogass o one of the



world's most exclusive airlines, but a fellow hunt@ang who was
sharing the dangers and uncertainties which sheeliewas

experiencing. She said quietly, lifting her beaut#yes to look at his
profile,

'I'd be very grateful if you would take me, Mr Tant.'

He did not answer her immediately, and for an uagemoment she
wondered if he would refuse. To her relief he tdries head and
smilingly said he would take her the following afteon.

'It's about a mile and a half, going that way,'shed, pointing in a
direction that was at right angles to the river &éahg which they
were walking.

'Is there no fear of getting lost?' she queried,dgaze taking in the
tangled mass of vegetation through which they wbwalde to pass.

'l took care to make certain landmarks," he told d¢esually. 'For
example, there's a great number of sago palms dlengvay and |
took off some of the leaves and turned them updaen to show
their lighter undersides. In this way | found ntfidulty in picking up
my trail.'

'So we're sure of getting back without difficulty?'

'l didn't have any trouble, and | don't anticipaig tomorrow.'
Faun was considering what he had said.

'l believe the pith of sago palms is edible?’

It is, and we shall be eating it before very long.

She nodded, then her thoughts leapt back to thregguhey would
make tomorrow.



'How many miles can one cover in an hour—in thig ebterrain, |
mean?'

‘Less than a mile when cutting across country tikat. Along a
stream or game trail it's different.’

'Less than a mile." She became thoughtful agaanwiSshall have to
start out immediately after lunch?'

He nodded.

'If we start out a little after midday we'll haveleast five hours of
daylight.'

'I'm looking forward to it," Faun told him with ande. "'Thank you for
agreeing to take me.'

''d not have permitted your going alone, Miss &ter.'

Permitted ... Why did he have to use such expresditi was as if he
could not resist taunting her, even at this timbew a degree of
friendliness had sprung up between them. She sawthdow of a
smile touch his lips and she knew he was waitimghéy to retaliate.
With admirable restraint she managed to smile ayd s

‘It would have been risky for me to go alone. | mtigave met up with
one of those Natives you yourself were looking falne frowned to
herself, not at all liking the picture that camefdoe her mental
vision— that of Clive coming face to face with amiger of some
primitive tribe. 'Do you think,' she murmured, skieg her thoughts
aloud, 'that it's wise for even two of us to go?"

‘Afraid?' He seemed to pounce, almost, as he vdiezdvord.

Faun shook her head, but not very vigorously, aedface was
thoughtful.



'l don't know ...'
Clive Tarrant's eyebrows lifted with a wry expressi

‘You're becoming more feminine every day,’ was $adirical
comment.

She smiled faintly, recalling her mother's assartibat she was
feminine and vulnerable, and wondered what this wamd have to
say if he were told of it.

'We appear to have gone away from the subject,psehged out. 'l
was asking if it would be wise to go up to the cave

'I've been there already; nothing dramatic happémeae--'

‘You could, though, have encountered one of thead-hunters,’' she
broke in, then added the amendment that althougliNttives were
supposed to be no longer dedicated to the spaitthg off heads,

they were still uncivilised and therefore were twbe trusted. Clive
disagreed, saying that many of the tribes were wernjised, and

those who weren't could, for the most part, beedelipon to be
friendly.

'‘As | said earlier,’” added Clive thoughtfully, 'meight soon be
needing help from one of these tribes.’

Faun shrugged, aware that she had no serious gqaaloos the visit

to the cave ... and the reason was that she h#d ifaithe man

standing there, the man she would never have leelishie could ever
come to like.

She did like him; this was being brought home torhest forcibly as
the next few hours went by. The change in his mgnnéis regard
when he looked at her, the word of appreciationnwsétee produced



an appetising evening meal ... all these compouridetbrm a
pleasant feeling for him which erased all that lggmhe before.
Tommy, it was seen, was undoubtedly puzzled bygktiaage; Ingrid
was furious over it, glaring at Clive and sendimgrawed, wrathful
glances in Faun's direction. Malcolm was rathegnsilduring the
meal, his eyes often moving from Clive to Faun,hw#én odd
expression in their depths. Faun wondered what &g thinking;
perhaps, like her, he was beginning to feel thatehmight be a
chance for Faun, that Clive might after all let iverk for him.

When the meal was over Faun and Tommy washed #hesliand
stacked them away in the spare hut. Ingrid wetheaaircraft while
Tommy, working by the light from the fire he hadHted eatrlier,
soon got down to some more work on the chair hemasng. It was
to be one of five, he had said, although Ingrid Aldady told him
that he need not make one for her.

I'm far more comfortable in the aircraft,’ shedsaChairs like that
could hardly be comfortable.'

Darkness had fallen and as the sun sank so thmaled. A large

moon appeared above the mountains, and fireflidsarvegetation
illuminated it in fitful streaks. There was thundethe air, but as yet
the night was fresh and pleasant and Faun decal¢ake a stroll

along the river bank. But first she dropped in oalddlm who was
reading by the light of a butane lamp. He glangeevith a smile, his
eyes running over Faun's attire. Her slacks were looking the

worse for wear, having suffered many 'catcheshomnnts and sharp
branches and some prickly grass, a large patchha¢hwshe had
unwittingly entered in her search for edible bex@ad other fruits.
Her shirt was not very clean even though she hashed it that
morning. But she dared not use her small tablebap for washing
clothes, so the rinsing through was more to makeclothes smell
sweet than to clean them. The perspiration wa®btiee discomforts
of living in the jungle and she had noticed Tommy &live doing a



great deal of clothes washing, Tommy doing Malcslas well as his
own. Ingrid had much more clothing with her thamfrand so she
seemed able to keep herself almost immaculate.

‘Not read them all yet?' Faun glanced at the spilallof magazines
on the cabinet by Malcolm's bed.

'I've read most of them,' he answered wryly. 'lidegoing through
them all again soon.’

"There are some crosswords to do?"'
He nodded.
'l ration myself to one a day.'

'l wonder how long we're going to be here.' Fawegasigh as she
spoke. For herself she was not greatly troublegegsfor Malcolm,
though, she did feel some concern. True, when lsag@gaing like this
he seemed fairly comfortable, but when he had logea while that
breathlessness came to him, and the blue tings toduth.

'Clive's thinking of getting help,' she told him.
'From the Natives? He might not find any.'
Malcolm looked at her perceptively.

‘Afraid?'

‘Not for myself altogether--' This had escaped teefhe knew it and
Malcolm said swiftly, and with an odd inflection lms voice,

'For Clive? Are you afraid for him?'

She found herself colouring slightly.



'I'm anxious, naturally, Malcolm. After all, anyoneould be
apprehensive of the Natives of Borneo, wouldny®he

'| rather think they're more likely to be friendhyan otherwise, Faun,
and that's why Clive's interested in finding sorhthem.’

‘Mr Tarrant said that if we're not rescued in a diaiwo he's going up
to the confluence; he has an idea he might firmhghouse there.'

Malcolm nodded thoughtfully. He was propped up asgfaithe
cushions, looking very comfortable, his magazineeromn the
blanket, a glass of water on the cabinet. The glalskigh quality
crystal such as were used in all Clive's aircesdemed out of place in
this primitive little hut, built as it was of bamb@nd palm leaves.

‘The Natives always build by water, and especiadigr a confluence.
They travel by boat, you seeprahus they're called, | believe.'

It will take Mr Tarrant some considerable time get to the
confluence; he'll probably have to cut his way tigto parts of the
jungle.'

Malcolm agreed, a frown creasing his brow.

‘This helplessness is getting me down. | could rgvee with him
had | been fit.'

‘Tommy could go, but | have an idea Mr Tarrant vinilist that
Tommy stays with us. We need someone to stay upgit in case
the fires are to be lighted.’

‘That's right. As soon as a plane is heard the finest be lighted,
otherwise we'll miss our chance of being spotted.’

Faun stayed with Malcolm a little while longer befobidding him
goodnight, she went from his hut into the suddechiess of the



night. But the moon soon emerged from behind tbadd, bringing
some light to the mysterious and primitive landgcapdark jungle
vegetation, its luxurious growth flourishing unddrothouse
conditions, the equatorial climate bathing the whokgion in
perpetual summer. Faun decided that nowhere oh eatld the
vegetation be so lavish, so impenetrable, as itheas, in this part of
the island of Borneo.

She reached the bank and began strolling alohgntmind occupied
with the change that had taken place in Clive Tdisaattitude
towards her. It had meant that life was more platasa the continual
animosity which had previously existed between theas little less
than a burden in circumstances such as this. Tam stas immense
for everyone, without the added awareness of bdisiked. Faun
had carried this awareness and Clive did not utaleisjust how
much she was affected mentally by it. Her stremgtbharacter was
such that she might have coped with the situatsom aas, but Faun
doubted it. Tension was there, though it mightb@®tpparent, since
she had more control over her nerves and emotiams say, Ingrid.

A sudden sound like the breaking of a twig causadnFto spin
round, every sense alert. A shadow appeared, asasauring voice
spoke before she had time even to think that ithinlge a Native
approaching her through the tangled mass of unoetgrwhich

closely bordered the bank. Clive had taken a sturfrom the camp
site to the river's edge.

'You shouldn't be out here alone at night." Hiscgowas sharp,
Imperious. 'Supposing you went into the swamp?'

'l didn't think of that. But in any case, it issiwvampy here.'

"You have to mind, though. The swampy patches apgpehtake you
unawares." Both he and Faun had stopped and warslirsg
reasonably close to one another, two people awatangers, vitally



conscious of the fact that they could come to ayssiate of health if
the rescue were a long time delayed. They both wewre of their
surroundings, of the tropical jungle with its teamlife, and its many
hazards. Through the darkness came the high-pitipeeak of a bat,
one of thousands foraging the air of the jungles $bund cut through
the massed orchestra of cicadas and other noisee ima the
iInnumerable inhabitants of this evergreen islandsehshores were
washed by the lovely South China Sea. It was romalgspite its
dangers, a paradise of beauty unexplored, a woddih its own
splendid isolation and remoteness. 'How far wene iyending to
walk?' Clive's voice drifted into Faun's thoughtd anvoluntarily she
smiled.

'l hadn't given a thought to it. | was going tooiton until I'd had
enough and then turn back.'

"Your absence of fear amazes me,' he said.

'l can experience fear,' she assured him. 'l naghtell confess that |
felt very afraid when that second engine flamed' digr voice was
soft and sweetly- toned, her eyes in the moonlgtle and frank and
appealing.

‘That was understandable." Clive paused a momesnt,f an
indecision. But eventually he said, with a singeshe had never
expected to hear from the man she had found saartoand
insufferable, "Your control was exceptional, Midsefdan. Had |
been in charge of the aircraft | couldn't have damgbetter than you
as regards keeping my head.’

So amazed was Faun by this unexpected admissiorshkafound
speech impossible for a while. She just stared dghedo the
shadowy recesses made by the folds ef the treeadladeyond the
bank, her mind confused by Clive's manner with iasly he was an



enigmatic man. He seemed to be aware of her abtorigt and gave
her a narrowed smile.

‘You surprise me,' she murmured, forestalling tirestjon which she
sensed was hanging on his lips. 'l never expeaado/be so honest.'

At this his eyebrows rose a fraction.

‘That,' he told her with a hint of the old crispmed tone, 'was not
very diplomatic.'

Faun inclined her head in agreement, saying sonteatiszntly,
'‘No, | suppose it wasn't.'

Clive relapsed into silence for a while, his eyagigg into the dark
line of the river bed where the plane's wings arsgllage shone in the
moonlight. Following the direction of his gaze Fdeilhto wondering
why Clive had spent so little time with his girlénd. True, in the
daytime he was busy, seeing to Malcolm's needlpifg Tommy.
He had explored the immediate territory and wardi&rgher afield,
he had assisted with the new shelters, had repgdiekiered with
the radio and, in fact, had been almost fully ocedipThen of course
there was his resting time, which was every otlagr ds he took it in
turns with Tommy to keep an all-night watch for tkecue team. He
would come off duty at six or thereabouts and sla#p lunch time.
But there were the evenings when he could have gpbméhe aircraft
and kept Ingrid company. Instead, he obviously grrefl to stroll
like this, in the darkness of the jungle. He spakdast, his voice
drifting into Faun's reflections and bringing hieotghts back to this
present moment.

'Would you care to walk on—or were you thinkingtaiing in?'



A little thrill of pleasure swept through her agtidea of walking with
Clive and she answered spontaneously,

'I'd love to walk on; it's such a beautiful night.'

‘At present, yes, it is, but rain will come, solweot stray too far from
the camp.' His voice was expressionless and fomstant Faun
wondered if he were regretting his invitation, e was soon
assuring her, by his changed tone, that this wadssoo "Watch
yourself when we get a little farther along hetesré are stinging
bushes which can be pretty painful if you happestép into them.'

Faun had already discovered the truth of this, $heé made no
mention of it, merely falling into step beside @ias he sauntered
along the narrow grassy verge bordering the bebdeostream. They
chatted in a pleasant friendly way, Faun being drawt as he put
guestions to her. He realised he had heard ofdtieeif, and asked if
another pilot of the name of Sheridan was anyioglab her family.

‘Yes, Father's cousin,' she replied.
‘You're a flying family, then?'

‘There are several of us,' she answered with & legigh. 'My uncle
on my mother's side was a pilot, but he was kilhed crash.’

'So were my parents,' he told her quietly.
'‘Oh ... I'm sorry. Was it a long time ago?'

'l was twelve. My uncle and his wife took me.' Heuped and she
sensed a bitterness rise within him. "They weremdrd when | was
fifteen and | was sent to boarding-school.' He pdwmain. Faun, his
confidence surprising her, made no comment asedhgufre it would

not take much to bring his confidences to an abendt He continued



after a while, and she learned that his uncle &t tied, leaving all
he had to Clive. There was no indication in Clivegsrative of the
size of the fortune left him, but Faun already kngwvas vast.
Malcolm had told her this one day when she wassrhit, keeping
him company for an hour or so.

"Your childhood was not happy, then?' Faun putfewawords at last,
saw Clive nod before saying,

‘No, it wasn't, but it's all history now.' He gawer a slantways glance.
"Your childhood appears to have been very happymfndat small
items of information you've imparted.’

‘It was wonderful,’ she returned swiftly. 'We'ren@st fortunate
family--' she broke off and then could not helpiadd—despite the
fact of my mother producing two Amazons!'

To her surprise Clive laughed.
‘Tell me about your sister," he said.

Faun obliged, then somehow the conversation drifezk to flying,
with Clive making the comment that Faun had beamavhere, that
her life up till now must have been rich and varied

'Yes,' she agreed at once, 'it has. | sometimesnsiitreflect on the
wonderful sights I've seen.' She turned her heddlly unaware of
the beauty of her profile in the moonlight, or thatr hair, catching
the argent glow, gave her an almost ethereal gualitch caught and
held her companion's full interest. She had heardlian sound and
was staring into the darkness in front of heredlwith wonderment
at the pulsating nocturnal life that was going draeund her. The
sound was not repeated and she spoke once moledo'Bave you

seen the harbour at Rio?'



‘A truly wonderful experience,' he replied.

'‘And those fantastical bridges at Isfahan?'

'l've seen those too.'

‘The Alhambra on a night like this, when the moas flull?’
‘Another exceptional experience.'

Faun looked a little doubtfully at him.

'‘Am | being a bore?' she wanted to know, then whsved to see him
shake his head.

‘Certainly not.’
‘Travel is a marvellous educator, isn't it?'
‘You have an inquisitive mind, Miss Sheridan.’

She reflected on Ingrid's paucity of knowledge ahibis present
environment, on the inane questions she would sorestask, and
the absurd remarks she would make. How could a likanClive
Tarrant be satisfied with such a girl? Still, Fabhaught, he was not
really interested in the girl's cultural properesti but only in her
physical attractions.

'l suppose | take after my father,' she remarkekragth, looking
about her and wondering how far Clive intended &kwThe moon
was still bright, but clouds were gathering rathsiftly. 'My mother,
too, is always eager to learn.’

‘What did she do before her marriage?'

'She was a ballet-dancer.'



‘A ballet-dancer!" Clive's glance automatically pivEaun's slender
figure. 'You're an interesting family.'

She shrugged slightly.

'l suppose we are a little different from the normm, she agreed,
but with an edge of modesty to her voice.

‘Two pilots, an engineer and a ballet-dancer. oather sounds as
if she might be the odd one out.’

'If you mean that she's timid, or anything liketthsaid Faun with a
laugh, 'then | must disillusion you right away. Met bosses us all,
and that includes my father.’

‘You don't resent it, obviously.'
A lovely smile lit Faun's eyes.

‘We wouldn't have her any other way. She's usudalliyt, you see,
although we don't always admit that she is. Reggrdmy

appointment with your firm, she said--' Faun stapabruptly, aware
that she had been speaking without thinking.

'Yes?' prompted her companion, coming to a haligenacing up into
the darkening sky.

'‘Oh—er—nothing."'
The shadow of a smile crossed his face.

'I'm most curious to hear you finish what you wesging, Miss
Sheridan.' His voice was soft but insistent, hisynga compelling.
Faun, unwilling to cause friction between them, dhder head
vigorously.



'I'd rather not, Mr Tarrant.'

‘Perhaps | can guess,’ he said musingly after sepdlve an idea your
mother would have warned you that you'd not be &bleompete

with the male applicants." So smooth the tone,asdident the man
was of having made a correct guess. Tell me, Whdtshe to say
when, after that first interview with my personngnager, you were
told that the job couldn't be given to you becaakeny attitude

towards women pilots?’

'‘She said she'd warned me; then advised me totfaligabout it. It
wasn't the only job of its kind, she pointed out.’

'‘But it was the particular job you wanted, you toid.'

'Yes, it was. I'd heard of the firm, and of theduxair limousines you

use. I've enjoyed working for a large company bavehalways

wanted to join a smaller, more select airline." Sheke seriously,
stating facts in the way she might state them toesme who was not
the boss of the firm about which she was talkinfveCbecame

thoughtful, slanting her a glance now and therdatween casting a
look up at the sky. 'l don't understand your at&tuMr Tarrant,' she
could not help adding. There's absolutely no reaglon a woman

can't make as efficient a pilot as a man.’

'l was in a plane piloted by a woman once,' he kad still in that
reflective tone of voice. The trouble we ran intasmowhere near as
dangerous as that which you encountered, but shekeal. As luck
would have it the co-pilot had the sense to taker ammediately;
otherwise we'd have crashed into the side of a maguh

'l expect a man could have panicked in similar wmstances,
though.’

'l shouldn't think it very likely.'



'‘Well, we're arguing about something we'll neveabke to answer. |
still maintain that women can be as good as men.’

Clive said nothing. Faun turned her head and loakedt him in a
thoughtful way, for she sensed a certain bitterrasgssut him and
wondered if his mind had switched to his wife. Faomw gained the
impression that Tie had suffered at her hands &wda something
his aunt had done to him. He had been bitter whentioning the
divorce that had taken place between her a/id hedeu He spoke
presently, murmuring almost to himself,

'l suppose my dislike of women goes deeper thanetthen he pulled
himself up, his profile set in forbidding linesr&tgely this did not
deter Faun from saying, as much to her own surpsge his,

‘You've had a raw deal at some time or another?' Hdartbeats
quickened as she waited, noting the mask-like esgwa that had
covered his face. He would resent such a pertigeestion, she felt
sure, and waited uneasily for his censure. But exreathe had to say
was never voiced as Faun suddenly found hersdihdalhaving
caught her foot in some roots. Clive sprang forwahdnds
outstretched, and caught her just as she would ane headlong
into the patch of stinging bushes. She felt hissaalvout her, strong,
protective as they helped her to regain her balaSbe felt the
hardness of his body against hers, his cool fregatb on her
upturned face. The moment was charged with tenfiomnstead of
releasing her he held her in his arms. Faun knesimanering of
expectancy, a delicious rioting of nerves.

'‘Faun ..." The name came softly from his lips doht startling them
both, came the first brilliant flash of lightnindgollowed by an
ear-splitting crash of thunder as the violent exoam of air took
place. 'We shall have to hurry! Clive spoke byskhd it seemed that
the little scene of unexpected intimacy was nothimgre than a
figment of Faun's imagination.



CHAPTER EIGHT

IT was only to be expected that Faun felt somewhatsten on the
following morning she met Clive over breakfast. $lael awakened
to a fleeting sensation of sheer happiness, butednately on this
came the abruptness with which Clive's manner hathged as the
lightning warned them both of the urgency of gettivack to camp.
Her happiness faded, replaced by confusion asrske/ fowned to
herself that what had occurred last evening washwofirst occasion
on which she had been deeply affected by the megretsonality of
the man she had at first disliked so intensely. ¥Wees this new and
indefinable jostling of sensations within her mindhy this feeling
of expectancy one moment and of hopelessness thi? Nore
important, why was her career no longer the dagzitar that had
shone for so long? Her lovely eyes met Clive's sgithe table of
bamboo at which they both sat ... and she knewhdrastar had been
eclipsed by the man facing her, his eyes all- erargj taking in the
dainty colour fluctuating in her cheeks, the trebusl movement of
her lips, the bewilderment in her gaze. She knewat\wle would say
even before he opened his mouth.

'‘What are you thinking about, Miss Sheridan?'
She shook her head, frowning a little.

"You wouldn't be interested, Mr Tarrant.' Faun krzegertain element
of dejection that he had called her by her surn&@omehow, she had
taken it for granted that having once used herdian name, he
would continue to do so.

'l rather think | would be interested,’ he argugall now his voice
carried a hint of sardonic amusement. Faun haditivtemfortable
conviction that he was secretly laughing at henskg, aware as he
was of the reason for it. She half wished she l@disen quite so
early, as then she and Clive would not be breakfasione. But the



dawn streaking across the sky had slanted itsindyser hut, and if
this was not enough to wake her there had beenrthef gibbons,
and the hornbills flapping their ponderous way dpaliunconscious
that the huts contained humans. Faun had emerg¢ed iworld of
steaming humidity and was soon recalling the tredoaa storm that
had occurred the previous night. Rain had lashdtieatthatch' of
palm leaves that roofed her hut; thunder clapsrkatithe air over
and over again, and lightning had repeatedly ilhated the black
interior of her shelter. She had lain awake, thngkof Clive, and of
Ingrid who of late seemed to alienate herself nard more both
from him and the other three who were his companidfou haven't
answered my question,' said Clive, his quiet vaiteiding into her
reflections.

'l was thinking about the storm,' she was now ablanswer with
truth, but his expression of amusement minglinghvat tinge of
censure told her plainly that he knew she hadehdale-stepped his
original query. However, he made no reference,tmérely stating
that the storm had been one of the most severadhever witnessed.

'Did it keep you awake for long?' he enquired, pigkup a small

piece of biscuit that was his ration and, she edtideaving her the
piece that was slightly larger. The biscuits wake tusks and there
had been an emergency supply of six packets, fowvhich had

already been used.

°I did lie awake for some time,' she answered. 'ndes how
Malcolm went on?"

'I've been in to him; he's sleeping soundly—or va@i®ut a quarter of
an hour ago. Tommy was also dead to the worldiHmrt he hadn't
been in bed very long.’



'Did he stay up last night? | can't see the netsesdien there's that
kind of storm raging. We'll not have any rescuertaa weather like
that.'

‘No, but there was no knowing when it would ab@tee of us must
stay up,’ he added gravely. 'You must know that jposition's
becoming a cause for anxiety?"

'l try not to think about it,' she confessed. Verecan see the sense ir
worrying over what | could neither alter nor comtro

‘Most sensible," he agreed, but went on to adeeliwe should go out
today with the firm intention of looking carefullfor signs of
habitation. If we do find any tracks or other evide that Natives
might be living hereabouts, then | shall go outye@mmorrow and try
to reach the confluence.'

'l know that both you and Malcolm are of the opmitbat the Natives
will be friendly, but it could be otherwise.”

He nodded his head in agreement but his jaw wastaligrim.

'It's a risk | shall have to take, I'm thinking. \Waven't any means of
communication, with my not being able to get thdigaworking.
We've seen no sign of an aircraft; in view of thiénsegs | consider it
would be wise for me to do something positive. Nagives usually
trade with the peoples of the coast, taking thaiits and other
commodities down bprahu. | could get help quite easily if | could
contact some of these Natives who do this trading.’

‘Supposing, though, that they weren't friendly2iri-bttle knew just
how deep was the frown of anxiety on her brow. €livoked at it
and said, an odd inflection in his voice,

'‘Am | to take it that you're concerned for my sgfet



She averted her head, aware that she had no wishnfiato see the
shade of stress that she knew was in her eyes.

'I'd be concerned about anyone who was going r@aihknown like
that. Apart from anything else, there are otheiggas'

He nodded.

‘Snakes and the honey bear, eh?’

'If Tommy could go with you--' she began, but Clisgerrupted her.
‘Tommy is needed at the camp,' he told her abruptly

Faun never did know what made her say,

'l could come with you, Mr Tarrant.’

A deep and profound silence fell between them, ®ithie surprising

her by his total lack of emotion of any kind. Ircfaamazing as it
seemed, he appeared to be considering her suggegssome depth.
She waited, conscious of a certain degree of exei¢*, she knew
she would feel strangely honoured if such a maidgowt that sort of
reliance on her. He looked at her, his eyes flickgover her face and
figure as if assessing her worth in an emergenicst $he would keep
cool was plain, or it should be by now. To her gsisfaction he
nodded thoughtfully and said yes, he would accepboffer. Later, as
Faun was clearing away the breakfast dishes, ane cg to her and
said,

'| feel we ought to go on the trek today, Miss &tar. What | mean
IS, we oughtn't to return and then set out agamotoow for the
confluence. It can be done today if we set out how.



. 'Immediately?' She was quite agreeable, she werb add, but
there must be some preparation. "We'll need to $akee food and
water.'

'Of course." He hesitated a moment. 'And other gi)inMiss
Sheridan.’

‘Other things?'

'If it should happen that the way through the jengl more difficult
than | anticipate, we might not be able to get kaaight.'

'l see.' She was coolly weighing these words of Wwisle he stood
there, tall and aristocratic, in clothes much thersg for wear,
waiting for her to speak. 'We could take two patdelrcanopies for
shelters, couldn't we?'

Clive seemed to smile, for his lips took on a dighkrooked look.

'‘Nothing seems to daunt you," he said. And befdre eould
comment, 'Yes, the parachute canopies would coraseful in that
kind of an emergency.’

Faun set to at once to prepare food for the jour8bg also filled two
flasks with tea and one with soup which she emgdtiech a tin and
heated on the butane stove. Clive made a ruckdasiris from the
mogquette cover he took off a cushion. Then, withkergthing

prepared, he went over to Malcolm's shelter anahtspbout five
minutes with him. When he emerged he said abruptly,

‘Malcolm's been given all the instructions. He&ll tngrid, when she
wakes, what we've decided to do. Tommy won't bgaipof course,
but Malcolm will get up at once and be alert to edlommy if he
should hear an aircraft flying over.'



Faun's eyes went to the several piles of dry womtll@eaves that the
men had made ready to light. A can of aircraft fstelod ready by
each unlighted fire.

'‘Did Malcolm approve of what we intended doingufrasked the
question while watching Clive fixing the rucksaaklis back. She
herself carried a holdall containing such thingstasthbrush and
other toilet requisites. The holdall had a convetlydong handle, so
she could sling it over her shoulder.

'‘No, he doesn't,' answered Clive, but with a caawdhat told her at
once that any protests which Malcolm had thoughtofimake had
been rejected without even a trace of interested@bok up the axe he
had ready, looked around for a moment before afigwWiis eyes to
linger on the shining wings and fuselage of th@@)and then asked
Faun if she was ready.

She nodded, falling into step beside him as he rbégastride out,
making for the dry river bed. They crossed it theok the path at
right angles to it which Clive had previously p&dtout. However, it
was not a path in the true sense of the word, lauieiy a direction,
with some slight evidence of Clive's progress tggtout, the
undergrowth being still laid low here and there whdée had
trampled it down.

'‘We've made a very early start,' he was saying aftehile. 'I'm glad
we made the decision.’

‘Yes, so am |.' She didn't add to this, but hadbgi®® able to say what
was in her mind then Clive would have learned thatidea of a
whole day in his company was just as exciting todsethe idea of
finding a Native settlement where help could beamigd. She
naturally found herself thinking of Ingrid, and va@ring whether the
girl would be angry at the idea of ~ Faun's goifidike this with her



boy-friend. Faun decided that the way Ingrid wagiEsent she
would not care one way or the other what Clive diardid.

'‘We'll soon have to begin leaving our trail." Cls/goice cut into the
silence that had dropped and Faun looked around.

'Shall | break off some of these leaves?' she askatiting some
rather large leaves which were much lighter onrthedersides than
on top. He said yes, but he himself raised theaaxiblazed a tree as
he passed it.

The time passed pleasantly, but both travellersvi@coming hot
and very dusty. The sun was climbing; though as jthegle
thickened, away from the narrow strip which bordettee river, the
sun's rays did not penetrate. Humidity, though, gk, with steam
beginning to rise with the gradual increase in gha's heat. They
stopped on reaching the cave of which Clive hakepand Faun
gasped at the beauty of the workings of naturaiwicg out the cave
and decorating it with fantastic shapes.

'It's a pity we can't stay and explore,' she daudl, added, 'We ought
not to waste much time here at all, not in vievoof changed plans.'

Clive was advancing before her and suddenly shedhea
exclamation issue from his lips.

‘A sherd of earthenware!' Clive bent to look for renoFaun,
fascinated, automatically took the sherd from laisch

'It's Chinese ..." She looked up on hearing anakeamation. "What
IS it?'

‘A sort of wooden paddle." He turned to her and shw the
excitement in his eyes. 'Evidence of habitatiore' $uid, 'but
habitation of prehistoric times!



'‘Prehistoric?' Faun glanced at the piece of potterper hand. 'l
should have thought that this was to be dated a®@@tA.D.,' she
said.

‘That, yes, perhaps. But this ..." He went forwahd asked how these
things had escaped him on his earlier visit. 'Initaa this particular
grotto." He glanced around. 'This limestone massist be riddled
with caves. Just look--' He spread a hand andendtm half-light
Faun could see one dark opening after anotheeritnds one of a
piece of Gruyere cheese,’ said Clive. 'Are you gdomnea little
exploring?’

'Of course.' She was so excited that she forgaghBomoment the real
object of their trek through the deep dark jundter here was
evidence of cavemen's life and there was no knowingt might be
discovered. 'We'll have to leave a trail, through.’

As a matter of fact Clive was already taking addbogll of string from
his pocket.

'‘What served in the labyrinth of Crete can serve he

'‘Where did you find that string?' Faun wanted takn® could have
done with it when Tommy was making my bed.'

‘It was in the aircraft. | knew I'd find a betteseufor it than what
Tommy could do with it. Besides, it made him impsa/

'How far shall we go?' Faun was asking about fiveutes later when
she was closely following Clive into the dim dar&ve, his torch
shining on the walls. Lime- water dripped inceslsaftom the
ceiling in one particular part, a crack obvioustgorring somewhere
in the rocks above.



‘Not too far. | wonder, Faun, if we're the firspopée to visit this cave
since it was abandoned by whoever originally ocedt.'

Faun... So naturally this had come out. She thooglnis love of
natural things that they both shared; it had subelgn this that had
dissolved the animosity which had in the beginrtbegn so strong
within them both.

'It's an awesome thought. We might find a buriatpl’

'In this climate bones don't last too long unlesgqrted by, say, the
limestone which is dripping down, carried in thetevd He was

carrying on, having bent to take up some objectivhe slipped into
his pocket. 'lt's a pity we haven't the time to mmakmore thorough
exploration,' he said. 'Would you enjoy that?'

‘Very much,"” was Faun's enthusiastic reply, anddenly her
companion laughed.

'‘What a remarkable young woman you are! Ninetyemutof a
hundred would be scared out of their wits.'

Was he thinking of Ingrid? she wondered.

'l find anything like this far too exciting for nte be scared. Besides,
there's nothing alive here, so we couldn't comeany harm.’
Nevertheless, she found herself looking down, n@kiare that the
string was still there. Clive shone his torch athuand, and to Faun's
amazement a painting came to light. Clive saw ihatsame time as
she, and kept his torch directed upon it. 'Ohshé gasped. 'What
have we found, Clive?' She did not even know sldedlolairessed him
thus, nor did he let her see, even by a gestuae hth resented it In
fact, it was of scant importance in a situationhsas this, where two
people had come upon a cave painting that had e&enuted
thousands of years ago by the peoples who haditedd®orneo long



before the Dyaks and Ibans and other tribes whasgotry it now
was.

Clive was moving closer to the wall of the cave, toirch lighting up
the painting, which stood out clearly against tlistgning white
limestone of the rock on which it had survived &mons of time,
unseen by man, a treasure there for Faun and ©lidescover. She
was awed, breathless as she stood and lookedsksén @t last how it
had been done.

'In red haemite,' he answered, 'which as you krsowon ore.'

'‘Weren't they clever?' She was close to Clive—at, flaer hand was
touching his as she lifted it to point. He seemetlto notice the
contact, but Faun did. It was like an electric &tiwn shooting
through her whole body. What was this new and wdntéseling

within her? She had the predominant sensation aigbswept
irresistibly along a path which, though not of bem choosing, was
nevertheless offering the most pleasant travel &hd ever
experienced.

‘Very clever. I'm sure there was a high floweririgitwal life here in
Borneo in those far off times."'

‘It makes you wonder whether there was once aisawibn even
superior to ours today.'

'l wouldn't go that far, but | do feel that we kneaarcely anything
about the civilisation that existed here at onestiMs he spoke he
again picked out something on the floor and, stogpo take it in his
hand, he slipped it into his pocket and Faun hiagdtle against the
first object he had put there.

'Forgotten times ... and people ..."' Faun spokeénarecally, her wide
intelligent brow furrowed. 'What were they like? S\tais land as it is



today— dense jungle? Or was it a much more friempdce, with
pastures and low hills?' She continued to murnaherself, while
her companion, unmoving now, listened, the mostrirable
expression on his face. The silence, the intimachpeing in this
forgotten dwelling place of people long dead an@dsehbones, even,
had come to dust, the knowledge that no one iwtiae world knew
they were here ... all this made for a situatiorerehClive and Faun
were bound to become close. And when at lengtheGlvung around
with the intention of returning to the mouth of thmain cave, there
was a strange smile upon his lips, and his hanchedi Faun's as he
said,

‘You're a strange girl, Faun, but a darned intergstne!'

Something inside her warmed deliciously; she redpdro his smile,
even though she doubted very much that he coulanaee of this,
since he was now busily winding up the string, hgvhanded the
torch to Faun.

The dry entrance to the main cave at last beingchexh they stepped
out into the steaming jungle again. A gibbomnak-wak-walkcut the
silence; a Proboscis monkey looked down from the boanch of a
tree, a shy creature, protected from captivity beeaof its delicate
constitution which invariably caused it to dieaken from its natural
habitat.

'‘What an experience that was!" Faun turned to Ghite a happy
smile on her face. 'I'd love to come back one dyexplore. Do you
suppose one could organise an expedition?

'l should think the government of Sarawak wouldéhasmething to
say about that, Faun. | have a feeling that martlgeotaves are at the
present time being explored by the proper autlesriti



'l know the Niah caves have been explored. Theywend
marvellous things in those.' She stopped for a rmbm#&hat did you
pick up?' she wanted to know, her glance movingraatically to his
pocket.

Clive produced the two objects: a piece of canateband a polished
cutting tool.

‘There must be numerous such finds," he said, hgrile objects to
Faun after having spent a few minutes examiningthe

‘Would these be Neolithic?'
‘Perhaps; it's difficult to say.'

After a while they went on, Clive sometimes havioghack a way
through the tangled mass of jungle vegetation. A@wotcave
appeared and with a glance at one another both BadnClive
decided they could not resist taking a look. Thagt hot proceeded
far when Clive said,

'‘Look up there!" and shone his torch on to tharagil

'Oh ...I' Faun looked up at what must have beelomd of bats. 'I've
heard of them, but never, never expected to seghtalke this!'

'Incredible, isn't it?' Even Clive seemed overaweédhe sight. His
eyes moved eventually to the floor. On it was adless supply of
guano which, he told Faun, could in some cavesmuglaie to a
depth of a hundred feet or more.

‘The swifts contribute to this guano, of course.'
Clive nodded.

‘The swifts come in at dusk when the bats go out.’



Faun found the smell becoming too much for her aaid
apologetically that she would rather not exploiis garticular cave.
Clive laughed, slanting her a wry glance.

'l agree with you,' he said, 'this is more thatittl loverpowering.’

The whole area was honeycombed with caves; thysdiseovered as
they progressed north-eastwards, making for théwsmce of which
Clive had spoken.

'‘Everywhere you look you see caves!" Faun could help
exclaiming, even though Clive had already menticiésd 'Just look
up at this limestone outcrop. There must be hursdoédrottoes and
corridors inside it.'

'‘And .plenty of evidence of the intense activitieb stone-age
peoples,' supplemented Clive thoughtfully. 'They awoly lived in
such caves but used them for burials and rituals.'

'Clive ... isn't there a lot we don't know abous tvorld of ours?’

He turned to her, smiling, and she thought thath&ltenever seen a
more attractive man in her life— this despite higdabespattered
clothes with their various tears and 'pulls'. Hisd was sun-bitten, his
hair looked tough, and in need of soap, as dieWer, for that matter.

‘There is indeed, Faun, yet people like you andaneeamong the
most fortunate in that we do get around more thastnf\s you were
saying the other day, you've seen some wondeghtsi

She nodded and observed reflectively,

'Yes, that's very true. But never have | seen amgytlike this--' She
broke off and a light laugh escaped her. 'lt's aim@orth being
stranded in the jungle for!"



He agreed.

'If it weren't for Malcolm I'd not mind very much our rescue was
delayed. But although it might seem that Malcolnmmgroving, I'm
very much afraid that this is not the case.’

'l myself have had my doubts,' she admitted. ¥AES his breathing's
most difficult, isn't it?'

‘Yes, and that bluish tinge comes very readilyisdips with only the
slightest amount of exertion on his part.’

They walked on for another half hour and then Céal it was time
for their midday snack. Finding a flat ledge ndag entrance to
another cave, he discarded the rucksack, wherekgon opened it
and took out some of the contents. All around \Wwage¢eming, humid
jungle, with only the cave entrance dry and cldavemetation. To
Faun's delight a baby orang-utan came out of &¢hiand a moment
later its mother appeared. Faun and Clive hacegetibwn with their
snhack, and a silence had fallen between them. &mist famous of
all Borneo animals had come out, unaware that lisest of all
cousins—Homo sapiens—was being delighted by the antics o
mother and baby.

'‘Oh, weren't they sweet!' Faun spoke when atiass plain that the
animals, having disappeared, were not coming bbhakore them!'

Clive turned his head, eyeing her in a thoughtfaywShe could not
help contrasting this man with that arrogant, eg@tl person who
had so contemptuously refused to admit that woroelddly planes
with the same safety and efficiency as men.

'l once remarked that you were becoming more femievery day.'
Clive's quirk of humour which accompanied thesedsarnly added



to the attractiveness of his appearance. 'l fiad you're in fact very
feminine at times.'

‘What about the Amazon?' she could not resist gskanhint of
mischief in her voice which she would never havedusefore—at
least, not when speaking to Clive.

'‘Ah7' the Amazon?' He pretended to become engrosgediection.
'‘She seems to be more concerned with flying tham aviything else.’

Faun laughed.

'In other words, I'm feminine when not engaged ngthing to do
with my job?' Clive merely nodded and Faun foundsék saying,
‘Mother always maintained | had a dual personalfnd then she
stopped, for whenever she thought of her parentsgapecially her
mother, she felt a pang of anxiety, for althougle stas in fact
enjoying herself at this time, she knew that hethaowould be
almost out of her mind with worry.

‘She did? Tell me about your mother,' he invited.
‘She's the loveliest person imaginable.'
‘And doesn't mind that her daughters do men's jobs?

'She has never interfered with our ambitions. Nénedess, she does
regret our not having anything to do with men—bgtth mean, she
would like us to marry and provide her with granttrien. Her
friends have these grandchildren visiting themhatweek-ends and
Mother feels rather left out of it.'

Clive's lips twitched.

‘You don't have anything to do with men, you say?'



She coloured, unaware that she was appearing mi@sttae to this
man sitting beside her, in this 'lost- world' jumgthis primary rain
forest where nature reigned supreme.

'I've never had time for dates and dances,' skle sai

'‘Dates and dances ..." His expression alterednfiagoserious and a
little stern. 'You should never allow your work dominate your
whole life, Faun. There are other things to do.ebtpleasures to
partake of.'

‘Meaning?' She spoke the one word softly, thinkihtngrid and the
affair that had clearly gone on between her andeCla purely
physical relationship, Faun had decided right atstiart.

‘Meaning dates and dances, as you so aptly putetcompany of the
opposite sex can be very pleasurable.'

She smiled faintly.

'l suppose I'm not one for dallying,' she commersiabusly. 'l told
Mother that when the right one comes along | giigé him my most
careful consideration.'

'‘Good lord! What did your mother have to say tataesnent like
that?'

'‘She said,' answered Faun with a laugh, 'thatijtiten him away if |
took that sort of a businesslike attitude.'

'‘She's right, too! Careful consideration indeediYiave a lot to learn
about love, my girl"

Love ... She slanted a glance at his profile, mgrbanging back the
various occasions when this man had affected hesese and just a
short while back, when their hands had toucheshe.felt the colour



mount her cheeks, knew again that warmth she knesnwlive had

said she was a strange girl but an interesting®ne recalled that her
career had no longer been the one shining staeohdrizon, that it

had been eclipsed by a man who, she had once thdwgherected

an invincible barrier between them, this owing i® intense dislike

of women.

She found herself asking about his aunt, awaresti@aivas ‘fishing’,
desirous of hearing something about his wife as. Wi, like Faun
herself, appeared to be affected by the isolatiod primitive

surroundings in that he became expansive, jushashsrself had
been.

She sat quietly and listened, learning that hig aad gone off with
another man. His uncle had been so shattered ¢hhaad put Clive
into a boarding-school and gone off to travel tr@la Clive had,

therefore, suffered a second upheaval in his cbddhHe paused
after this and as Faun looked at the hard andrlotidine of his

profile she felt a great wave of sympathy sweep bee. She recalled
her own happy childhood. She and her sister hacrnkmown

anything but love, deep, deep love, and this hadecfsom both her
parents, who had an extremely strong sense of {aghisligation.

After a while Clive glanced at his watch and Faaoepted that his
confidences had come to an end. But she was mistakehe began
to speak again, saying very quietly,

'l married when | was twenty-three. It was doonmeanfthe start.’

Faun tried to speak, but words were difficult. &ngdth, though, she
managed to say, wisely keeping any trace of pityobher voice,

‘Twenty-three is far too young for a man to marry.'



'Of course it is,' matter-of-factly. '‘But | suppdseas desperate for
some kind of stability. A wife and a home usualig\yade a man with
that kind of stability.'

‘Yes ..." Faun looked at him, her brow furrowedtkel Strangely, his
admissions had not seemed astonishing to hetégrfitted in with
this intimate situation of two people alone in awieonment such as
this. "Your wife ... she is still living?’

'l have no idea,' came his indifferent reply. "Werevdivorced eight
years ago, three years after the marriage.’

Bitterness drew lines across his face again; Faamted desperately
to say something that would erase them.

'It's in the past, Clive, and shouldn't be troupyou any more."'

‘It isn't." And yet the bitterness remained. 'l @t was my fault as
much as hers. After all, it takes two to make arcgla

'You quarrelled a great deal?'
For a space he seemed miles away from her.
‘About three times a week.'

'‘Good lord!" exclaimed Faun before she could stepsdif. "Three
times a week? What a life! My sister and | haveemeknown our
parents to have one really serious quarrel. Sossgdeements occur
from time to time, of course, but they kiss and enak long before it
becomes serious." Faun's lovely eyes were meditati¥ive,
watching her, shook his head, as if he had justesged something
which he could not fully comprehend. 'Three timegegk!" she cried
again. 'Oh, but life must have been hell.’



‘It was, Faun.' Clive paused a moment. 'l suppdea't owe my wife
any loyalty, so I'll tell you that she was virtyad nymphomaniac in
that her desire for men was insatiable." So quib#dyspoke, and
without any emotion now. It was as if Faun had@#d him by her
silent sympathy, and by her understanding, reveajserhaps
unconsciously—by her horrified exclamations.

‘And you've never thought of a second marriage?"

‘Not until--" Clive stopped himself with an abrupss which startled
Faun. '‘No,' he said presently, 'l haven't thougltsecond marriage.'
But something in his tone caught her attention. ¥Wees it? She felt
she ought to be able to grasp it, to derive sorfernmation from it.
He had been speaking in the past tense ... Fatovsdreased; she
still felt she was missing something vital that hederlain his quite
ordinary statement. The past tense? Well, whatdoeilderived from
that? Nothing that Faun could see. She was sbliviilng when
Clive's brisk voice broke into her thoughts. 'Westmove, Faun, if
we're to get to that confluence and back beforbtfad.’

'‘Shall we be able to do it?'

'l think so; the going's not so difficult as I'dagined. This axe seems
to cope with anything that gets in our way.'

'‘And it's been most useful in blazing the trees.’

'If you'll pack up the rucksack I'll take anotheok at the map. |
might of course be mistaken, but | feel fairly adeft that we're
somewhere close to that confluence.' They werealigtan one of
the banks of an affluent, having come upon it ueetgdly after
meeting a deep gorge and numerous rapids.

He seemed satisfied after taking a close and pgeldrook at the
map. Faun had packed up and was waiting patiemtlyiim to fold up



the map. This he did, tucking it into the ruckshekore hitching it up
on to his back.

'‘Ready?' he smiled, and Faun nodded. She fell ihigyside and
together they strode on, through the dense forestevheavy rainfall
and hot sunshine conspired to produce the extravagawth of
vegetation through which they were having to travel



CHAPTER NINE

THE longhouse came into view through the trees, ajhcas yet it
was a good distance away.

Tour hunch was right!" Faun, excited and yet apgmsive, was the
first to spot the Native village—the long commuraiilding that
housed the entire tribe. 'What shall we do now ez

He had stopped, as if undecided.

'l shouldn't have brought you," he said almosthigrsl don't know
what possessed me to be persuaded.’

Gasping at this unexpected unfriendliness, Faundconly stare,
conscious of a sinking feeling in the region of heart.

'I—I didn't try to—to persuade you,' she quiveradhost like a child
bewildered by sudden ill-treatment. 'l merely matte—the
suggestion.'

He looked at her through hard eyes.

‘You're going to be an encumbrance!'

'‘No such thing! | don't know how you can say so.'
'‘We don't know what these people will be like.'
‘You said they'd be friendly, and so did Malcolm.’

'l said they're more likely to be friendly than ties' he argued
irritably. 'l ought to have had more sense thaboriog you.'



'I'm sorry,' she said stiffly, but her mouth stjliivered with the hurt
she was experiencing. 'If you like | can turn aand make my way
back.'

‘Don't be such a damned fool! Do you suppose Iiavayou to go all
that way on your own?"'

Her beautiful eyes challenged in spite of the fhat tears were very
close.

"You couldn't stop me,' she countered.

'No?' glintingly. 'Just you try and get away, myl,gand you'll be
sorry!

‘Threats again? I'd taken it for granted that youkllowed, but it
seems I've made a mistake!'

Clive glowered at her. His friendliness seemed neee have
happened, for this was the man she had first known.

‘Let's not fight at this time," he said, rather enquietly. 'A plan of
action will be more profitable.'

‘You said you'd get help.’

'If I'd been on my own I'd have gone up to the lomgse, yes, but
now--' He broke off, glowering at her again.

She was stung to saying, 'Don't let me stop yaainl stay here.'
‘You think | would leave you?'

'Well—er—no."



Exasperatedly he said, 'Then why the devil come waitht such
nonsensical suggestions!'

‘Are we going up to that place?' she inquired golte can't stand
here much longer. You do realise, | suppose, the@venvtaken far
longer in getting here than we expected?'

'‘Don't be absurd! Of course | know!" Deflated, Fdapsed into
silence. But suddenly the tears came and she saugfity for a
handkerchief. She was vitally aware of pain, okalihg of bitter
disappointment... for she had by now admittedshatwas head over
heels in love with Clive and that every sharp woud her like the
point of a sword.

'l th-think you should go on alone--'

'‘Crying?' He seemed dazed by what he saw. 'Well, yet another
sign of femininity.'

'This is no time for sarcasm!’

'Here, take this. It's not over-clean, but you nifgnd a patch that
will do." He held out his handkerchief. She acceptedried her eyes
and cheeks, blew her nose vigorously and held itamhim again. He
took it gingerly, and laughed. 'You were saying,hmurmured with a
strange inflection, 'that your parents always kdssad made up
before a disagreement became a quarrel.' He gaveoh@ne to do

anything except look bewilderedly at him beforedhew her close—
not too gently at all—and kissed her hard on theitimo'A most

excellent idea, especially when you've no timeuarcgl anyway. Sit
down and we'll think what we must do.'

She obeyed, dazed herself by his unexpected attisifiace was set,
his eyes staring ahead to the building which cqudtibe discerned in
the distance. A long- house. And within its palmattthed walls were



Natives ... who had, not so very long ago, madedgsoort of
collecting heads. They made their kill with the qum dart from a
blowpipe, then with that evil-looking knife callea parang they
sliced off the victim's head which they carrieditnphantly back to
their abode where it was hung up, a gory trophygragra dozen or so
other trophies of a similar design.

She looked at Clive, who had laid down one of thiaphute canopies
for them to sit on. Behind him were shadows casirégs and other
vegetation, and he appeared gaunt to her, anddabid, too tall by
far, too masculine, too stern. He sat down pregdygkide her, his
expression thoughtful, and undecided. She waited,nfind going
back to the past couple of hours and the terrawutih which they
had fought their way. Dense undergrowth alternatintdy shady
recesses in which the forest hoarded its rarerstres—floral
treasures like the exquisite orchids that flourisie abundance.
Beautiful and languid, they often dangled in mid-auspended from
the branches to which they were attached. Clivetbkther there
were hundreds of species growing in Sarawak aner qrts of the
Island of Borneo. Some, she had noticed, were fidhcshaped, and
tinted with strange and magnificent colours. Sha& @hve had also
come across the fantastic pitcher plants, thoseb@auties with the
reputation for devouring insects. Sometimes a tigahad come
unexpectedly and Clive would state quite firmly ttheere was
evidence of some wandering tribe—perhaps the Puwaosnever
made any permanent camp, but just wandered ab®juirigle, eating
grubs and fruits and sometimes a wild pig theyrnadaged to catch.
When these clearings appeared the sky appearedaalsioe and
white canopy ornamented with floating clouds. Clnael found some
stick insects, those creatures made by natureeinnthge of twigs.
Faun had called his attention to some gorgeoustbligs, while later
on he had brought toer attention a couple of small spider-hunters
charming little birds with green bodies and longvaug beaks.



Altogether it had been a most pleasant and intagesek, and now,
she thought as she looked at Clive, it had endekisyeing angry
with her... and then kissing her. What an unpradliet man he was!
The kiss of course meant nothing more than whatldesaid it was to
mean—the friendly gesture that was to prevent arguaut Faun
could still feel it, as if the hard pressure wals ttere, even now.

At last Clive spoke, breaking into her musings.
'‘We'll go back, Faun, and tomorrow | shall coméhepe alone.’

‘Alone?' Something within her stirred, like a hoffear. 'No—please
let's go there now—together.' Entreaty mingled wihcern; he was
bound to notice and a strange frown settled betwezayes.

'I'm not taking you over there,’ was his firm reger. 'lt's an
unpredictable situation and I'm not intending tadeyou into a
danger which can obviously be avoided. Come," lae@driskly,
glancing at his watch, 'let's start. Even if weriiwe can't possibly
be back before dark, but at least we shall be #&blput some
considerable distance between us and this village.'

Faun bit her lip, aware that had she not been @lie he would
have gone up to the longhouse and tried to conwéthehe Natives
there.

She rose from her sitting position and watched &se folded the
canopy and put it into his rucksack. She saidhag began to retrace
their steps,

‘When we first started out you had every intenbbicontacting any
Natives we might meet.’

‘That's true. But as there's the risk of their being friendly I've
decided not to risk your safety.'



‘What about yours?' she cried. 'Tomorrow, goingelad alone!
He turned to look curiously at her.
'l shall be all right," he assured her.

‘Then so shall I, she pointed out reasonablyhdf/'re friendly then
we shall both be all right.’

‘And if they're not then | alone will be in danger.

‘But you've just said you'll be all right!" She waasgry because of her
fear, and she actually wanted to dictate to hintelfdim he could not
go alone! It was absurd and yet she felt she hadght to voice her
strong protest. 'l don't want you to go alone, €livihe plea was in
her voice again. Clive stopped and took hold of ohker hands. It
was clammy, and it was unsteady. His voice wadgaiitat once, as
he said, his deep-set blue eyes intently fixed upmnface, taking in
its pallor, and the tremulous quivering of her Jips

'‘Can't you see, Faun, that | can't let you go epethi

'‘But this morning—you weren't in this frame of mitieén.' She was
conscious of his touch, of his nearness, of treng gentleness that
characterised his whole demeanour.

'I must confess, Faun, that | didn't give suffitiémought to the
matter. | suppose | was fully convinced that théiwgs—should we
happen to meet any— would be friendly towards us.'

‘And now you have doubts?’

He made no immediate answer, but absently strdkedack of her
hand with his thumb.

'l can't honestly say | have doubts, but I'm natwae as | was then.'



She frowned at him. 'l wish you'd be a little maeplicit,’ she
complained fractiously. 'l don't understand yoalat

A faint smile lifted the corners of his mouth.

'‘No, Faun, | don't suppose you do,' was all he said then, letting go
of her hand, he began to walk on again.

Several hours had gone by since the longhousedadighted, and
by now Faun and Clive should have been nearingcénep. But a
terrible storm had raged, driving them into ondgh&f caves, where
they had been forced to remain until long aftekdess had set in.
Clive decided they must stay where they were,tfaras impossible
to find his marked trees even with the aid of las/erful torch.

‘Sleep in a cave?' shuddered Faun. 'l shall biéieeir

‘Terrified?' In spite of the discomfort of theirgmon Clive had to
laugh. 'My dear girl, you're talking the greateshsense! You, who
managed to keep as cool as you like in that emeygame trying to
tell me you're afraid of sleeping in a cave?"

'It's different,’ she complained, shuddering agaiishe thought of all
those bats. Reading these thoughts, Clive was daickmind her

that the bats would have all gone and nothing rfrigghtening than

the swift- lets would be occupying the cave.

‘Come on, let's have a meal of sorts before weiturn
'I'd rather stay outside, if you don't mind.'

'l do mind. For one thing it's far too wet. You fmidpe walking on the
bottom of a lake the way this ground is after gh@wnpour. No, the



cave offers us shelter from another possible st@mad, protection
from night prowlers of one kind or another.’

‘Snakes and things might come in,"' she said. "Hoest often come

into the caves, Faun. In any case, I'm here antyganly to shout

out if anything startles you in the night." So cant composed! Faun
felt safe all at once and made no further demuugbleeping in the

cave.

‘But you won't go far away?' she begged. ‘No, afe® | won't.' Clive

paused and looked at her in the darkness. 'Yoatreearly so tough
as you appeared at first, my dear.' My dear soltnded nice even
though it meant nothing much at all.

‘Mother says the same thing.'
‘The same thing?'

‘That I'm not so tough as people believe.' Shepstipather abruptly
and even though she could not see his featurdengveinstinctively
that his expression was one of sudden amusement.

‘You mean, | think, that your mother says you'resaatough as you'd
have people believe?"

'Yes, that's what | said."

‘No, you didn't!" Clive actually gave her a play$lap. 'The food, my
child, and then for some rest. We shall be on oay at six in the
morning, immediately the dawn breaks, that is.’

Faun got out the food, and the flask containingldiseof the tea she
had made. Clive spread the parachute canopiesttwwdioor of the
cave, finding a place close to the entrance thatceanparatively free



of anything but the actual limestone deposits. duld be a hard
uncomfortable bed, he warned, but at least theydvoe dry.

'If you're cold in the night let me know and youndeave my canopy
over you,' he said.

'‘And let you sleep on the stone floor?' Faun shbek head
emphatically. 'l shall manage very well, Clive, rikayou all the
same.’'

'‘We'll see.' He propped the torch so that it wane ample light for
them to eat by. Faun, though not now in the leappi, still felt a
certain degree of pleasure at being with Clivevdis a comradely
situation, and she felt very safe, sure that heladvoat fail her if she
did happen to ask for his help during the night.

But it was not help she wanted, but warmth. Théydawurs were
perishing; she shivered for a long while beforarsgywery softly in
case she should wake him if he were asleep,

'Clive...

‘Yes.' The answer came promptly, assuring herhbatvas already
awake.

‘Are you cold?'

‘Very.'

'‘Perhaps | should get up and jump about—or songgthin
'‘No, | have a better idea altogether.’

'I'm not taking your canopy,' she returned firmly.



‘I haven't offered it." He was closer now, andfshienis breath on her
cheek. 'There are times, Faun, when all inhibitionst be cast away.
We need to lie close in order to conserve the wafnam both our
bodies. You understand?'

She shook her head at first, but as a great shiweled though her
body she said yes, she understood.

‘Come on, then.' Clive moved right up to her arydda her canopy,

doubling his own and putting it over them both. Bii;is came about
her shivering body; she felt the warmth of his aagrthrough to her,
and she relaxed when ordered to. 'Are you more axatile now?'

His voice, soft and distinctly hoarse, frightenest h little; she was
well aware of the risk involved in a position ofimacy such as this.
But the sheer ecstasy of it flooded her being areryhing else

dissolved beside it.

‘Yes,' she whispered, making no attempt to movddoerfrom where
it was, against his. 'I'm very comfortable indeed.’

‘You'll be warm in a few minutes.' Clive's lips waalmost touching
hers, so that his clean fresh breath mingled wetlolivn. She lay still,
tensed until ordered once again to relax. Cliveissaightened; she
was brought closer still... and closer ...

The night was over and dawn penetrated the matsgfed jungle
vegetation. Clive wakened and stretched luxurigusky eyes on the
lovely serene face beside him. He whispered herernamd a smile
fluttered to her lips. And then she was wide awaka sitting upright,
blushing painfully as memory flooded over her.



'‘No time for chatting, I'm afraid," broke in Clibeiskly. 'We must be
on our way.' And so the embarrassment was goneiellyjas it had
come and Faun threw him a grateful glance. He shled she
responded, her cup full of happiness. She rosevashed in the
stream, then unpacked the rucksack while Clive, laés/ing washed
in the stream, folded the parachute canopies andhgum away.
Breakfast was merely a couple of biscuits eachmallspiece of
chocolate and clear cold water from the streamu'™éagetting thin,’
Clive observed when they had finished and wereyr¢adanove on.
‘Let's hope we shall soon have help.'

She said,

'l don't want you to go alone, Clive. Please takeniiny. I'll stay
awake at night and be ready to light the fires.’

'I'll bet you would, too!" he exclaimed, and theras no doubting the
admiration in his voice.

'‘Will you let Tommy accompany you?' she persisted.
‘No, child, I will not. Should anything happen--'

He broke off sharply, frowning in vexation at higro slip. Faun
seized on it, as he feared she would.

'So you are in doubt! Clive, | beg of you, don'tagone!

‘To be quite blunt about it, Faun, if those Natiaes not friendly,
then there's no darned sense in two of us runntegdanger.'

She bit her lip till it hurt. Terror looked out bler eyes when she
raised them to his.



‘Neither of you need go. Tommy will probably hawight that pig
he was after, so we'll not be short of food. WiedIfound sooner or
later--'

‘You're forgetting about Malcolm," broke in Cliveuigtly. 'His
condition will deteriorate very quickly if he doesmget medical
attention soon.'

She nodded her head. It was true; she had forgalttent Malcolm in
her anxiety for Clive.

‘You're determined to go,' she said, more to hietisah to him.
‘Yes, Faun, | am--' He broke off and spun around.
‘What was that?'

'l didn't hear anything ...' Faun's voice failed &ed for the very first
time in her life she was numbed with fear. Comiogadrds them
from the rear were five Natives, all carryipgrangsin their hands.
They moved silendy, their long, lank black haimfrag faces with
Mongoloid characteristics—wide cheekbones and soidijue eyes
with that peculiar fold of the upper eyelid at thasal end. Their
noses were wide at the nostrils, their lips broadi thick. Their only
clothing was a loincloth, but in their ears theyravéeopard fangs or
hornbill earrings and round their necks they watighily-coloured
beads and other ornaments, some made of brass. Wkey
dark-skinned but by no means black; their bodiesstas if smeared
with oil. Faun felt the blood pounding in her eassthe men drew
near.

'Well,' said Clive at his calmest, 'it seems tlzie fhas taken a hand
and that we're to meet the Natives of the villaiger all.’



Faun was still dumb, and frozen into immobility.eSdnd Clive just
stood there, waiting for the five Natives to congeta them. One
spoke, uttering guttural sounds. Clive listeneéntly when another
spoke. Faun saw his eyes become alert.

'You understand the language?' she managed ahitasgh lips that
were stiff and dry.

‘Malay. | had an idea that they'd be using thaglage. And it
wouldn't surprise me if one or two don't underst&mglish. It all
depends if these people are traders with thodeeatdast.' He waited
another second or two and then, stepping forwaedldssly, he
addressed the Natives in Malay. Their expressia@hsat change and
yet Faun knew that they understood. Clive spokeénagainting to
the sky, and then to her and himself. One of thivBis nodded and
then— bringing such a flood of relief to Faun tehae felt she would
collapse under it—a couple of the men smiled ardtiad.

Thank God!"' she whispered, and Clive sent her gk @fiamusement.

‘You're as white as a sheet,’ he told her. 'Ndwaught I'd ever see
you as scared as you were a few seconds ago.'

'I'm not made of steel!" she retorted, just becaheehad to.
'‘No need to tell me that," was his quiet rejointtest after last night.’

She coloured rosily and averted her head. OneeoNtitives began
talking to Clive, much to her relief. Clive answeérand the
conversation went on for a short while before, ingrto her, Clive
said they were invited to the longhouse to meethief, Tua Rumah
Balang.

‘We shall soon have help,' he added with extremsfaetion.



‘Will it be all right to go to the longhouse?’
Clive actually laughed.

'‘We're among friends,' he assured her. There'eed for fear. Look,
they're as amicable as can be.’

‘They look anything but amicable,' she rejoined, ir colour was
returning as her fear subsided. Clive certainly diachy of restoring
her confidence.

The longhouse—a complete village—stood on a snsalabove the
confluence of the two rivers and away from the swavhere could
be seen masses of bulrushes and the tall speassico¥-white
orchids. A long tree-trunk with deep notches isatved for a ladder
and it was up this that the Natives led Faun angeCEhe smelled
and saw the pigs and chickens below, as the lorsghaas on piles
which kept it well off the ground, allowing spaceneath for the
domestic animals. A verandah ran along the fullglenof the
building and it was on this that Clive and Faun evésft for a
moment, the five men having gone off somewhere.d8on theua
rumah was standing there, having come from one of thearaus
doors backing the verandah. Each 'door' was irntyeke dwelling
place of a family, as it was behind this that tbems were to be
found.

The verandah, Faun was soon to learn, was commuyust-ike the
village street, in fact. All kinds of things werarging up on the
verandah walls—a lovely Ming plate of the fifteestmtury, several
strange brass lamps and some deer antlers. Andgathese, on a
long pole, hung a large 'bunch’ of ancient fleshiallls, their vacant
eye sockets and grinning teeth all facing outwasards the place
where Clive and Faun were standing. She shudd@iag merely
quirked his mouth in that most attractive way he bbgiving her one
of his half-smiles. That he was exultant at haviathlen among



friends was evident. A few dusty skulls seemedmbiave any effect
upon him at all.

‘Welcome.' The word, spoken as it was in Engligid the effect of
making Faun jump. Thiua rumahheld out a hand which was taker
first by Clive and then by Faun. The chief was aemed man of
uncertain age; he wore rather more clothing thamtan, having on a
sarong, and ki his ears, which were longer even thase of the five
men who had brought Clive and Faun here, he woasyhbrass
earrings. 'You are in trouble? | hear of this, ltbat you have mishap
and have camp some way from here.'

‘That's right." Clive went on to explain more fullyhe chief nodded
from time to time. When he spoke he often lapséd Malay and
Faun became lost, not knowing what was being SHny're going
to feed us," Clive told her presently. 'The womer already
preparing the feast.'

'Feast?' she echoed with a swift unconscious fr&what will it be?'

Clive admonished her with a look, and her glanastied to the chief.
Fortunately he had not understood her aversioaking the Native
food. She had better eat it, Clive whispered latérer ear. The chief
would be greatly offended were his hospitality éodeclined.

They were brought the food and rice wine by threenen, smiling
brown women with intricate tattoo patterns on thegs and thighs,
with heavy brass earrings that had stretched tbeslaintil they
actually reached the women's shoulders. Some oldamen
appeared, dressed in sarongs, their sun-bitters fageressionless.
Fruit was produced and Clive said quietly, 'Durighsy're supposed
to be delicious.’

It did seem that they were something special, thg the Native girls
expressed their joy as they brought them out. Baitsinell instantly



assailed Faun's nostrils and she stared with aohoespair at Clive.
His lips twitched, but she saw that he too wasdpenvercome by the
most obnoxious odour that came from the large fpie with their
long hard spines. One of the men had to chop dpernough rind,
exposing seeds rather like beans, and surroundedhayFaun later
could only describe as a thick slimy mass. Thestastis no better.
Slime, phosphorous and onions, was how Clive desdrit much
later on. And to think, reflected Faun, that shel lspent some
considerable time looking out for durian trees,ihgghe fruit would
supplement their scanty rations! How she managegetthrough the
piece she had been given by one of the smilingvlagirls Faun
never knew. She was praying all the time that sbglavnot disgrace
herself and vomit. However, she did manage to matdaink all that
was placed before her—home-made biscuits, a feeepief cooked
pig and mouse-deer, the potent rice wirarak and another fruit that
was much more palatable than the durian.

With the meal over Clive and Tua Rumah Balang weo
conference, sitting on the bamboo floor of the mdedn with about a
dozen or so of the men listening intently to alittwas being said.
Faun just stood by the wooded side of the verandalching the
prahuscoming and going along the river. Some were douéavily
laden with fruit and other commodities and it wésac that some
trading with the coast went on. At last Clive caower to tell her that
thetua rumahwould send a Native boy out that day and soon@iees
could be expected. The boy, Anyi, was later giverote written by
Clive and both he and Faun stood on the bank waicis Anyi got
into his prahuand, with a friendly wave of the hand, they sawm hi
sail away down the river which would take him te tboast, and
civilisation.



CHAPTER TEN

IT was almost dark when eventually Clive and Faunbgeok to the
camp. Tommy was making a meal, while Malcoln}, plgiunder

some stress, was sitting on one of the chairs wiiemmy had

finished making, a cup of tea in his hand. Ingrigswmowhere to be
seen.

‘How did you go on?' Tommy wanted to know, stragginig up from
the butane stove on which a pan was standing, sésaaping from
beneath the lid. 'l didn't expect you back lashhigot with that storm
raging.'

'‘We've managed to send for help--'

‘What!" exclaimed Tommy, actually going into a dat sorts. 'Tell
me all about it!"

'So we're to be rescued.' Malcolm spoke quietlst as if it were a
matter of little importance to him. ‘"How come?'

Clive explained, while Faun turned away with thesittion of going
to her shelter to find some different clothes ta pao. But Ingrid
suddenly appeared, having come up from the airciife looked
with increasing disdain at Faun, her arrogant eyegsloring the
unkempt appearance she made.

'S0 you've got back at last—and about time! Clivean't stand this
much longer! There must be a way of getting hdipt/as to be seen
that the girl was coming to the end of her contfdun frowned
darkly at her, feeling like telling her that sefflicted solitary

confinement was disastrous to morale, but she téesiteeling that
she must not antagonise Clive by admonishing higrggnd.



Girl-friend ... Was Ingrid still holding that posih? Faun knew
instinctively that the affair was all over and donmgh ... and that
something was beginning, for her and Clive ...

True, he had made no mention of love, and the aomishd trouble

Faun. She would alternate between supreme confdéiat he loved
her, and uncertainty in that she had doubts abisutver marrying
again. Well, time alone would tell, and this wada&ialy not the time

for worrying about such things. Clive was terrildpxious about
Malcolm; he had talked about his fears a great dedhey tramped
home through the steaming jungle, and now his ganent

repeatedly to the man on the chair, his headle fatward as if he
had neither the strength nor the desire to halg.it

Clive had ignored Ingrid's fractious remarks, tagkio Tommy still,
explaining what had happened at the longhouse.

You should find something to occupy your timetiaaid quietly to
Ingrid. "You could be helping Tommy with the meal.'

Ingrid let this pass, as Faun expected she wowdd eifes, filled with
contempt, swept over Faun as she said,

‘You look like a tramp! How you can go about intthighy Condition
| don't know." She spoke scarcely above a whisperthat Clive
should not hear her. 'Where did you two sleepriagit?'

'In a cave,' answered Faun without hesitation.
‘Together?' gasped Ingrid.
'‘We didn't have a cave each, if that's what youmea

Ingrid just stared in disgust. After a moment Fapoke again, and
Ingrid learned that help would soon be on its way.



'You managed to—to contact someone ...?" Ingridisithnmoved
spasmodically. Plainly she was suffering from vdrgightened
emotions. 'Why didn't you—you say so—at first--BeTnext thing
Faun knew the girl was clutching at her shirt, &mythg her best to
shake her. "You could have told me right away! Yotten, hateful
creature! Why didn't you tell me at once!’

'Ingrid!" Clive bounded towards the two girls andrially dragged the
hysterical Ingrid away. 'What the hell do you thydu're doing--?"

"You could have told me we were to be rescuedte lgau all! Why

didn't you tell me?' she demanded of Clive whileh&t same time
struggling furiously to disengage herself from grasp. 'You were
deliberately torturing me! You've all been agamst from the start!

And you--!" She looked at Clive with a sort of vemaus hatred in her
eyes. 'You and that thing sleeping together--!' §bpped, and Faun
turned away, her cheeks flaming. Clive had brought hand and
slapped Ingrid's face. Faun heard his voice anddexamd at its

control.

'If you aren't careful you'll get another. I'm hayino hysterics from
you, understand?'

Ingrid was sobbing uncontrollably.
'l n-never th-thought you'd ever h-hit me--'

‘A necessity,' broke in Clive coldly. 'Unfortunatet was the only
way. | make no apologies. Faun, take her backeatfcraft.’

'l won't go with her!

‘Perhaps you'd like me to take you there mysellive& face was
grim and Faun shuddered. He looked ready to steahgl girl.



INO__I
‘Then go with Faun!'

It was with some reluctance that Faun accompamedd to the
plane. But she knew better than to disobey Cliverwhe was in a
mood like this, for she had no desire to have hethwbrought down
on her own head. She was in a way sorry for Ingaglshe would
have been sorry for anyone else whose charactesovasak. Her
own strength, inherited from her father, had alwagsn so much a
part of her life and actions that it had never ocadito her that it was
a gift, a matter of genetics, and therefore sheamasof the fortunate
ones. It was not Ingrid's fault that she had lositl| of her nerves,
that she had become hysterical. And so Faun smakaiagly to her
when once she had her settled on the 'bed' insedgl@ane. Ingrid was
weeping quietly now, but her mouth was twisted iatougly line,
and the venom in her eyes came through despitee .

‘Can | bring you something to eat and drink?' @ffieFaun, but the
girl shook her head. 'Let me get you a cigareltten {

'l haven't any! | thought that other box was fbllit it's empty! Oh,
how long will it be before we're rescued?'

'l can't say,' answered Faun. 'But the Natives evaet and made
friends with are going to bring us some food meatavhcan see if
they have cigarettes--'

‘You fool! How can cannibals have cigarettes!

‘They're not cannibals,' returned Faun quietlythdy had been then
Clive and | wouldn't be here, would we?' Ingriddsabthing and

Faun offered once again to bring her somethingito&e've brought
back with us some pig meat, and some eggs,' slegladd



'Also, we have some of their own kind of biscults--

'l don't want that foul, dirty food! You can eatfityou like, but I'm
rather particular what | put in my inside!'

Faun gave a small sigh and left her. Clive waktatking to Tommy
and she went to her shelter and stripped off ekiergt Then she put
on her negligee and went over to the shower. Twemntytes later,
feeling fresh and clean—except for her hair, whigds drab even
though she had held it under the shower and themensed it in the
water container—she was sitting down to the medtkwilommy
had prepared. Malcolm was in his bed, having bak&art there by
Clive. He was now eating some of the pork and lisevhich Clive
had graciously accepted from Tua Rumah Balang.

‘This is good,' declared Tommy, who himself hadadthmanaged to
trap a wild pig that afternoon. It had got awayyodmécause Tommy
had not made the trap quite right. He had now addetething to it
and had high hopes of succeeding this time.

‘Not bad at all.' Clive was coolly impersonal; Faguessed that he
was exceedingly embarrassed by the behaviour afdigut was
determined to retain his dignity as the boss ofainkne. Neither
Malcolm nor Tommy had made any comment on thesgmlitburst,
naturally, but it was obvious that they must bakimg about it.

'l feel it could be improved by a different methmfcdtooking, though,’
said Tommy, helping himself to another piece. ppext they're very
primitive up there?'

'‘Not as primitive as one would expect," answeradeClThey trade
with the merchants of the coast, you see, takimgndiouits and rice
and the little mouse- deer which the Natives trap.'

'‘And do they get money in return?'



'l expect so, and with it they buy things like tldor their sarongs,
and we saw some very attractive rugs which | prestiad been
bought down at the coast.’

‘Times are changing,’ said Tommy thoughtfully. ‘donder if the
changes are for the better?'

'It's a matter of opinion. These tribes were a gappntented people
and | don't see why their cultures and general @fdife should be

changed just because some pompous would-be refal@usies to

interfere.’

‘They are supposed to be undernourished, though.'

‘Their bodies are adapted to the food they getyTdidn't seem
undernourished to us.' Clive glanced at Faun, wddulad and said,

‘They looked inordinately healthy, and happy. Il fisey should be
left alone. After all, man hasn't made such a gseatess of his
civilised state, has he?'

'‘Heading to destroy himself, you mean?' Tommy nedey gesture
as he spoke. 'Too clever by far, that's man's teoub

Faun would very much have liked to tell Tommy abibgtcaves, but
with the memory of one particular cave in her mghe refrained.
However, she later heard Clive telling Tommy abth& painting

they had found, and the small objects, which Faas wasked to
produce for him to see. He was excited, saying bealdvlike to

explore some of the caves.

'It's such a pity that we can't. We'll never coime tvay again, that's
for sure.’



'If we did we'd not be allowed to explore just liket. The Sarawak
government wouldn't consent to it.'

The next day two Natives arrived with food—more £gg small

mouse-deer and, of all things, several large ripgads. Ingrid,

appearing at the door of the plane, gave a shmekdisappeared
again. Faun and Clive invited the Natives to edhwhem, Tommy

having gone off as soon as he had risen—at abaldap—to see if
he had caught anything in his traps. The Natives ¢@me quite

quickly through the jungle, being used to it. Butavto Faun was so
miraculous was that they had found the camp withtbet least

difficulty, merely having listened intently to Céy who also told
them about the trees being blazed along the trail.

'l asked them how long it would take Anyi to getth@ coast, but
these men didn't know," Clive was telling Faun whkay had
departed, waving theiparangsin the air so that Ingrid, looking
through the window of the aircraft, stood petrifigdh fear.

'l don't suppose we can expect help for a day or' eturned Faun.
'‘Will Anyi bring back a reply to your note?"

‘Tua Rumah Balang said he would." Clive looked at, lan odd
expression in his deep-set blue eyes. 'You've bemrderful over
this," he said, and there was a softness in hieewbiat sent her heart
racing. 'l hate to think what it would have bedw lto have had two
temperamental women on my hands.’

‘Ingrid's not really been much trouble,’ Faun padnbut.

'‘But no help at all." His mouth was grim, his epasrowed. 'l've got
to see her later," he went on, and now there wasxpgession in his
voice. 'I've something to tell her.'



Faun said nothing; she knew what he intended ¢elhgrid—that the
affair was finished. He remained silent and aftehde Faun said she
was going to fetch her notebook and go out seagclkon more
flowers.

''ve to put in the orang-utan,’ she added withwéftssmile of
recollection.

She knew she had hoped he would come with hersheatwas
disappointed. In fact, she was actually repulsed his/ coldly
unemotional attitude when, a few minutes later, simerged from
her shelter and heard him say,

'l don't want to be disturbed for the next housor I'm going to my
shelter to do some writing.'

'l won't disturb you, Clive.'

He swung away and a great tremor of uneasinesg shwepgh her as
she watched him disappear into his shelter. Alresyy had owned
that his moods varied, and now she strove to fordesexplanation
for this particular one. The intimacy of last nigfailowing as it did

the long trek through the jungle; the relief thegdhshared on
discovering that the Natives were friendly; thekttack, when on
several occasions Clive had taken her hand to Inetpover some
tangled roots or other hazards. All these had gthemed their
relationship and at times Faun knew a warmth aptlra so strong
that she found herself half expecting to hear frGhve's lips a

proposal of marriage. But she now wondered if she taken too
much for granted. What real evidence had she thaeturned her
love? Very little; just a few attentions and sofords ... and the
intimacy of that night in the cave.

It did seem, though, that he had begun to care ...



Faun told herself that this was not the time faon ko be thinking of
romance. Yet his manner towards her came as a shatkiragged
her down to the very depths of despair. She feltélars pricking her
eyes as she moved away, to search for her floattsire had lost its
attraction, though, and she was soon in her sheltting in a very
feminine way—weeping into her pillow.

It was much later when she emerged. Clive wascsting from the
aircraft and he greeted her with a critical,

'You've been crying. What's the matter?’

'l was a little depressed, that's all.’

'‘Why?' he queried briefly, his deep-set blue eyegr@amining.
'‘Reaction, | suppose. We'll soon be gone from here.

He frowned, puzzled by her words.

‘You want to leave, surely?"

'Of course, for many reasons, but...'

'‘But—what?"

'It's been—been an unusual experience.' She kniewvts a lame
remark, and deliberately averted her head, avoidng cool
unsmiling scrutiny.

'‘But not one you'd wish to prolong?' he said.

‘No ... not really." A sudden onrush of misery lgioua catch to her
voice. 'There—there have been such pleasant times.’



'‘And unpleasant too.' There seemed to be a finialityis voice that

wrenched at Faun's heart. How had she come tos@akauch for

granted! The jungle setting, the moonlit nightse tthangers, the
intimacy of that night in the cave ... All thesadlraeant so much to
her; to Clive they obviously meant nothing. It hbden a false
situation in which they had found themselves—saveay from their

own particular world, in the deep wild, that primé terrain where
none but a few Natives lived.

She spoke at last, and the question came of itsvahtion, for she
had not the slightest intention of asking it.

‘Am | to work for you, Clive?'
‘As a pilot, you mean?'
'Yes, of course.'

He fell silent and she began fidgeting with hegérs, her nerves all
awry. She had no intention of working for him, stiywhad the
guestion escaped her? It would be impossible thise@egularly, to
find one day that he had another girl like Ingricbr perhaps a wife.

'‘Would you like to work for the Tarrant Line?' adk@live at length.
She looked up, her eyes misted, although she wasare of the fact.
'‘No,' she answered frankly, 'l wouldn't.'

A faint smile twisted his lips.

‘Then it's just as well," he told her softly, 'besa | don't intend to
allow my wife to work anywhere but— er—over theckién sink.’

'Clive!" She stared, a great surge of emotion priweg further
speech. She was trembling, vaguely aware that denfaale some



joking comment about the kitchen sink, but that wasimportant.
'‘Are you—you—asking ..." She could not go on, anth\a tender
smile Clive took hold of her hand and drew her talsaa little
shadowy recess where both he and she had previdissiyvered a
delightful show of orchids.

'Yes, my love, I'm asking you to marry me.' His aroame out to
invite her quivering body to his. She went williggunashamed of
the tears now glistening in her eyes. She clurigny lifting her face
in silent invitation for him to take her lips. Wit little triumphant
laugh he accepted the invitation and for a longylarile she was
carried on the stream of his ardour until, headthwicstasy and
desire, she was able once more to look up intéeless.

'l thought you—you hadn't fallen in love with—

with me--' She broke off, to utter a self-depramgtiittle laugh.
‘That's not very clear, but you know what | mean?'

'‘No,' he replied. 'It's been plain for some timatthd fallen in love
with you.'

‘Just now ..." She had no desire to think of hidreess and yet she
continued, 'Before | went off to look for flowergou weren't very
nice to me, and | thought I'd made a mistake inmgsgy that my love
was returned.'

Clive's blue eyes smiled tenderly into hers. 'l inermy shelter to do
some important writing. Then | had to speak witgrid. | had to tell
her about us; in spite of everything it wouldn¥@&&een fair to spring
our engagement on her without some warning.'

'‘No, of course not.' Faun began to think that reeri@ been quite so
off-hand as she had imagined. And now it occurceler that every
sharp word he ever uttered to her would inflict threst pain. This



was love, though, and one had to endure the pawmvedisas the

pleasure. Clive, holding her from him and subjexter to an intense
scrutiny, asked in stern and imperious tones whatvgas thinking

about to cause that frown between her eyes. Sluke hioh, and

received a little shake for her honesty.

‘Do you think | would ever hurt you?' he demandid, my own

precious darling, I never shall, not for as long lage. You're all that
| wanted all those years ago when | made that kestdéou are my
one and only love, and never will you suffer patnnay hands.’
Vibrant his voice, dark with passion were his egeshe drew her
unresisting body to his and, lifting her face, tdak lips with a fierce
possessiveness that left her quivering with desire.

They walked a little after that, and Clive confesfigat although he
himself was thoroughly ashamed of the way Ingrid Wwahaving, he
hated to hear Faun say things about her simplyusecs increased
his embarrassment.

'I'd never seen that side of her,’ he admitteck &8s merely a pretty
plaything--' He stopped, frowning heavily. 'No makIngrid!' he
almost snapped. 'She's in the past.’

'‘And it's the present and the future that concasysmurmured Faun
close to his cheek. He made no comment and wittlle $purt of
mischief which she could not resist she said, 'Mosure, dearest
Clive, that you don't mind marrying a dead bore?’

She was shaken thoroughly, and warned that shedweckive much
more than that if she gave her future husband ae f her sauce.
When she got her breath back she reminded hinhéhdid say it and
she was sure that at the time he really meant it.

‘Well, that was then and this is now! You could erelbe a bore—a
tantalising little wretch, maybe, but never a bd#e was laughing at



her and she responded. And he kissed her lips Wialewere parted,
taking his fill of their sweetness.

She lay against him after a while, her eyes dadkdaowsy with love.

The sounds of the forest came to them in theinsde—the drone of
cicadas mingling with the distant soaring cry oé thibbons, the
lovely call of a yellow-crowned bulbul, the murmaf a tropical

breeze drifting down from the mountains ...



